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A  HAPPY  NEW  YEAR 

EVANGELISTIC  NUMBER 

My  New  Year's  Garden 

By  Edgar  Cooper  Mason 

Another  year!  A  new  and  open  field 

For  me  to  plant  for  golden  harvest  yield ! 
I'll  plant  the  choicest  seeds  of  last  year's  fruit, 

And  lay  my  garden  out  in  artful  plot — 
A  thing  of  fruitful  beauty  absolute, 

Without  a  weed  or  briar  to  mar  the  lot. 
And  by  the  road,  where  weeds  are  wont  to  grow, 

I'll  plant  sweet  flowers,  blooming  every  day, 
That  by  their  fragrance  and  their  tinted  glow 

Some  traveler  may  be  cheered  upon  his  way. 
Thus  through  the  year,  with  work  and  fruitf ulness, 

My  God  and  fellowmen  I'll  cheer  and  bless. 

But  listen,  friend  of  mine :  If  there  should  come, 

Ere  is  fulfilled  the  cycle  of  the  year, 
The  call  to  take  me  to  my  heavenly  home, 

And  thou  art  yet  a  little  longer  here, 
Let  my  fond  hopes  and  purposes  augment 

Thine  own  high  aims  and  purposeful  intent, 
That  thou  mayest  make  thy  New  Year's  garden 
shine 

More  fruitful  and  more  beautiful  than  mine. 
Thus  would  my  hopeful  plans  be  not  in  vain, 

Because  in  thee  their  urge  should  live  again. 
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cThy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  un- 
to my  path."  Psalm  119:105 
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^he  &ditors    SMessage 


Mrs.  Alda  B.  Harrison,  Editor 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

We  are  just  looking  back  through  the 
weeks  to  those  splendid  morning  services 
at  the  General  Assembly.  In  our  imagi- 
nation we  are  locking  into  your  faces 
again.  Ycur  smiles  and  tears  and  those 
words  many  of  you  spoke  and  the  songs 
you  sang  are  still  very  vividly  pictured 
on  memories'  wall.  We  always  feel  that 
when  folks  will  get  up  and  rush  to  a 
meeting  in  the  morning  at  seven  o'clock 
without  breakfast  for  a  service,  that 
they  are  really  dead  in  earnest.  We  ap- 
preciate your  efforts.  I  am  sure  we  would 
all  vote  that  our  meetings  this  year  were 
the  best  we  have  ever  had.  God  is  bless- 
ing and  leading  our  young  people  and 
preparing  them  to  evangelize  this  world. 
So  we  are  giving  you  some  thoughts  and 
helps  on  evangelism.  We  try  to  help  you 
in  every  issue  but  this  time  we  are  spe- 
cia'izing  along  this  line.  We  hope  you 
may  read  every  word  of  this  issue.  And 
at  the  beginning  of  this  New  Year  you 
will  see  the  great  whitened  harvest  fields 
as  never  before.  We  are  taking  for  our 
text  this  month,  Matt.  10:16,  "Be- 
hold, I  send  you  forth  as  sheep  in 
the  midst  of  wolves:  be  ye  therefore 
wise  as  serpents,  and  harmless  as  doves." 

These  were  the  words  spoken  to  the 
twelve  as  He  sent  them  forth  to  preach 
the  gospel.  They  have  been  ringing 
down  through  the  ages  and  to-day  that 
voice  and  these  words  still  ring  in  our 
ears.  Often  the  still  small  voice  whispers 
them  to  us  as  we  labor  for  Him.  Oh, 
how  important!  I  believe  we  need  to 
study  and  pray  over  this  scripture  as 
much  as  any  other  passage  in  the  Bible 
for  it  is  through  the  power  and  wisdom 


of  God  that  we  are  going  to  win  the 
world  for  Christ.  Like  Solomon  we 
should  cry  unto  our  God  for  wisdom 
above  every  thing  else,  to  know  how  to 
meet  every  issue  that  confronts  us  along 
this  narrow  way.  Oh,  for  wisdom  to 
know  just  what  to  do  at  all  times  and 
under  all  circumstances.  Dear  ones,  as  we 
go  along  this  narrow  way,  side  by  side 
with  this  great  Teacher  of  ours,  the 
Holy  Ghost,  let  us  be  still  and  listen 
while  He  pours  wisdom  into  our  ears.  So 
many  sad  mistakes  have  been  made  be- 
cause  we   were  not   still    long  enough   to 


Waiting!    Waiting! 

They  are  waiting  everywhere — 
Where  the  fields  of  earth  are  fair, 
Where  the  rivers  nobly  run, 
Where  the  blossoms  seek  the  sun, 
Where  the  hills  rise,  high  and  grand 
Looking  proudly  o'er  the  land — 
Waiting!     Waiting! 

They  are  waiting  in  the  wild, 
Sick  and  weary  and  defiled. 
And  the  Savior's  healing  Word 
They  have  never,  never  heard; 
Ever  hungry  and  unfed. 
Left  without  the  Living  Bread — 
Waiting!     Waiting! 

For  the  happy  beam  of  day 
That  shall  chase  their  gloom  away, 
For  the   news  so  glad   and   blest, 
That  shall  set  their  hearts  at  rest; 
For  the  peace  we  know  and  prize, 
For  the  hope  beyond  the  skies — 
Waiting!     Waiting! 

Yet  not  voiceless  or  alone, 
For  their  cry  to  Heaven  hath  flown, 
And  the  Master  waiteth,   too, 
Waiteth,   ransomed   soul,   for  vou, 
Till  the  life  devotion  sweet 
Be  outpoured  at  His  feet — 
Waiting!      Waiting! 

Selected. 


listen  to  Him  and  went  on  in  our  haste 
with  more  zeal  than  wisdom.  But  Gcd 
has  promised  that  all  things  should  work 
together  for  good  to  those  who  love 
Him.  Then  if  we  have  made  mistakes 
let  us  claim  this  promise,  and  profit  by 
them. 

We  know  by  our  own  experience  that 
many  of  our  mistakes  have  come  just  in 
time  to  wake  us  up  to  a  realization  of 
our  need  of  wisdom  and  humbled  us 
down  as  perhaps  nothing  else  would  have 
done.  So  if  wc  have  made  mistakes,  let 
us  not  be  discouraged  but  continually 
cry  to  God  for  wisdom. 


First,  let  us  remember  that  in  this  old 
world  there  are  thousands  of  wonderful, 
saved,  consecrated  children  of  God  who 
do  not  see  all  that  we  see,  of  course, 
many  of  them  see  but  do  not  care  to  pay 
the  price.  We  wonder  how  people  can 
go  on  and  keep  saved  and  not  walk  in 
the  Light,  but  we  must  leave  that  part 
of  it  with  God.  Of  course  it  seems 
strange  to  us  to  see  men  and  women  go- 
ing on  studying  and  teaching  the  word 
of  God  and  running  right  over  some 
things  so  clear  and  plain  to  us,  but  we 
must  leave  that  with  them  and  with  God. 
The  writer  of  this  article  has  had  some 
experience  along  this  line.  I  well  remem- 
ber when  God  came  to  me,  a  Presby- 
terian minister's  wife  and  began  to  talk 
to  my  heart.  From  a  child  I  loved  the 
Lord  and  wanted  to  please  Him,  but 
when  the  Lord  began  to  show  me  things 
in  His  word  that  would  conflict  with  my 
husband's  beliefs  and  that  would  not  be 
accepted  by  our  church,  I  was  just  a  lit- 
tle slow  in  being  obedient  unto  the 
Heavenly  vision.  One  day  I  remember  I 
opened  my  Bible  and  was  reading  the 
16th  chapter  of  Mark.  I  read  the  IS,  16, 
17  and  18  verses  and  the  thought 
struck  me,  why  do  we  as  a  church  use 
so  constantly  in  our  missionary  meetings 
the  15th  ard  16th  verses  and  ignore  the 
17th  and  18th  verses.  Then  God  began 
to  send  a  deluge  of  scriptures  to  me  that 
were  in  the  New  Testament  and  1 
couldn't  understand  why  we  failed  to 
stress  them  and  try  to  measure  up  to  the 
standard.  1  couldn't  understand  how  we 
could  take  a  part  of  the  New  Testament 
as  our  guide  and  ignore  the  rest  of  it. 
Well,  I  just  couldn't  pass  it  by,  I  wish 
I  had  time  and  space  to  tell  you  all  the 
way  the  Lord  led  me  and  talked  to  me, 
but  I  must  make  a  long  story  short.  Af- 
ter God  had  called  me  to  walk  in  the 
beautiful  but  despised  way,  I  did  not 
readily  yield  on  account  of  being  misun- 
derstood by  those  about  me.  Here  is  the 
climax  to  my  story:  the  Lord  sent  one  of 
His  ange's  into  my  home  and  took  away 
a  little  boy  and  broke  up  the  fallow 
ground  of  my  heart  and  made  Heaven 
dearer  to  me  than  any  thing  in  this 
world  and  made  me  willing  to  pay  the 
price  that  I  might  be  able  to  meet  my 
precious  child  again. 

I  well  remember  some  of  those  who 
tried  to  help  me  along  into  these  deeper 
experiences.  Some  of  them  had  wisdom 
and  some  did  not.  Some  tried  to  tell  me 
how  to  dress  and  comb  my  hair,  and 
what  to  do  along  this  line  and  that  line, 
but  the  ones  who  had  the  most  effect  on 
me  were  the  ones  who  helped  me  in 
(Continued   on    page    11) 
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Wild  Oats 


GLEASON  WILLIAMSON 


Robert  Anson  and  his  wife,  Hazel, 
had  knelt  at  an  altar  of  prayer,  and  there 
it  was  they  found  peace  for  troubled 
hearts.  They  were  known  throughout  the 
little  town  of  Putnam,  not  for  their 
faith  in  God  or  their  good  works;  but 
because  of  their  ungodly  lives. 

Their  neighbors  knew  how  they  had 
spent  their  home  life.  No  words  were  too 
bad  to  use  in  cursing  each  other;  the  use 
of  tobacco  was  not  barred  from  their 
home;  no  alcoholic  beverage  was  ever 
turned  aside. 

There  were  two  children,  Robert,  Jr., 
better  known  as  Junior.  He  was  eighteen 
years  of  age,  and  leading  the  kind  oi 
life  his  parents  had  set  as  an  example. 
Harriet  was  their  only  daughter  and 
there  was  no  prettier  girl  to  be  found  in 
the  town  of  Putnam.  She  was  two  years 
younger  than  her  brother,  but  she  knew 
the  difference  in  the  taste  of  all  the  dif- 
ferent brands  of  cigarettes.  She  had  her 
favorite  brand  and  no  other  kind  would 
do.  It  was  nothing  unusual  for  her  to  be 
so  drunk  from  the  night  before,  that  it 
was  impossible  for  her  to  go  to  school 
the  next  day. 

Such  was  the  life  of  the  Anson  fam- 
ily, until  the  revival  meeting,  held  in  the 
town  of  Putnam,  awakened  them.  After 
Robert  Anson  and  his  wife  found  the 
Lord,  people  realized  they  were  new 
creatures  in  Christ  Jesus. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Anson  attended  prayer 
meeting,  the  first  one  in  their  entire  life 
time.  As  they  returned  home  on  this 
first  prayer  meeting  night,  and  stepped 
upon  their  front  porch,  not  an  unusual 
scene  greeted  their  eyes  through  the  win- 
dow, oh,  no. 

There  was  their  daughter  curled  up  in 
the  big  arm  chair;  a  smoking  cigarette 
in  her  fingers  and  a  lesson  book  in  the 
other  hand.  Pitiful,  you  say?  Yes,  and 
how  it  grieved  her  parents  since  they  saw 
the  sinfulness  of  these  things.  Junior  had 
the  radio  going  full  blast,  and  it  wasn't 
tuned  in  on  church  hymns,  either. 

Before  entering  their  home,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.    Anson   exchanged   glances. 

"Oh,  Robert,  what  shall  we  do?  We've 
reared  our  children  in  the  wrong  way, 
and  now — Do  we  dare  lay  down  a  lot  of 
'don'ts'  for  them?"  Mrs.  Anson  had  a 
question  mark  expression  written  on  he' 
face. 

"I'll  have  to  confess,  dear,  that  I  don't 
know  what  to  say.  This  is  all  new  to  me, 
but — "  and  he,  too,  had  a  puzzled  ex- 
pression on  his  face. 

"But  what?  Go  on  and  finish  what 
you  were  going  to  say." 


"That  isn't  right,"  and  he  pointed  to 
Harriet  smoking,  "but  we  brought  her 
up  that  way.  We're  to  blame  for  the 
whole  thing,  and  now — can  we  say  'you 
must  do  so  and  so'?" 

"Our  wild  oats  sowing  is  going  to 
cause  us  quite  a  harvest,  but  we're  going 
to  reap  just  what  we've  already  sowed. 
It's   too   bad,"  sighed  Mrs.   Anson. 

"Let's  go  in  and  talk  things  over  with 
them,"  suggested  Robert. 

"A  good  idea.  They  can't  do  any  more 
to  us  than  Lot's  children  did  to  him — 
not  listen — come  on,"  and  so  they 
opened  the  door  to  their  home. 

They  were  greeted  by  cigarette  smoke 
as  it  was  wafted  through  the  open  door. 
Junior  had  the  rug  turned  up  and  was 
dancing  to  one  of  the  popular  dance 
tunes  coming  over  the  radio.  Harriet 
glanced  up  as  her  parents  entered. 

"Hello  there,  mother  and  daddy,"  she 
greeted.  "How  was  prayer  meeting  to- 
night? Suppose  you  will  be  wanting 
Junior  and  I  to  become  missionaries  or 
preachers  before  long,"  jestingly. 

A  painful  look  seemed  to  spread  over 
Mrs.   Anson's   face. 

"No,  dear  Harriet,  but — it  would  be 
wonderful  it  you  and  Junior  were 
Christians." 

Junior  had  turned  the  radio  off  and 
had  come  into  the  room  where  his  sis- 
ter, father  and  mother  were  talking. 
"What  is  the  general  trend  of  the  con- 
versation,"  he  inquired. 

Mr.  Anson  spoke  up.  "Your  mother 
was  saying  she  would  be  so  very  glad  if 
you  and  Harriet  would  become  Chris- 
tians." 

"Oh,  I — understand!  Look  at  the 
'wild  oats'  you  and  mother  sowed.  Here 
you're  forty-five  years  old  and  you've 
had  all  the  fun  you  could  possibly  have 
up  to  this  time.  Now  you  want  us  to 
settle  down  before  we're  twenty  years 
of  age,"  scoffingly  said  Junior. 

"We  see  the  danger  of  wild  oats  sow- 
ing, son,  and  that's  the  reason  your 
father  and  I  are  so  interested  in  your 
welfare.  We  would  give  all  we  have  or 
ever  hope  to  have,  if  only  the  effect  oi 
our  past  life  could  be  done  away  with.  ' 
Hot,  scalding  tears  flowed  down  Mrs. 
Anson's  cheeks. 

"But,  mother,"  interposed  Harriet, 
"you  know  the  old  saying,  'every  dog 
has  his  day.'  Well,  you  and  daddy  have 
had  yours,  but  Junior  and  I  have  not,  as 
yet,  had  ours." 

"There  are  one  or  two  things,  chil- 
dren, that  your  mother  and  I  request  you 
to  observe.  One  thing  is  that  you  don't 


turn  the  radio  on  dance  music.  Suppose 
some  one  was  to  come  into  our  home 
with  the  radio  tuned  in  on  dance  music. 
What  kind  of  a  home  would  they  think 
it  was?  Not  much  of  a  Christian  home, 
what  think  ye?  This  is  no  lecture,"  con- 
tinued Mr.  Anson,  "but  another  thing, 
please  don't  smoke  in  our  home  any  more; 
and  also,  no  more  liquor,  or  drinking 
parties  will  be  tolerated  in  our  home." 

"H-m,  say  dad,  I  think  you're  laying 
the  blue  laws  down  right  and  left.  How 
would  you  have  liked  it  when  you  were 
a   young  man?" 

"If  only  I  had  been  brought  up  in  the 
'nurture  and  admonition  of  the  Lord'; 
I'd  be  a  much  better  man  to-day  and 
with  fewer  follies  to  answer  for." 

"Let's  forget  it  for  the  time  being," 
petulantly  spoke  Harriet,  "no  use  to  get 
worked  up  over  such  a  minor  thing." 

"No  'minor  thing,'  daughter,"  inter- 
vened Mrs.  Anson,  "the  wages  of  sin  is 
death." 

From  all  outward  appearances  the  An- 
son children  did  well.  They  were  obeying 
their  parents'  wishes,  and  not  causing 
trouble  in  the  home. 

Mrs.  Anson  had  received  notice  from 
the  superintendent  of  the  school  in  Put- 
nam, that  her  daughter  was  not  able  to 
carry  all  of  her  subjects  in  school,  and 
would  not  graduate  the  coming  summer. 

Did  Mrs.  Anson  know  what  the  trou- 
ble was?  Oh,  yes,  she  shuddered  as  she 
thought  of  the  many  cigarettes  her 
daughter  had  smoked  during  one  day; 
then  there  was  the  liquor  that  had  been 
used  first  by  sips  and  finally — they  drank 
it  meal  times  as  some  people  drink  coffee. 

"Oh,  my  God!  have  mercy  on  such  a 
mother  as  I've  been,"  she  wailed,  "help 
Harriet  to  see  before  it's  too  late.  My 
God!"  and  things  went  black  before  her 
eyes. 

But  Harriet  didn't  see.  On  she  went 
sowing  and  then  sowing  some  more  wild 
oats.  It  was  fun,  she  said,  and  what  the 
result  was  going  to  be! — well,  why  cross 
bridges  until  you  come  to  them? 

Junior's  father  likewise  tried  his  very 
best  to  get  his  son  to  see  the  folly  of  wild 
oats  sowing,  but  he  only  laughed  and 
said  he  was  too  young  to  settle  down. 

"You  know,  father,"  he  said,  "if  I 
was  to  do  as  you  and  mother  are  doing, 
well,  life  would  be  a  misery  to  me." 

"No,  Junior,"  replied  Mr.  Anson, 
"not  if  you  get  real  salvation.  You  have 
joy  unspeakable  and  full  of  glory.  Real 
religion  is  no  misery;  it  leaves  no  bad  af- 
ter effect." 

"Maybe  so,  father,  but  I  don't  want  to 
settle  down  now;  I'll  wait  until  I'm  for- 
ty-five and  do  as  you're  doing." 

"Suppose  you  don't  live  that  long. 
You  may  die  before  tomorrow." 

"Trying  to  scare  me,  huh?" 

(Continued  on   page    17) 
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The  Blessing   of  Song 

"What  a  Friend  we  have  in  Jesus," 

Sang  a  little  child  one  day; 
And  a  weary  woman  listened 

To  the  darling's  happy  lay. 
All  her  life  seemed  dark  and   gloomy, 

And  her  heart  was  sad  with  care; 
Sweetly  ran  our  baby's  treble, 

"All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear." 
She  was  pointing  out  the  Savior, 

Who  could  carry  every  woe; 
And  the  one  who  sadly  listened 

Needed  that  dear  Helper  so! 
Sin  and  grief  were  heavy  burdens 

For  a  fainting  heart  to  bear; 
But  the  baby,  singing,  bade  her 

"Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer." 
With   a   simple,   trusting  spirit, 

Weak  and  worn  she  turned  to  God, 
Asking  Christ  to  take  her  burden, 

As  He  was  the  sinner's  Lord. 
Jesus  was  the  only  refuge, 

He  could  take  her  sin  and  care, 
And  He  blessed  the  weary  woman 

When  she  came  to  Him  in  prayer. 
And   the  happy  child  still   shining, 

Little  knew  that  she  had  a  part, 
In  God's  wondrous  work  of  bringing 

Peace   into   a    troubled   heart. — Sel. 
::-   ::-   * 

Dear  Juniors:  I  wonder  how  you  are 
coming  on  with  your  meetings.  Here  we 
are  with  some  more  lessons.  I  wish  you 
could  all  come  to  Cleveland  and  visit  our 
Junior  meetings.  My,  wouldn't  we  have 
a  good  time  singing  and  praying  and 
studying  the  Bible  together.  Here  is 
something  we  did  yesterday.  I  guess  you 
need  to  learn  the  words  before  we  try  to 
explain   it   to  you. 

Say,  my  friend,  have  you  seen 
(a)    Secord  Timothy  (b)    two  (c)    fif- 
teen? 

(d)  First  Thessalonians  (e)  five  (f) 
twenty-two 

Will  tell  you  exactly  what  to  do. 
Instructions  how  to  use  this  poem: 
(a)  Hold  up  two  fingers,  (b)  Hold  up 
two  fingers.  (c)  Hold  up  both  hands 
and  then  five  fingers  more  to  make  fif- 
teen, (d)  Hold  up  one  finger,  (e)  Hold 
up  five  fingers,  (f)  Hold  up  both  hands 
twice  and  two  fingers  to  make  twenty- 
two. 

Be  sure  to  memorize  these  two  Bible 
verses. 

Now  each  week  we're  going  to  try  to 
give  you  something  of  this  kind.  Our 
first  lesson  this  week  will  be  Walking 
Christians. 

Lord  send  a  revival  and  let  that  revival 
begin  in  me. 


BIBLE  LESSON 

"WALKING  CHRISTIANS" 

Read  the  story  of  the  lame  man  healed 
at  Lystra.  Acts  14:19.  Had  he  only 
leaped  the  people  might  not  have  be- 
lieved. Walking  is  a  proof  of  his  cure. 
A  Christian's  walk,  or  life,  is  a  proof  of 
his  conversion. 

A  CHRISTIAN  SHOULD  WALK 

FOR  JESUS 
When?   Every  day. 

Where?  In  the  paths  Jesus  would 
choose   for  you. 

How?  Step  by  step. 

SOME  OF  THE  STEPS 
An  angry  thought  crushed. 
A  kind  word  spoken  to  some  one. 
An   unkind   act  forgiven. 
A  temptation  resisted. 
TWO  REASONS  WHY  CHRISTIANS 
SOMETIMES  DO  NOT  WALK 

1.  They  are  lame. 

2.  They  are  too  weak. 

Lame. — They  are  crippled  by  some 
sin.  How  can  we  be  cured?  Go  to  the 
Great  Physician  "who  forgiveth  all  thine 
iniquities,   who  healeth   all    thy   diseases." 

Too  Weak. — Because  they  have  not  fed 
their  soul   upon  God's  Word. 

How  can  we  feed  upon  it?  Learn  a 
verse  every  day.  Think  about  it.  Ask 
God  to  help  us  understand  it. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

(We  are  beginning  a  series  of  lessons  on 
the  Beatitudes.) 

The  first  Beatitude  is:  Blessed  are  the 
poor  in  spirit,  for  theirs  is  the  kingdom 
of  heaven. 

I.  THE  FACT. 

"Blessed   are  the  poor  in   spirit." 

1.  Who  are  the  poor  in  spirit? 
Those  who  do  not  think  much  about 

themselves. 

Those  who  are  not  proud. 

Is  there  a  godly  pride? 

2.  A  command.  Rom.   12:3;  Phil.  2:3. 

3.  Illustration:  Parable  of  the  Phari- 
see and  the  publican.  Luke   18:10-14. 

II.  THE  PROMISE 

"Theirs  is   the  kingdom  of  heaven." 

1.  God  has  given  a  special  promise  of 
His  presence  to  those  who  are  "poor  in 
spirit."  Isa.    57:15. 

2.  The  Christian  already  has  the  king- 
dom of  heaven  begun  in  his  heart.  Matt. 
13:31,    32. 

3.  We  shall  come  into  full  possession 
of  the  kingdom  of  heaven  by  and  by. 
Matt.   25:34. 


BIBLE  LESSON 

"THE  TELEPHONE" 

Its  use. — To  enable  people  a  long  dis- 
tance apart,  to  speak  with  each  other  as 
if  they  were  in  the  same  room. 

New  invention — first  used  (show  pic- 
ture or  describe)  A.  D.  1876.  The  Heav- 
enly Telephone  not  new.  Used  nearly  six 
thousand  years. 

I.  We  speak  to  God  by  prayer. 

1.  The  sound  is  heard  at  the  same  in- 
stant. Isa.  65:24. 

2.  We  do  not  need  to  "ring  the  bell" 
to  call  God's  attention.  Psa.   34:15. 

3  We  can  speak  directly  to  Him  with- 
out any  "central  office,"  (priest, 
holy   virgin,   etc.) 

4.  This  telephone  never  gets  out  of 
order  at  God's  end. 

II.  God  speaks  to  us  through     our  con- 
science, by  His  Word  and  His  Spirit. 

1.  We  sometimes  need  to  stop  our  ears 
to  the  noise  of  the  outside  world  in  order 
to  hear  the  still  small  voice  within. 

2.  God  often  has  to  "ring  the  bell" 
to  call  our  attention.  Sometimes  He  has 
to  send  great  trouble  or  sorrow,  before 
we  will  listen. 

3.  Our  end  of  the  telephone  often  gets 
out  of  order.  "Conscience  seared  with  a 
hot  iron."    1   Tim.  4:2. 

4.  Great  need  of  keeping  our  con- 
sciences pure  and  sensitive. 

III.  Let  us  use  this  telephone  to-day. 

1.  What  does  God  say  to  you?  To  give 
yourself  to  Him;  to  live  a  better  Chris- 
tian life;  to  overcome  bad  habits,  etc. 

2.  What  do  you  want  to  ask  Him  for 
most  of  all?  Let  each  one  give  an  answer; 
then  have  all  kneel  down,  and  each  one 
pray  for  just  the  one  thing  he  desires. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:   "THE  CANDLE  SERMON" 
Scripture  lesson:  Matt.    5:13-17 

Text:  "Ye  are  the  light  of  the  world." 
Matt.   5:14. 

Jesus  is  talking  about  us  being  spiritual 
lights  to  the  world.  That  is  what  Chris- 
tians are  for,  to  give  light  to  the  world. 
We  are  of  no  use  unless  we  give  light. 

Suppose  we  have  some  little  white  can- 
dles, colored  candles  and  large  candles. 
They  do  not  give  any  light  unless  they 
are  lighted.  Light  the  beautiful  colored 
candles  and  they  do  not  give  any  more 
light  than  the  plain  white  ones.  Neither 
do  fine  clothes,  elegant  houses  or  money 
take  the  place  of  light-giving.  The  little 
candles  give  light  when  lighted,  so  none 
can  say,  "I  am  too  little  or  too  young  to 
shine  for  Jesus."  The  little  lighted  ta- 
pers are  of  more  use  than  the  big  un- 
lightcd  candles.  You  might  take  a  little- 
taper  and  light  the  big  one.  So  by  God's 
grace  little  children  can  sometimes  lead 
their  parents  to  God.  If  we  try  to  hide 
our  light  it  will  go  out. 

(Continued   on    page    5) 
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love  for  me  were  to  be  as  spasmodically 
manifested  as  my  love  for  Him,  how 
would  I  fare? — Tract. 


Some  Old-Time  Meetings 

In  1739  Benjamin  Franklin  wrote  the 
following  in  his  Pennsylvania  Gazette: 
"On  Thursday  last  the  Rev.  Mr.  White- 
field  left  this  city  and  was  accompanied 
to  Chester  by  about  150  horsemen,  and 
preached  there  to  almost  7,000  people. 
On  Friday  he  preached  twice  at  Willing's 
Town  (Wilmington)  to  about  5,000, 
and  on  Saturday  at  New  Castle  to  about 
2,500,  and  the  same  evening  at  Christian 
Bridge  to  about  3,000;  on  Sunday,  at 
White  Clay  Creek,  he  preached  twice, 
resting  about  half  an  hour  between  the 
sermons,  to  about  8,000,  of  whom  3,000, 
it  is  computed,  came  on  horseback.  It 
rained  most  of  the  time,  and  yet  they 
stood  in  the  open  air." 
:;-     ;;*     ;j. 

Task  of  the  Churches 

Dr.  S.  S.  Hough  says  in  a  recent  issue 
of  the  Religious  Telescope-.  "Two-thirds 
of  the  members  of  many  churches  are 
inactive  Christians;  two-thirds  of  the 
people  of  the  United  States  are  still  out- 
side of  the  churches;  two-thirds  of  man- 
kind throughout  the  world  do  not  yet 
have  an  opportunity  to  know  Christ  as 
their  personal  Savior."  Truly  the  fields 
are  still  white  unto  the  harvest. 

"They  cast  four  anchors***  and  wished 
for  the  day"  (Acts  27:29).  We  need  to 
cast  out  strong  anchors  to-day.  With  all 
the  unrest,  turmoil,  strife,  breaking  down 
of  long-established  morals  and  standards, 
and  the  thoughtless  indulgence  in  sin 
which  is  so  prevalent,  we  need  to  have 
our  lives  anchored  in  Jesus.  Let  faith, 
hope,  love,  and  consecration  be  the  four 
anchors  by  which  our  lives  are  firmly 
held  in  the  path  of  truth  and  right.  Let 
us  diligently  hold  fast  until  the  night  is 
over,  the  day  breaks,  and  the  shadows 
flee. — Christian  Monitor. 

.The  Missionary  Alliance  has  received  a 
gift  for  the  establishment  of  a  Bible 
school  for  the  training  of  a  hundred 
evangelists  in  Africa. 

There  are  people  who  say  that  Paul's 
conversion  was  epilepsy.  Well,  before  the 
epilepsy  he  was  a  blasphemer;  after  the 
epilepsy  he  began  to  pray,  and  from  that 
time  forward  he  became  a  saint  and  a 
missionary  and  a  noble  warrior.  Then  fly 
abroad,  thou  mighty  epilepsy! — Dr.  Jos- 
eph Parker. 

*    *    »■ 

I  like  the  thought  of  the  good  woman 


who  said  that  she  never  went  to  a  serv- 
ice late,  for  it  was  part  of  her  religion 
not  to  disturb  the  worship  of  other  peo- 
ple; I  wish  many  more  agreed  with  her. 
Oh,  how  much  loss  of  spirituality,  how 
much  loss  of  blessing,  has  come  by  that 
straggling  in  one  by  one,  instead  of  all 
being  assembled,  waiting  for  the  Savior 
with  such  due  respect  to  His  Holy  Name 
that  they  would  not  think  of  being  be- 
hind  time. — Spurgeon. 

A  New    Year    Thought 

SUPPOSE — some  one  were  to  offer  me 
a  thousand  dollars  for  every  soul  that  I 
might  earnestly  try  to  lead  to  Christ, 
would  I  endeavor  to  lead  any  more  souls 
to  Him  than  I  am  endeavoring  to  do 
now?  Is  it  possible  that  I  would  attempt 
to  do  for  money,  even  at  the  risk  of 
blunders  or  ridicule,  what  I  hesitate  or 
shrink  from  doing  now  in  obedience  to 
God's  command?  Is  my  love  of  money 
stronger  than  my  love  of  God  or  of 
souls?  How  feeble  then  my  love  of  God! 
Perhaps  this  explains  why  I  am  not  a 
soul-winner. 

SUPPOSE — I  were  to  see  a  blind  man 
unknowingly  approaching  the  brink  of  a 
high  precipice,  and  that  I  were  to  sit  by 
without  concern  or  any  effort  to  warn 
or  save  him  from  certain  death,  would 
I  not  be  as  guilty  of  his  death  in  God's 
sight  as  though  I  had  murdered  him  out.- 
right?  The  death  of  a  body,  which 
might  have  been,  but  was  not  pre- 
vented, is  a  terrible  thing,  but  how  about 
the  preventable  death  of  a  human  soul — 
perchance  cf  many  souls — for  which  God 
may  hold  me  responsible?  If  my  murder 
of  another's  body  by  neglect  is  an  un- 
speakable crime,  what  shall  be  said  of 
my  murder  by  neglect  of  another's  soul? 

SUPPOSE— that  "when  the  roll  is 
called  up  yonder,"  I  am  there  myself,  but 
that  all  through  the  eternal  ages  I  am 
unable  to  find  a  single  person  who  is 
there  because  of  my  having  led  him  to 
Christ — how  much  will  heaven  mean  to 
me? 

SUPPOSE — that  as  an  employee  I 
were  spasmodic  in  the  kind  of  service  I 
rendered — zealous  one  week,  lukewarm 
the  second,  and  utterly  indifferent  the 
third;  then  zealous,  and  lukewarm  and 
indifferent  again,  and  so  on — how  long 
would  my  employer  stand  such  service  as 
that?  But  is  not  this  the  kind  of  soul- 
winning  service  I  am  giving  God?  Or  it 
may  be  not  even  as  good  as  this.  If  God's 


God's    Wonderful  Book 

A  certain  Christian  traveler  was  pack- 
ing his  suitcase  when  about  to  proceed  on 
a  journey,  when  he  remarked  to  a  friend: 
"There  is  still  a  little  corner  left  open  in 
which  I  desire  to  pack  a  guidebook,  a 
lamp,  a  mirror,  a  telescope,  a  book  of 
poems,  a  number  of  biographies,  a  bun- 
dle of  old  letters,  a  hymn  book,  a  sharp 
sword,  a  small  library,  containing  thirty 
volumes,  all  these  articles  must  occupy  a 
space  of  about  three  by  two  inches." 
"How  are  you  going  to  manage  that?" 
queried  his  friend,  and  the  reply  was, 
"Very  easily, — for  the  Bible  contains  al! 
these  things."— The  Milk  of  the  Word. 


BIBLE  LESSON 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
Jesus  also  said,  "I  am  the  light  cf  the 
world."    We    must    first    go    to    Jesus    to 
get  light,  then  we  can  give  it  to  others 
Sing— 

Jesus  bids  us  shine, 
With  a  clear  pure  light. 
First  of  all  for  Him, 
Then  for  all  around. 

Memory  work:  Matt.  5:13-17;  Acts 
13:47;  Eph.  5:8;  Phil.  2:15;  1  Thess.  5: 
5;  2  Cor.  3:18. 

There  is  nothing  that  has  ever  been 
constructed  that  has  remained  so  solid, 
yet  has  been  tried  so  severely,  as  the 
foundation  Jesus  Christ  laid  for  our  faith. 
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NOTE:  We  are  glad  to  send  out  this  lit- 
tle message  from  the  Bible  School.  We 
take  great  pleasure  in  introducing  our 
new  editor,  James  Henning  of  West  Vir- 
ginia. Robert  Johnson  who  has  written 
for  us  this  week  is  the  son  of  Brother  R. 
P.  Johnson,  overseer  of  South  Carolina. 
—Ed. 

Editorial 

Dear  Y.  P.  E.  friends,  the  Bible  Train- 
ing School  is  glad  that  it  has  this  whole 
page  which  it  may  use  to  bring  a  mes- 
sage to  you,  a  message  which  is  burning 
in  the  hearts  of  many  of  our  students. 
We  are  interested  in  the  education  of 
every  Church  of  God  boy  and  girl.  The 
purpose  of  our  message  each  week  will 
be  to  broaden  and  strengthen  your  in- 
tellect and  your  knowledge  of  worth- 
while facts;  some  historical,  some  spirit- 
ual, some  moral  and  some  scientific.  As 
a  text  for  our  message  and  a  guiding 
motto  for  our  lives  we  quote  2  Tim.  2: 
15,  "Study  to  show  thyself  approved  un- 
to God  .   .   .   .   " 

We  realize  that  many  of  the  readers 
of  this  paper  must  obtain  their  education 
by  reading.  To  you  who  are  studying  by 
correspondence,  we  wish  to  bring  some- 
thing that  will  complement  your  regu- 
lar lessons  and  will  be  free  for  the  read- 
ing. 

To  those  of  you  who  are  interested  in 
the  history  of  the  Bible  and  the  Church, 
we  are  going  to  bring  a  series  of  articles 
that  you  will  find  inspiring  and  educa- 
tional. The  greatest  drama  in  the  history 
of  the  world  is  wrapped  in  the  history 
of  the  Church  of  God.  We  want  to 
trace  it  and  Christianity  from  Pentecost 
to  modern  times.         •» 

You  will  read  of  the  darkest  tragedy, 
of  the  noblest  heroism,  of  the  most  re- 
markable miracles,  of  the  worst  of  sin- 
ners, and  of  the  purest  of  saints.  Don't 
you  want  to  follow  our  articles  on  this 
page  in  the  months  to  come? 

Your  local  Y.  P.  E.  may  want  to 
make  a  study  of  the  history  of  the 
Church.  These  articles  will  prove  a  valu- 
able   outline   and    guide. 

Is  our  message  going  to  benefit  you? 
Make  your  Y.  P.  E.  a  Bible  School.  As- 
semble each  week  for  study  and  not 
amusement.  When  you  seek  God's  bless- 
ings, remember  that  an  education  is  one 
of  them. — James  C.  Henning. 

V-      »      «t 

THE  APOSTOLIC  CHURCH 

Religion  is  man's  relation  to  the  sup- 
ernatural involving  communion  and  serv- 
ice. 

Christian   religion   is   man's  relation   to 


God  through  the  meditation  of  Jesus 
Christ  according  to  the  teaching  of  the 
Holy  Scriptures. 

History  is  a  systematic  account  of 
events   affecting   a   people. 

Then  Church  history  is  a  systematic 
account  of  events  affecting  the  people 
who  have  accepted  Jesus  Christ  as  the 
Mediator  between  God  and  man  accord- 
ing to  the  Holy  Scriptures. 

The  story  of  the  progress  of  the 
Church  is  more  wonderful  than  are  the 
tales  of  Oriental  magic.  It  is  almost  un- 
believable that  a  little  group  of  obscure 
men  and  women  belonging  to  a  small 
and  subject  people  in  an  insignificant  land 
on  the  shores  of  the  Mediterranean  could, 
without  military  forces,  prestige,  money, 
or  elaborate  organization,  grow  until  they 
have  enlisted  in  their  ranks  one-third  of 
the  earth's  entire  population.  It  is  still 
more  wonderful  that  this  little  band 
were  the  followers  of  a  despised,  rejected, 
and  condemned  Leader  who  left  them 
only  His  life  and  teachings,  the  command 
to  go  and  preach  His  message,  and  the 
promise  of  His  power  and  presence. 

Christianity — born  in  the  homeland  of 
the  Jews,  cradled  in  Jerusalem,  and  ma- 
tured in  the  lands  that  bordered  the 
Mediterranean  Sea  on  the  coast — made  its 
way  east  into  Asia,  south  into  Africa, 
and  west  into  Europe  and  America. 

Although  its  growth  has  been  so  start- 
ling in  its  rapidity,  that  does  not  mean 
that  it  has  been  effortless.  Contrariwise, 
from  the  very  beginning  it  has  been 
made  the  victim  of  the  most  cruel  pun- 
ishments and  most  harsh  judgments.  The 
reason  for  this  is  probably  found  in  its 
doctrine. 

Christ  taught  that  it  was  not  enough 
for  a  man  to  say  he  believed  in  God,  to 
go  into  the  temple  and  by  means  of  a 
sacrifice  or  ceremony  to  make  himself 
right  with  God  and  then  to  go  out  and 
abuse  his  fellowmen;  but  he  was  to  live 
a  religion  which  should  make  him  friend- 
ly with  all  men,  and  should  keep  him 
from  envy,  lust,  and  crime,  not  only  for 
the  sake  of  his  own  soul,  but  even  more 
for  the  sake  of  the  common  good. 

The  teaching  was  in  harmony  with  the 
teachings  of  the  Hebrew  prophets — it  is 
to  be  remembered  that  Christianity  grew 
out  of  Jewish  stock — but  it  was  contra- 
ry to  the  teachings  of  the  priests  and 
scribes  in  the  time  of  Jesus;  they  put  the 
emphasis  on  the  correctness  of  ceremony 
and  the  exactness  in  keeping  the  Mosaic 
law.  For  this  reason  the  Jewish  leaders 
hated  Jesus  and  brought  about  His  death. 
But  Christianity  was  not  dead. 


Following  the  descension  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  in  Jerusalem,  there  were  several 
skirmishes  between  the  leaders  of  both 
parties.  At  last  in  an  open  outbreak, 
Stephen  was  brought  before  the  council, 
and  after  flinging  a  brave,  stinging 
charge  in  their  faces,  was  impetuously 
seized  and  stoned  to  death.  This  death 
was  a  signal  for  a  general  persecution  and 
the  disciples  were  compelled  to  flee  from 
city  to  city  for  safety. 

James  the  Great  was  the  next  martyr. 
Ten  years  following  the  death  of  Stephen, 
he  was  seized  by  Herod  Agrippa  on  a 
warrant  by  one  of  his  subjects,  but  his 
accuser  was  affected  so  greatly  by  the 
disciple's  extraordinary  courage  and  un- 
dauntedness  that  he  confessed  a  belief 
in  Christ;  hence  they  were  beheaded  at 
the  same  time.  Timon  and  Parmenas  suf- 
fered martyrdom  about  the  same  time; 
the  one  ,\T  Philippi  and  the  other  at 
Macedonia.  This  happened  in  44. 

In  5  4  Philip  was  scourged,  thrown  into 
prison,  and  afterwards  crucified  at  Hei- 
lopolis,  in  Phyrigia. 

James  the  Less,  elected  to  the  oversight 
of  the  church  at  Jerusalem,  at  the  age 
of  ninety-five  was  beaten  and  stoned  by 
the  Jews;  finally  his  brains  were  dashed 
out  by  a  fuller's  club. 

Matthias,  who  took  Judas'  place,  was 
stoned  and  beheaded  at  Jerusalem. 

Andrew,  minister  to  many  Asiatic  na- 
tions, was  crucified  at  Edessa.  The  two 
ends  of  the  cross  were  fixed  transversely 
in  the  ground;  hence  we  have  the  St. 
Andrews   cross. 

St.  Mark  was  dragged  to  pieces  by  the 
solemnity  of  Serapis,  their  idol. 

Some  say  that  Pe-ter  was  tried  and  con- 
demned at  Rome.  All  agree  that  he  was 
crucified,  his  head  being  down  and  his 
feet  being  up.  On  one  of  his  missionary 
journeys  he  founded  the  church  at  Rome. 
The  fact  that  this  was  the  only  apostolic 
church  in  the  west  coupled  with  Christ's 
words,  "Thou  art  Peter,  and  upon  this 
rock  I  will  build  my  church"  (Matt.  16: 
18,  19),  forms  the  basis  for  the  papal 
claims  of  spiritual  supremacy,  since  the 
popes  are  considered  as  the  legitimate 
successors  of  Peter. 

Paul,  greatest  of  missionaries  of  the 
New  Testament  disciples,  had  his  head 
severed  from  his  body  by  Nero  probably 
in  or  not  later  than  65. 

Jude  was  crucified  at  Edessa  in  72. 

Bartholomew  was  cruelly  beaten  and 
then  crucified  by  the  impatient  idolators 
of  India. 

Luke  is  supposed  to  have  been  hanged 
on  an  olive  tree  by  the  idolatrous  priests 
of  Greece. 

Simon  preached  the  eospel  in  Mauri- 
tana,  Africa,  and  Britain.  In  the  latter 
cou^trv  he  was  crucified  in  74. 

John      the  "beloved     disciple"     was 
thrown  bv  Domitian  into  a  cauldron  cf 
(Continued   on    page    22) 
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father's  &  ^Mother's  gage 


Note:  We  have  received  some  letters 
asking  us  to  write  a  book  on  child  train- 
ing. We  feel  very  unworthy  of  the  con- 
fidence these  dear  ones  have  placed  in  us. 
We  do  not  feel  financially  able  to  pub- 
lish a  book,  but  from  time  to  time  we 
will  write  articles  along  this  line. 
We  will  not  do  this  because  we  feel  that 
we  have  been  a  perfect  mother  or  have 
had  a  perfect  home  but  because  we  real- 
ize that  along  with  our  success  as  .7 
mother  we  have  also  made  some  serious 
mistakes  and  we  want  our  readers  to  un- 
derstand that  much  of  our  knowledge 
along  this  line  came  through  these  suc- 
cesses and  failures.  We  are  passing  them 
on  to  our  young  people  who  already  have 
started  a  home  and  those  who  are  plan- 
ning one  in   the  near  future. — Editor. 


Dear  Fathers  and  Mothers:  We  feel 
that  we  must  get  a  message  to  you  in 
this  New  Year  issue.  There  is  a  great 
need  of  evangelizing  and  teaching  your 
children  and  we  do  not  know  another 
channel  through  which  we  can  work  so 
successfully  as  through  the  fathers  and 
mothers  of  our  Church.  If  an  appeal  will 
not  reach  your  hearts  and  cause  you  to 
act,  then  we  have  a  hopeless  task  before 
us  in  evangelizing  our  children.  The  first 
step  in  this  great  work  is  in  the  home. 
There  is  needed  to-dav  a  closer  comrade- 
ship between  parents  and  children.  You 
cannot  live  apart  from  your  children 
through  the  early  years  of  their  lives,  and 
expect  to  hold  their  confidence  in  later 
years.  It  does  not  work.  From  their  earli- 
est childhood  you  should  cultivate  an  in- 
timate comradeship  with  your  boys  and 
girls.  You  should  so  enter  into  their  lives 
that  they  should  count  you  their  dearest 
and  truest  friends.  They  should  be  able 
to  say,  Daddy  or  mother  is  my  best  pal. 
It  will  require  sacrifice  to  do  this,  sacri- 
fice of  your  time  and  your  plans,  of  your 
own  pleasure  and  convenience  many 
times,  but  it  brings  forth  a  rich  harvest 
in  after  years.  We  should  enter  with  them 
into  their  hopes  and  aspirations,  take  part 
with  them  in  their  pleasures,  sympathize 
with  them  in  their  little  trials  and  diffi- 
culties. These  may  seem  small  to  us  but 
they  are  great  to  them.  They  need  your 
help.  As  you  enter  into  this  comradeship 
your  children  will  share  with  you  their 
secrets,  they  will  come  to  you  for  coun- 
sel. They  will  confide  in  you  more  quick- 
ly than  in  companions  of  their  own  age, 
and  this  spirit  of  love  and  fellowship  on 
your  part  will  take  out  of  your  lives  the 
cold  critical  arbitrary  spirit,  with  which 


some  seek  to  rule  their  children.  My 
heart  has  been  made  to  bleed  many  times 
at  the  way  some  mothers  and  fathers  will 
jerk  their  little  darlings  around  in  a 
rage  of  temper  to  make  them  mind.  I 
have  seen  this  done  on  the  street,  in  the 
home  and  yes,  sometimes  in  the  church. 
What  a  sad  sight.  Recently  I  heard  a 
minister  say,  "If  your  child  goes  wrong 
it  is  caused  by  some  defect  in  the  home.'' 
We  truly  believe  this  to  be  true,  for  the 
Bible  says,  "Train  up  a  child  in  the  way 


Atheism  Among  Children 

"With  all  our  great  success  in 
our  propaganda  against  religious 
thought,"  says  a  writer  in  the  Rus- 
sian paper,  Anti-relgioznic,  "and 
to  bring  our  country  into  a  condi- 
tion of  atheism,  religion  still  holds 
many  millions  of  our  workers,  es- 
pecially in  the  villages,  and  a  great 
number  of  our  children  are  still 
under  the  influence  of  religious 
ideals  ....  I  visited  129  prepa- 
ratory schools  in  the  Saratov  and 
Moscow  districts  and  cross-exam- 
ined the  children.  The  results  of 
this  inquiry  were  that  our  seven  to 
eight-year-old  children  are  com- 
pletely free  from  the  superstition 
connected  with  the  consciousness 
of  a  God  .  .  .  Gveat  check  must 
be  placed  on  the  homes  and  the 
parents  to  see  that  no  religious  ed.- 
ucation  be  brought  into  play." — 
World  Dominion. 


he  should  go  and  when  he  is  old  he  will 
not  depart  from  it."  Prov.  22:6.  Th« 
Bible  must  be  true.  We  have  seen  some 
bad  children  in  homes  of  Christian  par- 
ents and  have  wondered  why  their  chil- 
dren were  so  wicked.  Oh  yes,  it  is  easy 
to  let  a  stitch  drop  here  and  there  if  par- 
ents are  not  watchful.  We  see  a  young 
man  and  woman  marry  and  start  a  home. 
They  forget  to  take  God  into  this  home. 
Soon  the  little  ones  begin  to  arrive  and 
little  do  they  think  that  impressions  are 
being  made  on  the  little  fellows  so  early 
in  life.  But  the  word  and  tone  from  the 
lips  of  these  parents  are  making  impres- 
sions on  these  little  minds  and  hearts 
that  will  last  forever.  Time  passes  swift- 
ly and  soon  these  little  fellows  are  six, 
eight,  or  ten  years  of  age.  One  day  vou 
wake  up  and  see  your  need,  you  resolve 
to  give  your  hearts  to  God  and  live  ri^ht 
before  vour  children.  This  is  fine,     but 


how  much  better  to  have  started  your 
home  right.  Early  impressions  mean  so 
much  to  a  child.  A  little  later  you  see  it 
begin  to  crop  out  in  the  children.  They 
grow  up  to  be  disobedient  and  then 
folks  wonder  why  that  splendid  Chris- 
tian man  and  woman  have  such  children. 
Young  men  and  women,  start  your  home 
right. 

But  now  we  must  turn  from  the  home 
to  the  church  and  the  part  it  plays  ir> 
the  evangelization  of  the  children  of  our 
country.  What  is  your  church  doing  to 
enlighten  the  children  of  your  communi- 
ty in  the  Word  of  God?  In  the  center  of 
the  page  you  will  find  what  communis- 
tic forces  are  doing  to  keep  the  children 
from  getting  religious  education.  Shame 
on  the  church  that  must  say,  We  have 
no  Junior  Y.  P.  E.  Do  you  have  no  one 
in  your  church,  no  mother,  no  conse- 
crated young  person  who  would  give  his 
or  her  time  to  help  in  the  great  evan- 
gelistic work  among  the  children  of  our 
country?  Yes,  hundreds  are  around  about 
you  who  will  become  our  thieves,  our 
murderers  a  little  later  if  they  are  not 
gathered  in  now.  They  have  had  no  home 
training,  poor  little  unfortunate  darlings. 
Are  you  not  interested?  Are  you  looking 
for  some  great  work  to  do,  then  this  is 
one  oi  the  biggest  things  in  the  world 
and  will  bring  the  richest  harvest.  God 
pity  the  church  that  does  not  have  a 
vision  along  this  line.  Yes,  God  pity  the 
church  that  does  not  have  some  one  who 
has  caught  the  vision  and  is  willing  to 
step  out  and  do  this  work.  The  voung 
man  and  woman  who  comes  in  and  sits 
on  the  back  seat  of  your  church  is  just 
a  sample  of  what  these  smaller  children 
will  be  after  awhile  if  you  do  not  catch 
them  and  train  them  now.  Should  you 
censure  them,  if  they  go  to  the  bad,  if 
you  have  not  done  your  part?  It  takes  a 
lot  of  love,  it  takes  a  lot  of  patience.  It 
means  you  must  give  up  something  else 
you  like  to  do.  But  did  you  not  tell  the 
Lord  one  time  that  He  could  have  your 
life  to  use  as  He  pleased?  Yes,  surely  you 
did  when  He  gave  you  the  wonderful 
baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  You  could 
never  have  received  Him  under  any  other 
condition.  Have  you  kept  your  promise? 
Watch  February  issue. 


SILVER  LINING 

Young  people,  you  can  easily  make 
$15.00  for  your  Y.  P.  E.  by  ordering  one 
hundred  Silver  Lining  books  and  selling 
them  at  2  5c  each.  Divide  them  up  among 
your  most  energetic  boys  and  girls  and 
let  each  one  sell  to  their  special  friends. 
They  will  make  lovely,  inexpensive 
Christmas  presents.  Perhaps  some  of  your 
frierds  might  buy  several  for  that  pur- 
pose. 


Lord  send  a  revival  and  let  that  revival 
begin  in  me. 


Page  8 


The     LIGHTED     PATHWAY 


Jan.  1937 


Circle 


The  Undying  Book 

It  has  been  estimated  that  since  the  art 
of  printing  was  invented  nearly  twenty 
million  volumes  have  been  issued.  Fur- 
thermore, it  has  been  calculated  that  out 
of  1,000  different  works  published,  700 
never  pay  the  cost  of  publication;  200 
just  pay  expenses,  and  100  bring  a  profit. 
Furthermore,  of  these  1,000  different 
works,  650  are  completely  forgotten  at 
the  close  of  the  first  year;  and  about  HO 
last  for  three  years  and  then  they  are  for- 
gotten, and  only  a  small  number  survive 
the  generation  in  which  they  were  pub 
lished. 

But  there  is  a  book  which  lives,  which 
never  grows  old  which  survives  every 
generation,  a  Book  which  never  dies, 
which  lives  on  and  on;  that  Book  is  the 
Bible.  The  British  and  Foreign  Bible  So- 
ciety alone  has  published  since  its  forma- 
tion over  one  hundred  and  fifty  million 
copies  of  the  Scriptures.  The  American 
Bible  Society  has  also  published  millions 
upon  millions.  This  never-dying  Book  is 
translated  in  hundreds  of  languages  and 
hundreds  more  of  dialects.  It  is  read  in 
the  coldest  North;  it  is  fourd  in  the  Af- 
rican jungle;  it  has  the  place  of  honor  in 
the  pa'aces  of  kings  and  princes;  it  is 
in  the  prisons  and  in  the  huts  of  thj 
poor. 

In  spite  of  all  the  hatred  aimed  at  this 
Book,  it  is  read  by  more  people  every 
year.  In  spite  of  the  Bible  mutilators  of 
our  times,  the  men  who  are  fools  enough 
to  think  that  they  can  stab  this  Book  to 
death,  it  is  still  intact,  not  a  single  page 
is  missing,  not  a  single  word  or  single  let- 
ter. Its  power  is  undiminished;  its  life  is 
as   young   as   ever. — Our  Hope. 

READING 

It  is  said  that  there  are  four  kinds  of 
readers.  The  hour-glass  kind  is  like  the 
sand  in  the  hour-glass,  it  runs  in  and  runs 
out — but   leaves  no  vestige  behind. 

Then  there  is  the  sponge  kind  which 
absorbs  or  imbibes  everything  but 
gives  nothing  unless  squeezed — and  then 
only  what  it  imbibed,  and  that  dirtier. 

Then  there  is  the  jelly  bag  kind,  that 
allows  all  that  is  pure  to  pass  away  and 
holds   only   the   refuse  and   the   dregs. 

The  fourth  is  like  the  gold  or  dia- 
mond miner  who  casts  away  all  that  is 
dross  and  stores  for  future  use  only  that 


which  is  good. 

There  is  a  time  in  the  life  of  every  boy 
and  girl  when  the  temptation  to  read 
questionable  books  is  strong.  Here  is  a 
crossroad  and  a  very  important  moment 
in  the  life  of  every  boy  and  girl. 

To  read  books  that  present  false  ideas 
cf  life  are  very  dangerous. 

Not  all  men  and  women  who  are 
drunken,  are  drunken  with  wine.  Some 
may  become  intoxicated  with  trashy  lit- 
erature,   novels    and   stories. 

Lighted  Pathway  Reading- 
Circle 

Here  we  come  with  our  reading 
page  again.  Those  who  have  been 
taking  the  paper  the  last  few  years 
remember  how  many  times  we  have 
tried  to  get  you  interested  in  a 
Reading  Circle.  Now  we  know  it  is 
hard  for  every  one  to  get  books.  So 
we  are  making  it  easy  for  you  to 
belong  this  time.  All  you  have  to  do 
is  to  read  the  Lighted  Pathway 
through  from  cover  to  cover.  Then 
it  is  up  to  us  to  make  the  paper  as 
interesting  for  you  as  possible.  Of 
course  we'll  hope  many  of  you  will 
read  the  gocd  books  we  may  sug- 
gest from  time  to  time.  I  think  we 
will  run  some  book  reviews  perhaps 
in  each  issue.  Then  our  B.  T.  S.  page 
will  be  educational.  We  are  hoping 
for  other  good  features  if  we  can 
keep  our  24  page  paper.  Come  on 
and  let  us  go  over  the  top  for  a 
bigger  and  better  paper.  Send  us  a 
card  if  you  plan  to  join  our  r  ading 
circle.  That  isn't  asking  much.  We 
will  place  your  name  on  our  list. — 
Editor. 

Great  care  should  be  exercised  in  our 
reading.  Many  books  have  both  good  and 
bad  in  them — and  the  likelihood  is  that 
the  bad  will  stick.  You  cannot  afford  to 
read  a  bad  book  however  good  you  may 
be.  A  scratch  of  a  pin  has  been  known 
to  cause  lockjaw  and  death. 

Curiosity  may  cause  you  to  pry  into 
^n  evil  book,  but  that  is  as  dangerous  as 
it  was  for  the  man  who  was  drawing 
gasoline  to  strike  a  match  to  see  if  the 
measure    was    full. — Selected. 

Does  It  Matter  What  We 
Read? 

By  EVELYN  HALLMAN 
Most  people  like  reading  and  every  per- 


son should  read.  Paul  exhorted  Timothy 
to  give  attendance  to  reading,  1  Tim.  4: 
13.  The  question  is,  Does  it  matter  what 
we  read?  It  is  said  that  it  would  require 
hundreds  of  years  to  read  the  titles  alone 
of  all  the  books  in  the  world's  libraries. 
Life  is  too  short.  Even  if  our  whole  time 
was  given  to  reading  we  could  read  but 
a  meager  percentage  of  the  mass  of  litera- 
ture. It  must  be  considered  that  the  most 
of  us  can  devote  but  a  few  hours  each 
day  at  the  best  to  reading  and  many 
cannot  read  more  than  a  score  of  books  a 
year,  so  why  should  not  those  books  be 
the  very  best,  richest,  most  substantial 
and  useful  that  we  can  find  in  the  whole 
range  of  literature.  Why  should  young 
people   read? 

Books  ard  literature  have  an  influ- 
ence on  our  life  and  conduct  and  play  an 
important  part  in  the  mental  and  moral 
development  of  young  people.  One's  life 
vision  is  broadened  through  reading. 
What  would  the  effect  be  on  the  mind 
if  one  would  not  read?  Starved  minds 
are  like  starved  bodies.  Our  minds  are  fed 
by  the  books  we  read  so  we  must  culti- 
vate our  minds  through  good  reading.  Re- 
ligiously the  growing  individual  is  the 
person  who  reads.  Books  either  make  or 
mar  our  character.  Someone  has  said,  if 
you  wish  to  put  anything  into  the  life 
of  the  nation  put  in  into  the  nation's 
schools  because  what  children  read  and 
are  taught  they  will  grow  to  be.  Our 
mirds  control  our  lives  and  make  us  what 
we  are.  Our  minds  will  raise  us  to  the 
heights  of  life  or  keep  us  in  the  depths. 
God's  grace  cannot  raise  us  if  we  do  not 
will  to  be  raised.  Therefore  it  is  important 
that  proper  care  and  training  be  given 
the  mind. 

The  important  question  is:  On  what 
principle  should  we  select  the  books  we 
should  read?  We  should  select  conscien- 
tiously and  wisely.  We  should  read  books 
on  the  same  principle  that  we  associate 
with  people.  If  we  should  not  think  of 
associating  with  a  person  of  a  low  char- 
acter, why  should  we  think  of  reading  a 
book  by  an  author  of  a  low  character.  A 
book  cannot  rise  above  its  author.  Read 
literature  that  is  the  product  of  good 
men;  his  thought,  character,  and  person- 
ality are  then  in  the  book.  It  is  not  al- 
ways wise  to  go  by  the  titles  of  books 
because  there  may  be  a  lot  of  impurity 
concealed    under    harmless   titles. 

We  should  read  books  that  have  a  good 
objective.  Avoid  that  wh'ch  seeks  to  tear 
down,  and  destroy  instead  of  seeking  to 
strengthen  and  build  up.  Read  literature 
that  has  a  true  and  worthwhile  objective: 
and  creates  within  us  a  desire  for  lofty 
ideals  to  live  better  and  climb  to  higher 
heights.  We  want  to  stand  out  from  the 
crowd  as  a  beacon  of  light  of  pure 
character.  Read  books  that  will  give  us 
(Continued   on    page    24) 
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THE  CHOICE  OF  A  CAREER 

Editor's  Note:  Years  ago  a  book  fell 
into  my  hands.  Its  title  is  "The  Choice  of 
a  Career,"  which  is  now  out  of  print. 
We  appreciate  this  book  more  than  we 
can  tell.  Recently  we  wrote  to  the  pub- 
lishers of  the  Methodist  church,  South, 
Nashville,  Tenn.,  asking  that  we  might 
use  some  of  the  good  things  in  this  book 
in  connection  with  our  work  through  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  They  kindly  gave  us 
permission  for  which  we  are  very  grate- 
ful. The  authors  of  this  book  are  Gar- 
field Evans  and  Ina  Brown.  As  we  use 
the  thoughts  in  this  book  we  will  weave 
into  them  our  own  thoughts  to  meet  the 
needs  of  the  young  people  of  the  Church 
of  God.  We  hope  you  will  not  miss  an 
issue  and  that  you  will  strive  to  get  the 
paper  into  the  homes  of  young  people 
everywhere. 

The  subject  of  Christian  Life  Service 
is  not  a  new  one,  yet  in  its  terminology 
it  is  comparatively  new.  The  various  for- 
ward movements  of  all  evangelical  de- 
nominations have  developed  a  finer  con- 
science in  the  matter  of  a  response  for 
Christian  service.  This  response  is  to  be 
found,  not  only  on  the  part  of  the  ma- 
ture and  older  leaders,  but  the  large 
number  of  our  young  men  and  women 
are  eager  to  give  themselves  whole- 
heartedly in  an  unselfish  service. 

But  the  Church  has  been  embarrassed 
before  this  large  number  of  ambitious 
youth  in  that  it  could  not  answer  their 
claims  for  ways  and  means  of  prepara- 
tion; it  has  not  been  always  prepared  to 
advise  them  clearly  as  to  a  proper  inter- 
pretation of  their  own  feelings;  it  could 
not  always  direct  them  into  desirable 
fields  of  service  commensurate  with 
their  convictions  to  serve.  The  Church  is 
the  proper  agency  to  give  this  informa- 
tion, and  it  is  not  to  be  expected  that 
safe  guides   will   be   found  elsewhere. 

The  tasks  of  the  Church  to-day  are 
great,  to-morrow  they  will  be  more  stu- 
pendous. Seeing  this,  the  Church  is  un- 
dertaking to  strengthen  her  stakes,  to  ex- 
tend her  borders,  and  to  mobilize  her  re- 
sources for  the  greatest  program  of  her 
history.  In  this  undertaking  her  outstand- 
ing need  is  a  strong,  well-trained,  conse- 
crated leadership. 

Without  such  a  leadership,  the  great 
enterprise  of  missions  will  fall  short  of 
its  higher  aims.  The  special  objectives  in 
Christian  education  can  never  be  real- 
ized, the  Sunday  School's  greater  pro- 
gram   in    religious    education    cannot      be 


put  over,  the  Y.  P.  E.  will  be  unable  to 
mobilize  and  train  for  service  the  re- 
sponsive young  life  of  the  Church,  the 
evangelistic  spirit  of  the  Church  of  God 
will   prove   powerless    to   awaken   a    god- 


Lost  Opportunity 

"Opportunity"  is  a  small  word 
with  a  great  meaning.  "Lost"  is  a 
smaller  word  with  as  great  a  mean- 
ing. Put  together  they  spell  "trag- 
edy." 

Opportunity  is  not  a  tangible 
thing,  something  that  can  be  lost 
and  found  again.  Once  lost,  it  is 
gone  forever!  Another  may  present 
itself,  but  if  it  shouldn't?  And  if  it 
should,  would  one  have  learned 
that  lesson  well  enough  in  the  hard 
school  of  experience  to  take  ad- 
vantage of  it  when  it  comes? 

There  was  once  a  girl  to  whom 
God  had  been  marvelously  good. 
He  had  given  her  a  good  home, 
Christian  parents,  every  opportun- 
ity for  an  education.  He  had  even 
given  her  a  special  talent  which 
she  neither  appreciated  nor  tried 
to  cultivate.  Finally  she  received  a 
very  clear  and  definite  call  to  mis- 
sions. Did  she  obey  God?  She  did 
not.  She  was  not  even  very  grate- 
ful to  Him. 

As  life  went  on  and  the  respon- 
sibilities of  womanhood  fell  heavily 
upon  her  shoulders,  God  gave  her 
another  chance  and  mercifully 
saved  her  soul.  But  there  is  now  no 
opportunity  in  her  busy  life  to 
forge  ahead  for  Jesus  as  she  might 
have  done  in  the  freedom  of  girl- 
hood. Her  education  is  incomplete, 
the  talent  she  should  have  used  for 
God,  lies  buried,  just  as  it  was 
sown;  home  ties  hold  her  close. 

She  is  grateful  now,  thankful  to 
have  God's  second  best,  happy  to 
do  the  little  she  can  for  Him.  But 
how  profound  a  regret  she  feels  for 
wilfully  turning  aside  from  His 
first  plan  for  her! 

If  only  people  could  realize  in 
their  youth  the  value  of  the  quick- 
ly passing  years.  It  has  been  truly 
said  that: 

"There  is  a  tide  in  tin'  affairs  of 
men, 

Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  lead',  on 
to  fortune; 

Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their 
life 

Is  bound  in  shallows  and  in  miser- 
ies."— Anon. 


less  generation  to  a  sense  of  accounta- 
bility to  God.  In  fact,  without  a  trained 
leadership,  the  primacy  of  Church  influ- 
ence in  the  world  of  to-morrow  is  im- 
possible. It  is  clear  that  the  Church  of 
to-day  must  develop  and  train  an  ade- 
quate leadership  for  the  tasks  of  to- 
morrow. 

In  vocational  guidance  two  things 
must  be  made  plain:  First,  that  every 
legitimate  calling  in  life  should  be  re- 
garded by  Christians  as  an  avenue  of 
distinct  service  to  God  and  humanity. 
Hence  all  Christians  must  recognize  that 
God  calls  them  to  serve  Him  through 
their  daily  occupation.  Second,  that 
Christian  work  should  be  regarded  by 
some  Christians  as  a  calling,  a  vocation. 
Some  men  and  women  must,  therefore, 
recognize  that  God  calls  them  to  full- 
time,    definite,    Christian    service. 

In  view  of  these  facts,  it  is  very  nec- 
essary that,  while  yet  in  school  and  col- 
lege, our  young  people  should  have  about 
them  the  most  wholesome  religious  in- 
fluences. This  is  necessary  to  right  views 
of  life  and  duty.  They  should  have  also 
the  sanest  possible  Christian  counsel  in 
studying  the  fields  of  human  endeavor 
and  in  interpreting  the  providences  of 
God  which  play  upon  their  lives.  This  is 
necessary  to  a  wise  choice  of  a  vocation. 
We  do  not  plan  to  publish  all  of  every 
chapter,  but   the  most  important  things. 

This  book  has  twelve  chapters  which 
are  as  folows: 

Chapter  I.  God's  Purposefulness  in 
Planning  Every  Life. 

Chapter  II.  The  Discovery  of  God's 
Plan. 

Chapter  III.  Fundamentals  in  Choosing 
a  Career. 

Chapter  IV.  What  the  World  Offers 
Me. 

Chapter  V.  Christian  Work  in  Normal 
Program. 

Chapter  VI.  The  Disappointed  Volun- 
teer. 

Chapter  VII.  Types  of  Work  in  the 
Church:  Home. 

Chapter  VIII.  Fields  of  Service  and 
Types  of  Work:  Foreign. 

Chapter  IX.  The  Kind  of  Missionaries 
Needed. 

Chapter  X.  The  Personal  Education. 

Chapter  XI.  The  Three  "C's." 

Chapter.  XII.  How  God  Has  called 
Men:  or,  Can  I  know  that  I  Am 
"Called"? 


There  will  never  be  invented  moral 
mowing  machines  to  take  the  place  of 
the  old-fashioned  sickles  of  the  pulpit. 

The  highest  praise  that  can  be  given 
to  any  man  is  that  others,  knowing  him, 
should  call  him  Christlike.  That  is  the 
noblest  ideal  in  the  world. 
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Social  Evangelism 

At  the  last  Assembly  at  one  of  our  young  people's  conferences  the  question  was 
asked,  Is  there  any  place  in  the  Y.P.E.  for  social  gatherings  for  recreation?  We  dis- 
cussed it  pro  and  con,  and  we  were  requested  to  republish  this  article  from  the  Au- 
gust issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  So  we  are  making  it  fit  into  our  subject  of 
"Evangelism"  this  issue. 


(Published  from  August  issue  by  request) 
Many  times  the  question  comes  to  me, 
"What  can  we  do  to  hold  our  young 
people?"  We  have  a  revival  and  get  them 
saved,  but  in  a  few  weeks  they  are  back- 
slidden  and   gone. 

It  was  this  condition  of  things  that 
first  stirred  my  heart  in  behalf  of  the 
young  people,  and  we  believe  that  in  our 
study  of  this  problem,  God  has  enlight- 
ened us  to  some  extent  along  this  line.  It 
is  this  subject  we  desire  to  write  about 
in  this  article. 

Truly  it  has  been  said,  "For  the  chil- 
dren of  this  world  are  in  their  genera- 
tion wiser  than  the  children  of  light." 
We  want  to  illustrate  this.  In  our  school 


have  all  grades  of  Christians,  from  the 
kindergarten  on  up  to  the  more  advanced 
grades  in  the  Christian  life.  We  believe 
the  trouble  with  our  young  people  lies 
right  here  We  perhaps  go  on  to  an  ad- 
vanced stage  of  spirituality  and  we  too 
often  expect  the  kindergarten  age  to  see 
just  as  we  do.  Yes,  if  they  do  not  w; 
criticize  them,  they  get  discouraged  and 
backslide  and  we  wonder  why.  We  take 
them  up  to  high  school  and  try  to  teach 
them  algebra  and  Latin,  spiritually  speak- 
ing, when  we  need  to  put  them  down  in 
the  kindergarten  and  work  with  them 
patiently  until  we  have  lifted  them  to  a 
higher  plane.  Many  of  our  young  people 
be' 


are  being  fed  on  too  strong  meat.  We 
are  choking  them  to  death  Because  we 
system  the  greatest  care  has  been  taken  to  are  satisfied  with  only  the  mountain.t 
look  after  and  train  every  child  from  the  experience  is  no  reason  that  every  one  has 
kindergarten  baby  on  up  to  the  college  reached  ^  stag£_  Wg  mu?t  ,,.  w 
graduate,   and   there   is  no  end   to  educa-      t0  get  the  gospej  tQ  the  fim         ^  ^ 


no  end  to  educa- 
tion these  days.  People  go  on  learning  as 
long  as  life  lasts.  And  no  one  should  be 
entirely  satisfied  with  what  they  know. 
I  am  sure  that  God  meant  "Study  to 
shew  thyself  approved  unto  God  a  work- 
man that  needeth  not  to  be  ashamed, 
rightly  dividing  the  word  of  truth"  to 
apply  to  our  lives  as  long  as  we  live  in 
this  world. 

In  our  great  school  system  if  our 
teachers  would  put  the  kindergarten  age 
in  the  high  school  class  we  would  judge 
them  insane.  Oh,  no,  the  school  authori- 
ties know  too  much  for  that.  We  find  a 
room  somewhere  in  the  building  all  fitted 
up  with  sand  tables  and  other  things 
of  interest  to  the  kindergarten  age. 
There  the  little  folks  think  they  are 
playing  when  unconsciously  they  are 
getting  ready  to  enter  the  first  grade  of 
school.   I   remember  how   my  own      chil- 


hold  them  away  from  the  pitfalls  of  the 
world.  Oh,  how  many  fall  by  the  way- 
side just  because  they  are  criticized  for 
every  thing  they  do  or  say  that  does  not 
measure  up  to  your  standard.  Not  long 
ago  a  girl  said  to  me,  "Yes,  they  criticize 
us  if  we  do  and  they  criticize  us  if  we 
don't.  So  how  are  we  going  to  please  the 
people?"  The  poor  creatures  just  get  dis- 
couraged and  give  up  and  go  back 
to  the  world;  and  criticism  did  it. 

I  remember  one  time  in  a  certain 
church  the  pastor  asked  us  to  coach  an 
Easter  play.  We  selected  the  most  spirit- 
ual one  we  could  possibly  find,  one  we 
thought  would  be  a  blessing  to  the 
whole  church.  We  had  given  out  the 
parts  and  some  of  the  young  people  were 
working  hard  on  their  parts.  Some  were 
only   babes   in   Christ   and  some   unsaved, 


dren    enjoyed    their    kindergarten    experi-       but   they  were  enjoying  the  work,  and  I 

was  enjoying  seeing  them  interested,  and 
felt  that  this  might  be  a  means  of  get- 
ting them  saved.  One  night  a  dear  saint 


ence,    and    how    it    helped    them    in    their 

work  in  the  first   grade. 

This  is  a  day  of  specialization,     when 

people   see    the   need    of    trained    workers, 

each   one    trained    for    the    special      work 

God    has    called    him    to   do,    and   we   be-         .        ,    ,      . 

i-  u       /"    j  l  •  1     i       .c  i        ciecided   that   we  should   stop   preparation 

heve  that  God  has  a  special  plan  for  each      fnr   ^k^  ^ „j  V  F'^i^'"" 

life  and  is  waiting  to  show  us  that  plan 


of  God  had  a  mighty  burden  for  souls 
come  upon  her,  and  she  decided  that  it 
was  time  for  a  revival  and  a   few  others 


when  we  get  to  the  place  of  entire  aban- 
donment to  His  will.  In  our  schools  to- 
day men  and  women  are  being  trained  for 
the  different  vocations  of  life.  Some  are 
kindergarten  teachers  and  some  high 
school  teachers.  One  begins  the  child's 
education,  the  other  finishes.  One  is  just 
as  important  as  the  other. 

In  our  churches  we     forget     that     we 


for  the  program  and  have  a  revival.  I 
consulted  the  pastor,  and  we  consulted 
the  young  people  and  we  saw  it  was  go- 
ing to  discourage  our  young  people,  so 
the  pastor  decided  that  we  would  go  on 
with  the  program.  This  ---ised  sonle 
confusion,  one  side  contending  for  one 
thing  and  one  for  another.  The  side  who 
felt  called  to  prayer,  started  having  cot- 
tage prayer  meetings,     and  we  went  on 


with  the  program.  Now  this  was  all 
right  if  we  could  have  had  a  perfect  un- 
derstanding, that  we  were  each  doing  our 
best  for  the  Lord.  God  was  undoubtedly 
calling  us  to  prepare  the  program  for 
on  the  night  we  gave  it  people  were  so 
touched  that  they  wept  all  over  the 
house.  Perhaps  our  work  might  have  been 
called  the  kindergarten  work.  It  was  all 
right  for  others  to  be  called  to  prayer  if 
they  had  prayed  for  us  instead  of  criti- 
cizing us.  How  beautifully  we  could  have 
blended  our  work  together  without  con- 
fusion, and  God  could  have  used  us  each 
in  our  calling.  In  a  few  weeks  the  revival 
was  announced  and  continued  for  two 
weeks,  without  much  results,  and  some 
of  the  folks  said  the  program  caused  it, 
when  the  program  didn't  cause  it  but  it 
was  the  lack  of  unity  and  the  confusion 
that  it  brought  that  blocked  the  revival. 
The  point  I  want  to  make  here  is  this: 
if  we  can  each  find  our  place  and  get  in 
it,  whether  it  be  a  teacher  of  the  kinder- 
garten or  a  college  professor,  and  stick  to 
our  job,  and  let  the  other  fellow  do  the 
same,  there  will  be  no  criticism  and  con- 
fusion, but  unity  and  love. 

In  the  work  of  our  young  people  there 
are  many  problems  to  work  out  and  the 
greatest  one  is  to  hold  our  young  people 
away  from  the  snares  and  pitfalls  of  the 
world.  To  those  of  our  young  people  and 
the  older  ones  also  who  have  gone  on  and 
graduated  from  the  high  school,  we  be- 
lieve you  are  able  to  stand  by  the  help 
of  God,  but  what  are  you  going  to  do 
to  help  those  in  the  lower  grades?  Peter, 
James,  and  John,  the  members  of  the 
"Inner  Circle,"  wanted  to  make  three 
tabernacles  and  stay  on  the  mountain 
top,  but  that  was  not  what  Jesus  wanted. 
Perhaps  you  had  rather  have  a  prayer 
meeting  and  pray  and  sing  than  anything 
else,  but  you  might  do  more  good  at 
times  to  work  around  the  sand  tables, 
with  the  kindergarten  age,  than  to  build 
three  tabernacles. 

In  our  little  booklet,  "How  to  Organ- 
ize and  Conduct  a  Church  of  God  Y. 
P.  E.",  we  have  advocated  having  a  busi- 
ness meeting  once  each  month  and  attend 
to  all  business  so  that  business  would  no;: 
have  to  be  brought  in  the  regular  meet- 
ing and  detract  from  the  spirituality  of 
the  meeting.  We  also  recommended  that 
after  the  meeting  there  should  be  a  social 
hour,  so  that  the  young  people  could  get 
acquainted.  We  feel  that  this  is  a  part  of 
the  kindergarten  work  of  the  Y.  P.  E. 
This  gives  the  young  people  a  chance  to 
bring  unsaved  friends,  and  in  helping 
them  to  get  acquainted  many  times  thev 
will  get  interested  in  the  church  and  be 
saved.  The  homes  of  Christian  mothers 
and  fathers  should  be  a  refuge  from  the 
storms  of  life  that  are  sweeping  all 
around  our  young  people  to-day.  Many 
boys   and  girls  could   be  saved  and  held 
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for  God  with  just  a  little     kindergarten 
work. 

Some  of  our  good  holiness  people  are 
very  much  opposed  to  having  any  kind 
of  social  gatherings  in  the  home,  because 
many  of  our  denominational  churches 
have  gone  to  the  extreme  and  have 
brought  all  kinds  of  worldly  socials  into 
the  church.  They  have  gone  over  to  the 
other  extreme  and  tell  us  there  is  no 
place  for  social  gatherings  among  our 
young  people.  We  believe  this  is  a  great 
mistake.  God  made  most  of  us  social  be- 
ings and  we  like  to  be  together,  and  if 
we  do  not,  then  we  are  not  normal.  That 
craving  our  young  people  have,  should 
be  taken  care  of  by  the  home  and  the 
church.  If  there  is  any  thing  our  young 
people  need  training  in,  it  is  social  life; 
that  is,  to  know  how  to  conduct  them- 
selves when  they  are  together.  Where 
could  we  find  a  better  plac-p  than  in  the 
Christian  home? 

We  are  going  to  illustrate  this:  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Smith  have  a  son  whose  name 
is  James.  The  Joneses  have  one  whose 
name  is  John.  These  are  good  moral  boy:. 
They  attend  the  church  services,  Sunday 
School  and  Y.  P.  E.  but  they  are  un- 
saved. They  attend  high  school  and  also 
have  friends  who  are  unsaved.  James 
comes  home  one  day  from  school  all  ex- 
cited. "Mother,"  he  exclaimed,  "I  want 
to  have  some  of  my  friends  in  to-morrow 
night.  Will  you  let  me,  and  will  you 
bake  some  cakes  and  give  us  a  good 
feed?"  Mother  and  father  talk  it  over 
and  have  a  little  prayer  about  it  and  they 
decide  it  would  be  a  splendid  time  for 
them  to  become  acquainted  with  James' 
friends  and  know  just  what  kind  of  boys 
and  girls  he  is  associating  with  and  oh, 
how  very  important  this  is.  They  called 
James  and  told  him  they  were  delighted 
to  have  his  friends.  The  next  day  mother 
and  father  helped  James  to  arrange  a 
very  interesting  and  uplifting  program 
for  the  evening.  Mother  baked  the  cakes 
and  prepared  the  eats.  Everyone  enjoyed 
himself  and  when  they  started  to  leave, 
mother  and  father  gave  them  a  very  cor- 
dial invitation  to  come  with  James  to  the 
young  people's  service. 

We  picture  the  other  home:  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Jones  have  come  out  of  a  church 
who  had  all  sorts  of  worldly  socials.  They 
are  sick  of  them  and  they  have  gone  over 
to  the  other  extreme. 

John  comes  home.  "Mother,  a  num- 
ber of  my  friends  are  coming  over  to- 
morrow night,  just  to  have  a  good  time 
playing  for  awhile.  I  thought  it  would 
be  all  right  with  you."  Mother  is  aston- 
ished. "Why  no,  John,  we  can  have 
nothing  of  the  kind.  It  is  against  our  re- 
ligion to  allow  such  thngs."  John  turns 
away  disappointed.  He  goes  back  and 
tells  his  friends  about  it.  Of  course  it 
was  a  disappointment     to     his     friends. 


Charles  is  John's  chum;  he  at  once  goes 
to  his  mother  for  consolation  and  she 
consents  to  have  a  party  for  these 
young  people.  Charles'  mother  isn't  a 
Christian,  so  she  chooses  cards  and  danc- 
ing for  the  evening's  entertainment. 
Next  day  when  the  city  paper  comes  out 
with  an  account  of  the  affair,  John's 
mother  is  very  much  humiliated  because 
her  son's  name  is  in  the  list  who  played 
cards  and  danced.  Whose  fault  do  you 
think  it  was?  James'  mother  was  a  kin- 
dergarten teacher;  John's  mother,  one 
who  wanted  to  build  three  tabernacles. 

This  is  only  a  little  imaginary  picture 
but  it  contains  something  for  fathers  and 
mothers  to  think  about.  The  question 
comes  again  and  again,  What  must  we  do 
with  our  boys  and  girls  to  hold  them 
away  from  the  pitfalls  of  the  devil  till 
we  get  them  saved?  If  there  is  anything 
that  needs  sanctifying  it  is  the  social  life 
of  our  boys  and  girls.  God  made  young 
men  and  women  to  enjoy  each  other's 
company,  and  where  could  we  find  a 
more  beautiful  or  appropriate  place  for 
this  association  than  in  the  Christian 
home,  under  Christian  supervision.  If 
we  deprive  them  of  this  then  we  will 
find  them  parked  somewhere  in  an  auto- 
mobile on  the  highway  or  in  other  places 
where  we  would  criticize  them  for  being. 
Church,  let  us  wake  up  and  supervise 
the  social  life  of  our  young  people. 
Make  your  homes  into  kindergartens 
sometimes;  but  be  sure  that  you  have  the 
right  ones  appointed  as  leaders  in  this 
work.  Many  kinds  of  interesting  con- 
tests can  be  found  for  these  meetings. 

Perhaps  God  might  call  you  down  for 
a  little  while  to  mix  and  mingle  with  the 
babes  in  Christ.  It  might  be  your  sweet 
life  that  would  lead  a  babe  in  Christ  or 
a  sinner  friend  to  step  up  into  a  higher 
grade.  Jesus  went  into  the  homes  of  sinr 
ners  and  was  condemned  for  it.  He 
didn't  go  there  for  His  own  amusement 
but  He  saw  that  He  could  speak  a  word 
to  some  one  to  lead  them  heavenward. 
In  our  work  for  the  Master  we  often  have 
to  enter  into  the  things  that  are  of  in- 
terest to  the  sinner  before  we  can  win 
them.  Now  I  do  not  mean  to  enter  into 
sin  to  save  them  but  I  mean  that  we  are 
to  become  all  things  to  all  men,  as  Paul 
advises  us.  If  a  man  is  a  farmer  we  may 
have  to  become  very  much  interested  in 
his  work,  and  may  not  find  it  advisable 
to  speak  to  him  of  divine  things  at  first. 
If  he  raises  chickens,  or  horses,  or  cows, 
or  whatever  it  may  be,  we  are  to  be- 
come interested  in  order  to  get  into  his 
life  enough  to  gain  his  confidence.  After 
we  have  gained  his  confidence  then  we 
have  a  chance  to  speak  to  him  of  salva- 
tion. It's  a  long,  rugged  road  sometimes 
to  the  place  where  we  can  win  a  soul  to 
Christ.  It  is  along  this  rugged  road  that 
we  too  often  fail.  We  do  not  have  the 


patience  to  wait  and  work  until  God 
works  things  out,  nor  do  we  always  have 
the  wisdom  to  know  how  to  deal  with 
souls.  We  do  not  need  to  go  without  wis- 
dom for  He  has  promised  to  give  us  wis- 
dom for  the  asking.  May  we  always  be 
so  sweet  and  gentle  and  kind  that  where- 
ever  we  are  called  to  work  our  lives  will 
make  people  hungry  for  Christ. 

Listen,  friends,  if  you  do  not  see  this 
as  I  do,  remember  God  may  have  called 
me  to  be  a  kindergarten  teacher  and  if 
He  has  not  called  you  just  be  faithful  in 
the  work  He  has  called  you  to  do,  and 
let  us  each  work  hard  in  our  little  place. 
If  He  calls  you  to  prayer  alone  and  to 
spend  your  time  on  the  mountain  top 
shouting  and  singing,  don't  forget  to 
pray  for  those  who  are  trying  to  solve 
the  many  problems  that  lie  before  us 
down  in  the  valley  below.  The  work  of 
the  Lord  has  its  many  sides  to  it  and 
God  calls  laborers  into  His  vineyard  each 
in  the  place  they  are  best  fitted  for. 


The  Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

prayer  through  to  a  consecration  of  my 
all  to  Him  and  then  let  Him  speak  to 
me  along  the  way  and  remove  from  me 
the  hindrances.  And  say  do  you  know 
when  I  received  the  Holy  Ghost, 
everything  that  was  displeasing  to 
Him  was  so  easy  to  give  up.  In  fact 
the  things  of  the  world  slipped  away 
when  the  Holy  Spirit  came  in.  The  world 
and  the  Holy  Spirit  will  not  stay  in  the 
same  vessel.  The  harsh  and  critical  way 
some  folks  deal  with  the  unsaved  and 
those  who  do  not  see  as  they  do,  will 
never  bring  the  light  to  this  world.  Some 
folks  can  tear  down  in  a  few  moments, 
what  others  have  been  years  building, 
with  just  a  few  unwise  deeds  done  or 
words  expressed.  Ask  God  this  New 
Year  to  give  you  that  sweet,  tender  love 
and  compassion  that  will  bring  many 
souls  into  His  kingdom.  Be  patient,  lov- 
ing and  kind  to  those  about  you  whether 
they  see  your  way  or  not.  Leave  them 
with  God,  He  may  have  to  use  the  same 
drastic  means  on  them  that  He  did  on 
the  writer.  God  is  knocking  at  many 
hearts  to-day  who  will  not  let  Him  in. 
At  first  He  knocks  gently  and  calls  by 
the  still  small  voice.  If  you  do  not  an- 
swer He  knocks  a  little  louder,  perhaps 
by  sickness,  losses  or  He  may  come  into 
your  home  as  He  did  mine  and  take  that 
loved  one  you  so  adore.  Deal  with  them 
gently,  love  them  and  speak  to  them 
God's  message  in  love  if  He  gives  you 
one,  and  leave  the  rest  with  God.  "Be- 
hold, I  send  you  forth  as  sheep  among 
wolves,  be  ye  wise  as  serpents  and  harm- 
less as  doves." 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service :  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  Intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  in  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  vour  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  bf 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced  This  Is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let' us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The   leader  should   then   make   her   openin- 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER 
in    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  shou'd  be 
handed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  yon  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  voung  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in   a   Y.    P.    E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and 
accept    Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  vour  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    friends 


A  NEW  YEAR  SERVICE 

By  the  Editor 

Here  are  suggestions  for  this  service. 
You  may  vary  it  to  suit  your  Y.  P.  E. 
The  meeting  starts  out  with  the  platform 
arranged  to  represent  a  sitting  room. 
With  light  upon  the  table,  etc.  Some  one 
representing  the  Y.  P.  E.  is  sitting  in  the 
rocking  chair.  This  person  might  have  a 
ribbon  about  her,  labeled  "Young  Peo- 
ple's Endeavor"  in  large  letters  so  that 
every  one   may   read. 

In  totters  Old  Year  dressed  in  a  long 
robe  and  with  a  long,  white  beard  upon 
his  face  to  represent  Father  Time.  He 
has  a  cane  in  his  hand. 

Y.  P.  E.  speaks — "Good  evening, 
Father  Time,  I  wonder  what  I  have  ac- 
complished during  the  past  year?  There 
seems  to  be  so  much  to  be  done  and  I 
have  done  so  little.  I  wonder  if  I  really 
have  done  anything  worth  while?" 

Old  Year  speaks — "Indeed  you  have.  I 
must  call  in  your  servants  and  let  them 
speak  and  you  will  see  that  your  life  has 
not   been  spent   in   vain." 

He    then    calls      in    the    President    whc 


will  make  a  talk  on  the  work  of  the  past 
year.  He  will  give  a  report  of  the  work 
as  a  whole.  Then  the  chairman  of  the 
Good  Cheer  Committee,  the  Friendly 
Committee,  and  the  Social  Committee  are 
each  called  to  represent  their  part  of  the 
work.  This  should  of  course  be  done  in 
as  interesting  way  as  possible,  and  should 
give  information  that  will  indicate  that 
something  worth  while  has  been  accom- 
plished. Of  course,  if  very  little  has  been 
dore  the  confession  of  failure  may  be 
valuable  to  make  those  present  resolve 
to  do  more  in  the  coming  year. 

After  all  reports  have  been  made,  Old 
Year  goes  tottering  out  and  then  in 
comes  New  Year.  He  has  on  a  long,  white 
robe.  He  should  be  some  one  with  rosv 
cheeks  and  very  spirited.  Along  with 
him  he  brings  the  following  characters 
dressed  in  appropriate  costumes:  Spirit  of 
Mission  (dressed  in  some  foreign  cos- 
tume), Spirituality  (dressed  in  white), 
Loyalty  (dressed  in  blue),  Co-operation 
(dressed  in  pink). 

Y.  P.  E.  greets  New  Year — Good 
morning,  New  Year.  We  welcome  you. 

New  Year  then  makes  a  little  speech 
in  a  very  spirited  way,  somewhat  as  fol- 
lows: 

"In  the  past  was  toil  and  pain, 
We  wish  not  to  return  again; 
On  through  the  past  Time  us  has  led, 
We  cannot  turn,  the  past  is  dead. 
And  there  is  hope  of  greater  things 
Than  looking  back  now  ever  brings, 
Therefore  in  time  that  is  before, 
Strive  on  and  on — look  back  no  more; 
Achieve  above  things  that  were  last, 
Let  NOW  excel  the  fading  Past." 
"How  are  you  to  make  this  year  bet- 
ter than   the  past  one  has  been?  We  can 
make  the  next  year  better  by   all   doing 
our    bit — putting   our    shoulders      to    the 
wheel — concentrating  our  energies  on  the 
worth   while   things.   When   Christian,   in 
Pilgrim's   Progress,      started  on    the   road 
toward   heaven,    he    took    a    friend      with 
him,    and    he    would    have    taken    all    his 
family  along  but  they  would  not  go.  We 
must  try  to  take  our  fellow  pilgrims  on 
the   way   with   us   to      the  Celestial  City. 
We  must  get  all  the  young  people  in  this 
neighborhood  interested  in  the  Y.  P.  E.  I 
want   to   introduce   to  you   some  of  my 
friends  whom  I  have  brought  along  with 
me,  and  I  hope  that  you  will  keep  them 
with   you   all    the   year.    If    you   do,      our 
year  will  be  crowned  with  success." 

Then  New  Year  introduces  each  of  his 
accompanying  friends  in  turn.  The  Spirit 
of  Missions  will  make  a  little  talk  on  the 
worth  whileness  of  missions,  and  tell  what 
she  will  accomplish  for  the  Y.  P.  E.  if 
she  is  permitted  to  abide  in  their  midst. 
The  others  all  speak,  each  in  turn,  and 
tell  how  their  presence  in  the  Y.  P.  E. 
will    promote   its   welfare. 

New  Year  speaks  again — "I  hope  my 


coming  to  you  has  not  frightened  you. 
Many  are  frightened  by  the  new,  the  uiv 
certain,  the  unknown  and  the  unseen. 
Our  God  has  said  all  through  His  word, 
'Fear  not.'  He  is  still  saying  it  to-day.  If 
we  will  get  in  tune  with  His  gentle  voice 
we  will  hear  it  just  now.  Fear  not  the 
universe,  for  God  is  over  all.  Fear  not 
hardship,  no  better  way  has  been  found 
to  separate  the  gold  from  the  dross.  Fear 
not  sorrow,  trouble,  disease  or  death,  our 
Master  conquered  them  and  He  gives  us 
power  to  meet  them  bravely.  Fear  not 
the  burden  that  awaits  your  shoulders, 
lift  it,  carry  it,  trust  God  for  strength. 
Fear  not  trials  and  temptations,  with  ev- 
ery temptation  you  shall  be  shown  a  way 
of  escape.  Fear  not  new  tests,  new  ad- 
ventures, new  paths,  some  must  blaze  a 
trail  that  others  may  build  the  highway. 
God's  grace  is  sufficient  for  the  new 
year."  (Here  New  Year  conducts  a  tes- 
timony meeting.) 

New  Year  speaks  again — "We  are  won- 
dering if  each  one  of  you  would  not  like 
to  give  us  a  new  year  thoueht  or  tell  us 
what  your  resolution  is  for  the  New 
Year."  (Some  time  is  then  given  for 
others  to  speak.) 

Note:  Soul  winning  is  our  aim  for 
this  New  Year  and  many  interesting  ar- 
ticles in  this  issue  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way will  be  good  for  your  meeting.  If 
this  is  a  watch  night  service  you  will 
need  plenty  to  keep  you  going  till  you 
see  the  old  year  out.  Have  plenty  of  spe- 
cial music  and  you  might  have  short 
talks  on  subjects  like  these: 

Making,  Breaking  and  Keeping  Resolu- 
tions 

The  Value  of  Defeats 
The  Danger  of  Success 
Looking   Backward 
Looking  Forward 
I  Press  Toward  the  Mark 
Mix    into   your      meeting      plenty      of 
prayer   and   special    songs    and   spend   the 
last    thirty    minutes      in    a      consecration 
service    at   the   altar   of    prayer.   Let   God 
find   you  on   your   knees   when    the   bells 
ring   the   New   Year   in.    Have   an   inter- 
mission about  9:30  or  10:00  o'clock  and 
spend  this  time  in  friendly  mixing.  Now 
I  do  not  mean  for  Nellie  Jones  and  Sadie 
Smith  or  some  certain  cliques  to  get  off 
and  spend  their  time  in  idle  selfish  con- 
versation,    but     spend     it     speaking     to 
strangers  and  making  them  feel  that  you 
are    their    friend.    Introduce    strangers    to 
your  friends.  This  will  end  the  old  year 
right  and  bring  new  members  into  your 
Y.   P.   E.   the   coming  year. — Editor. 


BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:    "REVIVAL   HINDRANCES" 

By  the  Editor 

Lesson   Text:   Psa.    8  5:6,      "Wilt   thou 

not  revive  us  again;  that  thy  people  may 

rejoice  in  thee?"  Heb.  3:2,  "O  Lord,  re- 
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vive  thy  work  in  the  midst  of  the  years, 
in  the  midst  of  the  years  make  known; 
in  wrath  remember  mercy!" 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
We  are  sure  that  no  other  subject  is 
more  important  at  this  time  when  all 
churches  are  anxious  to  have  a  good  re- 
vival and  see  hundreds  of  souls  saved  in 
their  community.  We  are  sure  nothing 
is  needed  more  than  an  ingathering  of 
souls.  Then  it  is  also  important  for  us  to 
look  into  our  midst  and  see  if  all  hin- 
drances are  removed.  As  these  thoughts 
are  presented,  let  our  examimtion  begin 
at  home.  Let  us  turn  our  eyes  inward  and 
take  an  inventory  of  our  own  lives.  Let 
us  get  self  fixed  up  and  then  we  can  pray 
other  hindrances  out  of  the  way.  So  of- 
ten we  examine  everybody  else  first. 
"Let  him  that  is  without  sin  cast  the 
first  stone." 

FOLLOWING  YOUR  LEADER 
"Now   I   beseech   you,   brethren,   mark 
them  which  cause  divisions  and  offences 
*::"::'and  avoid  them."  Rom.   16:17. 

In  some  churches  we  find  an  indi- 
vidual here  and  one  there  who  has  a  dif- 
ferent opinion  than  the  pastor.  They  are 
not  in  harmony  with  his  plans  and  off 
they  go  to  bring  about  discord  in  the 
church  and  they  soon  have  a  little  bunch 
off  somewhere  working  and  praying 
against  the  pastor.  If  God  sends  you  a 
pastor,  do  your  best  to  follow  him.  Unity 
is  the  only  hope  of  success  in  revival 
work.  How  can  the  pastor  and  a  part  of 
the  church  pull  the  load  over  the  top 
for  Jesus  if  some  are  pulling  back  on  the 
load?  It  is  rowing  against  the  tide  to  go 
God's  way  but  if  all  are  pulling  the  same 
way  in  God's  strength  soon  a  great  re- 
vival will  break  through  and  souls  will 
flock  home  to  God.  Young  people,  nev- 
er allow  yourselves  to  work  against  your 
pastor  unless  he  is  terribly  wrong.  Help 
him.  Boost  him.  Encourage  him.  He 
needs  it  to  help  him  over  the  hard  places. 
Let  him  know  you  are  praying  for  him 
and  standing  by  him.  If  he  doesn't  do 
everything  to  suit  you  pray  for  him  and 
see  him  improve.  Love  your  pastor's  fam- 
ily. See  that  their  needs  are  supplied. 
Unity  and  love  must  prevail  in  order  to 
keep  the  revival  spirit  in  your  church. 
PRAYER  FOR  OPPOSITES 
The  Holy  Spirit  will  not  help' each  of 
two  parties,  praying  for  opposites,  to  of- 
fer the  prayer  of  faith.  To  illustrate:  He 
did  not,  during  the  war  over  slavery,  as- 
sist both  the  North  and  South  to  offer 
the  prayer  of  faith,  the  one  for  the  over- 
throw of  slavery  and  the  other  for  its 
maintenance.  Nor,  say  in  praying  for  a 
revival,  if  in  the  church  there  are  fac- 
tions opposed  to  each  other,  will  He  help 
each  to  offer  the  prayer  of  faith?  If  one 
has  the  spirit  of  Christ,  the  Holy  Spirit 
will  help  that  faction.  If  neither  has  the 
means  or  methods,  the  Holy  Spirit  will 


help  that  party  to  prevail  that  follows 
the  teachings  of  the  Word,  and  is  led  by 
the    Spirit. — Sel. 

PREJUDICE 
Prejudice  means  prejudging.  Many  peo- 
ple are  prejudiced  and  are  not  aware  of 
it.  Ask  God  to  turn  the  searchlight  on 
you  and  let  you  see  if  any  of  this  exists 
in   your  heart. 

You  may  be  prejudiced  against  the 
speaker.  You  have  heard  or  read  some- 
thing and  gotten  an  impression  that  will 
make  it  hard  for  him  to  help  you.  You 
may  be  prejudiced  against  the  method  of 
altar  work,  or  carrying  on  the  meeting. 
You  hear  some  one  pray  or  speak,  against 
whom  you  are  prejudiced,  and  immedi- 
ately you  cease  to  fellowship  and  co-oper- 
ate, hence  you  bring  about  a  jar,  a  cold- 
ness, and  instead  of  being  a  blessing  and 
help  yourself,  you  are  a  hindrance  in  the 
meeting.  Is  there  any  wonder  that  it  is 
sometimes  days  or  even  weeks  before  the 
"break"  comes?  It  was  when  the  disci- 
ples were  of  "one  accord"  that  the  Holy 
Ghost  fell  upon  them.  Christians  can 
hasten  or  hinder  the  outpouring  of  the 
Spirit. 

JEALOUSY 
"Humble  yourselves  under  the  mighty 
hand  of  God  and  He   will   lift  you  up." 
—  1  Pet.   5:6. 

Oh,  what  havoc  jealousy  can  play  in 
our  midst.  This  is  one  of  the  most  dan- 
gerous of  sins  and  is  a  hindrance  to  a  re- 
vival. Let  us  illustrate:  Susie  Smith  had 
a  wonderful  talent  for  singing  and  work- 
ing around  the  altar  and  Nellie  Jones  is 
not  so  fortunate.  God  has  not  bestowed 
upon  her  a  talent  for  public  service.  The 
old  enemy  comes  along  and  whispers  in- 
to the  ear  of  Nellie  Jones,  "Watch  them 
push  Susie  Smith  forward.  They  never 
ask  you  to  do  anything."  A  spirit  of 
jealousy  arises  and  that  sweet  unity  is 
disturbed  and  the  revival  is  hindered.  If 
you  are  planning  to  start  a  revival  in 
your  church,  first  each  individual  pray 
through  to  victory  until  you  are  able  to 
take  the  lowest  seat  and  stay  there,  pray- 
ing that  God  will  use  those  whom  He 
will  to  bring  a  great  revival  to  your 
community.  Always  be  ready  to  move 
when  the  call  comes.  Tell  the  Lord  you 
are  His  to  use  in  His  service  to  live  or 
die,  to  sink  or  swim,  to  speak  or  be  quiet. 
When  you  reach  that  place  of  humility 
then  you  can  be  sure  you  are  not  hin- 
dering a  revival  and  God  is  certain  to  use 
you.  God  help  us  to  get  all  jealousy  out 
of  our  hearts. 

UNCONFESSED  SIN 
Now  we  come  to  a  hindrance  more 
serious  than  that  of  prejudice.  We  read, 
"He  that  covereth  his  sins  shall  not 
prosper;  but  whoso  confesseth  and  for- 
saketh  them  shall  have  mercy." — Prov. 
28:13. 

A  person  who     comes     into     a  Gospel 


meeting  with  unconfessed  sin  in  his  past 
life  is  like  a  water-soaked  log  which  will 
not  burn.  He  may  pretend  to  be  all 
right;  he  may  assent  to  the  truth;  yes, 
he  may  even  take  active  part  in  the  meet- 
ing, but  if  there  is  crookedness  or  de- 
ception in  his  back  life  he  will  be  a  de- 
cided hindrance. 

We  have  recently  read  of  a  great  camp 
meeting.  Five  days  had  passed  without  a 
break.  The  workers  became  desperate  and 
preached  on  confession  and  restitution. 
A  preacher's  wife  sat  beside  her  husband 
in  the  audience,  and  when  the  truth  of 
God  began  to  come  like  hailstones,  she 
became  uneasy,  trying  to  find  a  place  to 
hide.  But  she  was  overtaken  by  convic- 
tion and  succeeded  in  getting  her  hus- 
band to  retire  to  their  tent,  where  she 
made  the  confession  of  her  life.  She  told 
him  that  she  had  at  various  times  felt 
she  ought  to  make  the  acknowledgment, 
but  upon  feeling  a  little  relief  of  con- 
science, concluded  this  was  sufficient, 
and  later  doubted  the  importance  of  mak- 
ing an  open  confession.  Remember,  noth- 
ing is  made  right  until  it  is  made  right! 
It  is  not  enough,  while  at  the  altar,  or  on 
a  sick  bed,  or  at  the  sacramental  rail,  to 
promise  yourself  that  you  will  make  cer- 
tain things  right;  and  then,  as  time 
passes  and  you  feel  less  compunction  of 
heart,  conclude  that  after  all  perhaps  it  is 
unnecessary.  Right  here  is  where  Satan 
has  gained  many  a  victory.  And  right 
here  is  where  many  a  person  has  gone  in- 
sane. He  trifled  with  conviction  and 
backed  down  from  light  until  he  got  in- 
to despair.  Then  reason  toppled  from  its 
throne  and  he  went  mad.  Do  not  blame 
this  on  religion.  The  grace  of  God  causes 
no  one  to  go  mad.  It  is  for  the  want  of 
grace  that  men  lose  their  minds. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  this  one  coa- 
fession  (though  not  made  in  public) 
brought  so  much  of  the  presence  and 
power  of  God  upon  that  camp  ground 
that  other  awful  confessions  were  made. 
Backsliders,  hypocrites  and  unconverted 
church  members  rushed  to  the  altar  in 
great  numbers. 

Unconfessed  faults  may  hinder  a  re- 
vival. James  says,  "Confess  your  faults 
one  to  another  that  ye  may  be  healed" 
—in  soul,  mind,  or  body.  There  is  much 
in  this.  We  have  known  many  cases 
where  a  humble  confession  of  faults 
brought  both  healing  and  salvation. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  confess  your  sins 
to  the  public  unless  your  sin  has  been 
public,  but  if  you  have  wronged  some 
one  by  your  sin  then  you  are  under  obli- 
gation to  that  person  to  confess  and  make 
restitution  where  possible. 

BONDAGE 
"For  ye  have  not  received  the  spirit  of 
bondage  again  to  fear;   but  ye  have  re- 
ceived the  spirit  of  adoption,  whereby  we 
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cry,  Abba,  Father." — Rom.   8:15. 

A  spirit  of  bondage  will  hinder  the 
operation  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  Many  times 
when  a  meeting  is  about  to  close,  we  hear 
a  timid  soul  pray  through  and  finally 
leap  to  his  feet,  declaring,  "I  will  not  be 
in  bondage  any  longer!"  For  days  he  was 
in  bondage  to  the  evangelist,  or  his 
neighbor,  or  some  visiting  relative,  but 
at  last  he  flings  the  opinion  of  others  to 
the  winds  and  declares  his  freedom  in 
God.  Now,  it  was  too  bad  that  he  did 
not  get  free  at  the  beginning  of  the  re- 
vival, and  thus  many  others  would  have 
been  saved  or  helped  by  his  example.  If 
God  wants  you  to  give  expression  by  an 
uplifted  hand,  or  an  "amen,"  the  an- 
nouncing of  a  hymn,  or  in  any  other 
way,  do  not  quench  the  Spirit. 


THE  VALUE  OF   A   SINGLE 
SOUL 

Y.  P.  E.  Program 
OPENING  SCENE:     Living  room  with 
divan,    library    table,    lamp,    rockers    and 
other  things  to  make  the  room  look  home 
like. 

CHARACTERS:  Martha,  Mary,  Miss 
Davis  and  a  number  of  boys  and  girls 
to  make  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  When  curtain 
opens  Mary  is  seated  by  the  table  read- 
ing. Martha  enters. 

Mary — Hello,  Martha,  come  in  and  be 
seated.  (Mary  gets  up  and  sees  that 
Martha  is  seated  comfortably.) 

Martha — What   are  you  doing,  Mary? 

Mary — I'm  reading  the  January 
Lighted  Pathway.  It  just  came  this  after- 
noon and,  my,  its  full  of  good  things.  Do 
you  take  it,  Martha? 

Martha — No,  Mary,  I've  so  much  at 
home  to  read  and  I  hardly  have  time  to 
read  any  thing.  So  much  is  going  on  all 
the  time.  I  wish  I  could  find  time  to  read 
more. 

Mary — O  Martha,  you  just  couldn't 
read  this  paper  without  wanting  to  be 
better  and  do  more  for  God.  This  is  an 
evangelistic  number  and  I  want  you  to 
have  one.  I  have  quite  a  number  here  as 
I  am  a  Gideon. 

Martha — A  Gideon!  What  is  a  Gideon? 

(Mary  explains  Gideon  Band  and  sells 
Martha  a  paper.  She  also  selects  some  very 
interesting  things  from  the  paper  and 
talks  to  her  about  the  need  of  working 
for  Christ  and  the  joy  one  gets  out  of 
service  for  the  Master.) 

Martha — Well,  Mary,  I  came  over  to 
see  if  you  are  going  to  the  Bell  Ringers 
concert   Friday  night. 

Mary — I'm  sorry,  dear,  but  that  is  the 
night  we  have  our  Y.  P.  E.  service. 

Martha — I  know,  but  you  see  they  are 
sailing  for  Europe  at  once  and  this  is 
your   last   chance    to  hear   them. 

Mary — But  I  never  stay  away  from 
young  people's  meeting  for  anything. 


Martha — But  this  is  a  sacred  concert — 
and  only  once,  and  we  can  worship  just 
as  well  there. 

Mary — Well,  Martha,  I'll  go  with  you 
this  time,  but  it  doesn't  seem  just  right. 

Martha — All  right,  Mary,  I'm  glad 
you're  going.  I'll  come  by  in  my  car  for 
you.  Good-night,  Mary.  (Mary  walks 
the  floor  after  Martha  has  gone  and 
talks  to  herself.)  I'm  sure  I  don't  know 
about  going  away  from  our  Y.  P.  E.  to- 
morrow night.  God  needs  some  faithful 
ones  to  stand  by  at  all  times.  There  are 
so  few.  But  I'll  retire  and  get  some  rest, 
I'm  rather  tired  tonight.  (Curtain 
closes.) 

2ND  SCENE:  (Curtain  opens  with 
living  room  as  it  was  before.  Mary  en- 
ters hastily  and  goes  quickly  to  tele- 
phone.) 

Mary — Hello.  Is  this  Martha?  Martha 
dear,  I'm  sorry  that  I  cannot  go  with 
you  tonight,  but  I  had  a  dream  last 
night  that  makes  me  know  I  must  be  at 
young  people's  meeting.  I  dreamed  that 
a  beautiful  angel  came  to  me  in  shining 
raiment  and  asked  me  the  question, 
'Where  are  you  going  tomorrow  night?' 
I  answered,  'I  promised  Martha  I  would 
go  to  the  concert.'  And  the  angel  looked 
so  sad  and  said,  'Mary,  have  you  so  lit- 
tle idea  of  the  value  of  a  human  soul?' 
O  Martha,  I'm  afraid  to  go.  My  Master 
has  need  of  me  at  the  meeting,  I  am  sure. 
I'm  glad  you  understand.  Perhaps  God 
will  need  you  there  too,  Martha.  Good- 
bye. 

3RD  SCENE.  (Platform  arranged  for 
Y.  P.  E.  service  and  a  regular  program 
for  Y.  P.  E.  is  carried  out.  Have  a 
friendly  committee  to  meet  the  people 
at  the  door  and  welcome  them.  At  the 
close  of  the  service  Mary  asks  to  speak. 

Mary — Dear  friends,  I'm  so  glad  I'm 
here.  I  praise  the  Lord  for  the  peace  I 
have  in  my  soul  tonight,  all  because  I 
was  obedient  to  the  call  of  God.  (She 
then  relates  her  experience  of  the  night 
of  her  visit  from  Martha  and  the  angel.) 

Suggested  songs:  "Lord,  I'm  Coming 
Home,"  "Just  as  I  am,"  "Standing  Out- 
side." (At  this  time  a  young  woman, 
Miss  Davis,  rises  and  walks  to  the  front 
and  bows  at  the  altar  of  prayer.  In  a 
short  time  she  rises  and  goes  to  Mary 
and  tells  her  that  it  was  her  message  that 
brought  her  to  Christ.  Then  Mary  knows 
why  the  angel  did  not  want  her  to  go  to 
the  concert.  Martha  also  came  to  the 
meeting  and  she  rises  and  gives  her  tes- 
timony. ) 

Martha — I,  too,  have  made  a  deeper 
consecration  and  from  now  on  I  shall 
always  be  at  my  post  of  duty  that  I  may 
win  souls   for  Christ. 

(Be  sure  to  make  your  program  very 
touching  and  spiritual.  There  are  many 
good  things  in  the  Lighted  Pathway  to 
use  in  this  service.) 


4TH  SCENE.  (The  same  home  scene.) 
Mary  enters  the  home  after  meeting  and 
sits  in  rocker,  meditating  on  meeting. 
Outside  there  is  a  crash  and  Mary  runs 
to  door.  She  should  appear  excited.  Soon 
she  sees  some  one  being  carried  into  her 
home.  She  opens  the  door  and  recognizes 
the  Miss  Davis  who  was  in  the  meeting. 
They  lay  her  on  the  couch  and  Mary 
kneels  beside  her.  Then  comes  her  last 
words. 

Miss  Davis — I'm  going  home.  To-night 
was  my  last  chance.  What  if  you  had  not 
spoken  and  what  if  I  had  not  taken  it? 

(And  kneeling  there  beside  the  form 
of  the  beautiful  girl  Mary  lifts  her  eyes 
to  Heaven  and  promises  the  Lord  she 
will  always  be  faithful,  always  try  to  do 
her  duty  and  to  appreciate  the  value  of 
a  single  soul.) 

Note:  This  last  scene  may  be  omitted 
if  desired  and  with  curtains  closed  some 
one  may  step  in  front  of  curtain  and  read 
the  following:  After  the  meeting  as  Miss 
Davis  left  for  home,  the  car  in  which 
she  was  riding  was  wrecked  and  she  was 
fatally  injured.  Her  last  words  were,  "It 
was  my  last  chance  to  be  saved.  Thank 
God,  I'm  going  home."  What  a  wonder- 
ful lesson  to  those  who  are  half-hearted 
in  the  service  of  the  Master! 

Behind  curtain  let  some  one  sing  solo: 
"Can  the  Master  Count  on  You?"  Fol- 
low by  a  good  congregational  song, 
"Where  He  Leads  Me  I  Will  Follow." 


BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:  "HELPS  FOR  SOUL  WIN- 
NERS" 

Scripture   Lesson:    Prov.    11:30. 

We  are  sure  that  many  of  our  young 
people  who  are  anxious  to  be  soul  win- 
ners are  often  at  a  loss  as  what  to  say 
when  they  are  endeavoring  to  lead  a  soul 
to  Christ.  It  is  a  puzzling  question  to 
most  of  us  to  know  what  to  answer  at 
all  times  when  they  begin  to  make  ex- 
cuses. 

I  am  giving  some  helps  along  this  line 
in  this  lesson  so  that  you  may  be  prepared 
for  service  of  this  kind.  Let  the  leader 
read  the  heading  and  those  to  whom  the 
parts  have  been  given  should  be  ready  to 
answer  the  excuse  it  may  be  from  these 
scripture  references  we  are  giving.  It 
would  be  fine  if  the  passages  of  scrip- 
ture could  be  memorized.  It  would  make 
it  more  interesting  and  helpful. 

T/josc   Under  Deep  Conviction 

Isa.  5  3:6.  All  we  like  sheep  have  gone 
astray. 

Isa.  5  5:1.  Ho,  every  one  that  thirst- 
eth. 

Rom.  5:6.  Christ  died  for  the  ungodly. 

John  3:16.  For  God  so  loved  the 
world. 

John   1-12.  As  many  as  received  Him. 
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/  Wilt  Not  Be  Accepted 

Rom.   5:8.  While  we  were  yet  sinners. 

Isa.  1:18.  Though  your  sins  be  as  scar- 
let. 

Luke  19:10.  To  seek  and  to  save. 

Isa.    43:2  5.    Will    not    remember      thy 
sins. 
I  Have  Committed  the  Unpardonable  Sin 

John  6:37.  Him  that  cometh  to  Me. 

Rom.    10:13.  Whosoever  shall  call. 

2    Peter    3:9,      Not   willing      that   any 
should  perish. 

It  is  Too  Late 

Matt.  20:6-7.  The  eleventh  hour. 
My  Heart  is  too  Hard 

Ezek.    36:26,   27.   A  new  heart  will  I 
give  thee. 

I  Cannot  Give  Up  My  Sins 

Gal.  6:7,  8.  Whatsoever  a  man  soweth, 
that  shall  he  also  reap. 

John    8:36.   If  the  Son   therefore  shall 
make  you  free,  ye  are  free  indeed. 

1  John  2:17.  The  world  passeth  away. 

I  Am  Afraid  of  Persecution 
Matt.   5:10-12.  Blessed  are  they. 
Rom.    8:18.      The   sufferings     of   this 
present. 

2  Tim.  2:12.  If  ye  suffer  with  me. 

The  Backslider 
Hos.    14:4,  I   will  heal  their  backslid- 
ing. 

1  John  1:9.  If  we  confess  our  sins. 
Luke  15:20-24.  Prodigal  son. 

The  Christian   Life  is   Too   Hard 
Matt.    11:30.  My  yoke  is  easy. 
Prov.  3:17.  All  her  paths  are  peace. 
Prov.    13:15.     Way  of   transgressor  is 
hard. 

,1  Shall  Have  to  Give  Up  My 
Companions 
Prov.    1:10-15.  My  son  if  sinners  en- 
tice thee. 

Psa.   1:1-2.  The  man  that  walketh. 
Jas.  4:4.  A  friend  of  the  world. 
I  Couldn't  Hold  Out 

1  Peter  1:5.     Kept  by  the  powers     of 
God. 

2  Tim.    1:12.   He  is   able  to  keep. 

1  Cor.  10:13.  Not  suffer  you  to  be 
tempted. 

Phil.  4:13.  I  can  do  all  things  through 
Christ. 

J  Am  Too  Young 

Luke  18:16.  Suffer  little  children. 

Eccl.  12:1.  Remember  now  thy  Crea- 
tor. 

We  hope  you  will  each  memorize  these 
scriptures  and  be  ready  to  use  them  when 
necessary.  Each  of  you  should  drill  on 
these  answers  until  you  could  answer 
any  of  them  if  called  upon  to  do  so.  It 
would  be  well  to  repeat  this  lesson  until 
these  scriptures  become  a  part  of  every 
endeavorer.  Change  them  around  the 
next  time  and  let  some  one  else  memorize 
them. 

Sometimes  you  send  for  your  papers 
by  return  mail,  hoping  to  have  your  pa- 
per by  next  meeting  night.  The  next  time 


your  papers  do  not  reach  you  in  time  just 
repeat  this  lesson.  It  needs  to  be  gone 
over  again  and  again  until  you  are  per- 
fect in  dealing  with  souls. 

Please  give  out  your  parts  in  time  for 
those  on  the  program  to  have  plenty  of 
time  to  memorize  their  scripture.  This  is 
the  only  way  to  have  an  interesting  pro- 
gram. 

Note. — Young  people  should  never  go 
to  a  meeting  without  their  Bibles.  They 
are  often  needed.  But  especially  you 
should  bring  them  to  this  meeting. 

SUNDAY  SCHOOL  AD- 
DRESS 

Extracts  from  Rev.  W.  E.  Harrison's  Sun- 
day School  address  at  the  General  As- 
sembly. 

(Published  by  request) 
Text:    2   Tim.   2:15,     "Study  to  shew 
thyself  approved  unto  God,  a  workman 
that  needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly 
dividing  the  word  of  truth." 

If  I  had  the  power  I  would  write  this 
text  across  the  sky  in  letters  of  fire,  so 
that  every  one  might  read  it  who  has  the 
upward  look. 

The  Sunday  School  is  an  institution  in 
the  church  dedicated  to  the  cause  of 
Christian  education. 

Dr.  Talmage  said,  "Show  me  the  lit- 
tle boy  who  on  Sunday  morning  goes  to 
Sunday  School,  and  I  will  show  you  the 
man  who  in  the  future  will  be  the  great 
statesman,  lawyer,  physician,  or  mer- 
chant, a  single  stroke  of  whose  pen  will 
start  the  ships  sailing  from  the  four 
corners  of  earth. 

"On  the  other  hand  show  me  the  little 
boy  who  instead  of  going  to  Sunday 
School  on  Sunday  morning  is  out  fish- 
ing in  the  brook  or  playing  on  the  com- 
mon, and  I  will  show  you  the  man  who 
in  the  future  will  be  our  criminal 
startling  the  world  with  his  crimes." 
The  truth  of  that  statement  is  much  in 
evidence  in  this  day  and  time. 

A  few  years  ago  I  visited  the  Ohio 
penitentiary.  There  were  2,200  prisoners 
there.  I  was  told  that  the  chaplain  found 
that  of  the  2,200  only  15  had  attended 
church  and  Sunday  School  regularly  in 
their  youth,  8  5'  had,  gone  occasionally, 
and  2,100  had  never  been  inside  a 
church  or  Sunday  School. 

I  visited  the  Tennessee  penitentiary  at 
that  time  and  of  their  75  0  convicts  I 
found  about  the  same  proportion  of 
former  Sunday  School  boys. 

I  also  found  a  like  proportion  among 
the  convicts  of  the  Michigan  peniten- 
tiary. 

Judge  L.  L.  Fawcett  of  New  York  said 
that  4,000  of  the  8,000  that  he  sent- 
enced were  under  21  years  of  age,  and 
only  3  were  in  Sunday  School  at  the 
time  of  committing    the  crime. 

That   shows   the  value  of  the   Sunday 


School  to  society. 

They  tell  us  chat  the  percapita  cost  of 
crime  in  America  is  $12  5  for  every  man, 
woman,  and  chdd.  The  cost  of  crime  is 
$15,000,000,000  dollars  a  year,  three- 
fourths  as  much  as  the  war  debts  that 
the  European  nations  owe  us  and  will  not 
pay. 

Our  annual  bill  of  crime  is  as  much 
as  the  President's  increase  of  our  na- 
tional debt  in  his  four  years'  effort  to 
feed  the  hungry,  save  the  business  and 
the  homes  of  a  bankrupt  nation. 

Why  don't  some  statesman  find  an  is- 
sue in  America's  cost  of  crime? 

Our  department  of  justice  states  that 
we  have  5  00,000  armed  criminals  oper- 
ating in  America,  that  every  2  5  th  per- 
son has  a  police  record,  that  we  had  12,- 
000  murders  last  year,  that  100,000 
were  assaulted,  and  5  0,000  robbed. 

In  two  years  over  2,000  kidnaping 
cases  were  recorded  in  which  ransom  was 
demanded. 

In  some  of  our  great  cities  every  busi- 
ness man  must  pay  tribute  to  the  racka- 
teer.  Some  600  manufacturers  have  tak- 
en out  Rackateer  Insurance  Policies. 

If  business  men  had  been  financing 
Sunday  Schools  this  reign  of  crime  would 
not  have  been.  The  church,  of  which 
the  Sunday  School  is  a  part,  is  more  sub- 
stantial   than    any   financial   institution. 

During  the  depression  one  bank  out 
of  every  six  failed  while  only  one  church 
out  of  2,000  failed. 

The  Sunday  School  can  prevent  the 
rackateer  from  winning  his  fight  against 
society. 

A  vagabond  boy,  Joe  Smith,  was  no 
honor  to  his  community.  But  the  church 
people  never  asked  that  bad  boy  to  go  to 
Sunday  School.  They  passed  him  by.  He 
grew  up  and  organized  the  Mormon 
Church. 

In  New  York  no  one  ever  invited 
Trotsky  to  Sunday  School.  He  is  the  man 
that  damned  Russia,  and  causes  the  na- 
tions of  earth  to  shudder  at  the  thought 
of  the  power  of  Communism.  Their  de- 
structive work  in  Russia  struck  90,000,- 
000  names  from  the  roll  of  the  so-called 
Church  of  Christ. 

In  a  recent  year,  8  5  per  cent  of  the 
accessions  to  the  great  M.  E.  church, 
South,  was  from  their  Sunday  School. 


Y.  P.  E.,  Attention  Please! 

We  are  giving  three  cash  prizes  for 
subscriptions  to  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
Here  is  our  offer:  We  are  asking  for  five 
hundred  subscriptions  at  once.  The  per- 
son or  Y.  P.  E.  sending  in  the  largest 
number  in  the  five  hundred  will  receive 
$2  5.00  cash.  The  one  sending  in  the  sec- 
ond largest  number,  $15.00,  and  the 
third,  $10.00.  Come  on  and  make  some 
money  for  your  Y.  P.  E. — Editor. 
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Wilt  Thou  Not  Revive  Us  Again? 


Extracts  from  a  sermon  by  Rev.  Wm.  E. 
Harrison. 

Text:  "O  Lord,  revive  thy  work," 
Hab.    3:2. 

"Let  the  ministers  of  the  Lord  weep 
*::"::"::"and  let  them  say,  Spare  thy  people 
O    Lord."    Joel    2:17. 

Tears  and  prayers  are  set  forth  in  the 
text  as  the  means  to  save  a  people  from 
destruction. 

Dr.  Jowett  has  said  in  his  little  book, 
A  Passion  for  Souls,  "As  I  look  into  my 
own  heart,  I  marvel  that  I  am  within 
reach,  but  I  am  constantly  praying  that 
my  own  heart  may  be  more  deeply 
stirred  and  spiritually  passionate." 

We  can  never  heal  the  needs  we  do 
not  feel.  Tearless  hearts  can  never  be  the 
heralds  of  the  PASSION.  We  must  pity 
if  we  would  redeem,  we  must  bleed  if 
we  would  be  the  ministers  of  the  saving 
blood. 

Samuel  Rutherford  said  in  his  prison 
days  in  his  dumb  Sundays  in  Aberdeen, 
"If  I  could  speak  to  a  few  herd  boys  of 
my  Lord,  I  would  be  content  to  be  the 
meanest  and  most  obscure  of  the  pastors 
in  the  land." 

Matthew  Henry,  the  Commentator, 
said,  "I  would  think  it  greater  happiness 
to  myself  to  gain  one  soul  to  Christ, 
than  mountains  of  gold  and  silver." 

George  Whitfield  said,  "I  think  I 
should  die  if  God  did  not  give  me  souls." 

Joseph  A.  Alleins,  the  author  of  the 
"Alarm  to  the  Unconverted",  went  from 
house  to  house  seeking  to  win  men  to 
Christ.  His  biographer  said  of  him  that 
"He  was  infinitely  and  insatiably  greedy 
for  souls  of  men." 

David  Brainard  when  he  came  to  die, 
left  this  testimony:  "I  cared  not  where 
or  how  I  lived  or  what  hardship  I  passed 
through,  so  that  I  could  gain  souls  for 
Christ.  While  I  was  asleep,  I  dreamed  of 
such  things;  and  when  I  waked,  the 
first  thing  I  thought  of  was  this,  of 
winning  souls  to  Christ." 

Duncan   Matheson,      the     godly      and 

much   used   Scottish   evangelist,      prayed, 

"O  God,  write  eternity  on  my  eyeballs." 

WHAT  KIND  OF  A     REVIVAL     DO 

WE  NEED? 

We  need  a  revival  that  will  create 
genuine  enthusiasm  in  Christian  work. 
Down  in  New  York  city  years  ago  a 
woman  turned  away  from  her  home 
with  the  consent  of  her  husband,  from 
her  church,  with  the  consent  of  her  pas- 
tor, and  went  into  a  dark  festering  spot 
in  New  York  and  labored  among  the 
fallen. 

One  night  she  walked  into  her  con- 
servatory and  plucked  a  pink  rose,  and 
she  said,  "I  am  going  to  give  this  to  the 
vilest   creature  I   can   find." 


She  made  her  way  to  the  famous  Mul- 
berry street  Dives  and  saw  the  most  ini- 
quitious  characters,  and  she  saw  a  young 
girl  with  the  marks  of  poverty,  her  hair 
was  disheveled,  her  face  bloated  from 
brawls  and  dissipation,  this  lady  said  that 
the  vilest  profanity  she  ever  heard  was 
rolling  out  of   this   girl's  mouth. 

She  elbowed  her  way  to  the  girl  and 
handed  her  this  flower  and  said,  "You 
take  that  as  an  evidence  of  my  love  and 
of  my  sorrow  and  sympathy  for  your 
condition,  and  if  you  ever  need  a  friend. 
I  will  be  a  friend  to  you." 

At  first  the  girl  was  inclined  to  scoff 
and  she  began  to  tear  the  leaves  and  drop 
them  on  the  floor,  then  the  tears 
trickled  down  for  there  was  something 
in   the  act  that   touched  her  heart. 

She  said  to  the  woman,  "Do  you  mean 
that?"  "Yes,  I  do.  If  you  ever  need  a 
friend  come  to  the  door  of  hope." 

Three  days  later  the  bell  rang  and  in 
stepped  a  vile  looking  creature  and  the 
woman  said  she  reached  out  to  touch  the 
button. 

The  girl  seemed  to  depict  the  purport 
and  raised  her  face  and  said,  "Please  don't 
turn  me  away:  I  am  sick  and  tired  of 
sin." 

She  leaped  to  her  feet  and  rushed  to  the 
girl's  side  and  kissed  her,  first  on  one 
cheek  and   then   on   the  other. 

She  summoned  aid  and  they  put  her  to 
bed  and  nursed  her  back  to  health.  She 
gave  her  heart  to  Christ  and  went  to 
Sing  Sing,  to  the  Ludlow  street  jails  and 
into  the  dark  festering  spots  in  New 
York  City  telling  the  story  of  Jesus 
Christ. 

She  went  one  night  into  the  old 
Water  Street  mission  and  Sam  Hadley 
said:  "Do  you  know  this  girl,  Blue  Bell?" 
They  nicknamed  her  that  because  the 
blue  in  her  eyes  was  the  color  of  the 
blue  bell. 

"Yes,   I   know   her  well." 

"Did  you  ever  hear  her  speak?" 

"Yes.  What  was  the  secret  of  her 
power?" 

It  wasn't  her  symmetry  of  form. 

You  would  not  call  her  handsome  if 
you  saw  her  face  in  repose,  but  if  you 
could  have  seen  it  when  she  stood  up  and 
told  the  boys  about  a  life  of  sin  and 
shame. 

She  talked  about  five  minutes  and 
stopped.  She  clasped  her  hands  and  raised 
her  face  and  said  His  name  over  and 
over.    Jesus!    Jesus!    Jesus!    Jesus! 

He  said  1  thought  an  angel  had  come 
down  and  pushed  her  to  one  side  and 
stood  there.  She  was  beautiful.  The  secret 
of  her  power?  She  was  thoroughly  saved. 
God  touched  her  eyes  some  years  ago 
and    they    closed.    He    touched    her   heart 


and  it  stopped,  but  before  the  Lord  called 
her  into  His  presence  she  had  won  over 
12  5  fallen  creatures  like  herself  to  Je- 
sus Christ. 

CHRIST  WILL  NOT  FORGET  THE 
WORK  YOU  DO  FOR  HIM 
I  read  of  a  Russian  soldier  who  was 
hurriedly  summoned  to  picket  duty  and 
he  didn't  have  time  to  secure  his  over- 
coat, and  as  he  was  hurrying  forth  on 
duty  along  came  a  peasant  and  said  to 
him,  "You  take  my  coat."  "No,"  said 
the  Russian  soldier,  "I  can  keep  warm 
on  picket  duty."  "You  can't,"  said  the 
peasant,  "so  take  my  coat,  I  am  on  my 
way  home  and  I'll  soon  reach  the  firer- 
side."  So  he  removed  his  coat,  wrapped  it 
around  the  shivering  form  of  the  sentinel 
and  hurried  home,  but  not  sufficiently 
quick  to  prevent  from  contracting  a  se- 
vere cold  which  developed  into  pneu- 
monia and  he  died. 

Before  he  died  he  dreamed  that  he 
stood  in  the  presence  of  Jesus,  and  there 
lying  at  the  feet  of  the  Savior  he  saw  his 
faded  coat,  and  in  astonishment  he  said, 
"Why,  Lord,  how  does  that  happen  to  be 
here?"  and  Jesus  said,  "Inasmuch  as  ye 
did  it  unto  one  of  the  least  of  these  my 
brethren  ye  did  it  unto  me." 

You  never  smiled  for  Jesus;  you  never 
said,  "God  bless  or  God  speed";  you 
never  gave  a  five  cent  piece;  you  never 
gave  a  cup  of  cold  water  in  the  name  of 
Christ  and  His  glory  but  that  the  Lord 
says,  "I  will  see  you  don't  lose  your  re- 
ward." 

They  hope  to  wear  a  starry  crown, 
In  yonder  realms  of  day; 
Who  shrank  from  every  cross  their  Lord 
Would  here  upon  them  lay; 
They  would  wear  the  victor's  palms, 
Mid  that  triumphant  throng, 
Who  never  made  one  struggle  here 
For   the   conquest   of   right   and   wrong. 

WE  NEED  A  REVIVAL  THAT  WILL 

MAKE  US  PRAY  FOR  OUR 

PASTORS 

A  minister  accepted  the  pastorate  of 
a  church  and  when  he  preached  his  first 
sermon,  down  the  aisle  came  an  old  man, 
hobbling  on  a  crutch,  and  he  said,  "I'm 
afraid  you  are  going  to  make  a  failure 
out  of  this.  You're  the  first  young  man 
that  has  ever  been  pastor  here.  (That 
thought  that  success  was  synonymous  of 
gray  hairs  and  decrepitude  that  youth 
and  failure  were  inseparably  connected.) 
"But,"  he  said,  "I  listened  to  you  and 
I'm  going  to  help  you."  The  pastor 
thought,  "Poor  old  soul,  what  can  you 
do   to  help   me?" 

He  said,  "Four  men  came  to  my  home, 
and  on  our  knees  we  promised  God  and 
signed  the  pledge  that  every  day  you  are 
pastor  of  our  church  we  are  going  to 
pray  for  you." 

The  minister  said  it  was  the  first  word 
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of  encouragement  he  had  received.  But 
he  saw  the  four  grow  to  ten,  then  jump 
to  twenty-five,  then  to  fifty,  then  to 
one  hundred,  then  to  two  hundred,  three 
hundred  and  four  hundred,  and  many  a 
Sunday  morning  before  he  would  go  in- 
to the  pulpit  he  would  be  in  the  church 
parlors  with  four  hundred  men,  and  on 
their  knees  they  would  pray  "Bless  our 
minister,  will  You?  Make  him  a  soul  win- 
ner. Help  him  to  swing  for  truth  and 
righteousness,"  and  he  said  that  as  he 
would  preach,  he  knew  there  were  four 
hundred  men  that  would  die  for  him  and 
for  Jesus  Christ,  and  while  he  was  pas- 
tor of  the  church  over  twelve  hundred 
pressed  their  way  to  the  kingdom  and 
over  half  of  them  were  men. 

The  other  ministers  were  jealous  of 
that  man's  success  and  they  said,  "He 
isn't  much  of  a  preacher,  he  hasn't  a 
winning  personalty,"  but  he  never  had  a 
communion  that  he  didn't  have  acces- 
sions to  his  church  and  they  wondered 
at  it.  It  was  because  he  had  a  praying 
church  behind  him,  and  I  don't  care  who 
the  man  is  if  he  has  a  praying  church 
instead  of  a  worldly  crowd  or  a  group  of 
carping  critics  he  will  have  power  for  Je- 
sus Christ. 


WILD  OATS 

(Contnued  from   page   3 ) 

"Facts  are  facts.  What  about  youv 
boy  friend,  Bill  Hull?  Didn't  he  think 
he  was  going  to  live  a  long  time  too? 
He's  dead  and  gone.  Good  kid,  but — 
he  sowed  too  many  times.  That  other 
young  man  didn't  mean  to  kill  him  when 
he  hit  him  over  the  head  with  that  beer 
bottle,  and  yet,  he  did.  Look  at  the 
penalty;  prison  for  life." 

"I'll  never  do  anything  like  that,  fa- 
ther. You  need  not  have  any  fears  along 
that  line.  All  I'm  out  to  do  is  to  have 
a  good  time.  See  you  later,  father,"  and 
so  Junior  was  gone  for  another  hilarious 
party  of  some  kind.  Robert  Anson  bowed 
his  head  and  prayed  for  the  Almighty 
God  to  have  mercy  on  his  son. 

As  Junior  Anson  entered  the  Past- 
time  beer  and  gambling  den,  there  was 
no  thought  in  his  mind  of  entering  into 
anything  that  would  ruin  his  life  or  end 
it.  Stepping  up  to  the  bar  where  drinks 
were  being  served,  he  was  soon  joined  by 
three  other  so-called   friends   of   his. 

"Say,  Anson,  how  would  you  like  to 
get  in  on  a  little  money-making  deal?" 
asked  Mickey  Baer. 

"It's  according, "  Junior  took  a  sip 
from  his  glass,  "how  hard  does  a  fellow 
have  to  work  to  get  it?" 

"Nothing  hard  about  it,  if  all  goes 
well,"  assured  Baer. 

The  other  two  young  men  known  to 
Junior  as  Loe  and  Marker  nodded  their 
assent. 

"What  is   the  game,  Mickey?"  eagerly 


asked  Junior.  Drink  had  set  his  blood  to 
tingling  and  he  was  ready  for  anything. 
"Come  back  here,"     motioning     to  a 
rear  room. 

All  four  were  soon  seated  at  a  card 
table;  the  cigarettes  were  passed  and  soon 
the  room  was  filled  with  smoke.  Mickey 
Baer  leaned  over,  "Here  is  the  whole 
thing;  we  lay  the  blue  print  before  you, 
so  look  it  over  and  you  won't  say  no." 

"How  do  you  know  there  is  twenty- 
five  thousand  there  and — who  has  had 
enough  experience  to  engineer  a  job  like 
this?"  skeptically  spoke  Junior  Anson. 

"Loe  and  Marker  have  been  in  the 
game  for  some  time  and  have  been  over 
the  road,  so  we  will  succeed  with  a  few 
breaks  coming  our  way,"  answered  Baer. 
Loe  spoke  up,  and  from  his  looks  one 
would  judge  him  to  be  thirty  years  of 
age.  "Better  join  us,  Anson.  There  will 
be  a  little  over  six  thousand  dollars  for 
you.  It's  easy  money." 

"Sounds  kind  of  risky  to  me,"  and 
Junior  spoke  in  a   faltering  voice. 

"All  you  need  is  a  bracer  to  help  you 
decide,"  and  so  Baer  ordered  drinks.  It 
did  the  work  and  Junior  was  soon  saying 
yes  to  the  plan  of  the  other  men. 

The  next  morning  Junior  Anson 
seemed  restless.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Anson  noted 
their  son's  face  was  rather  flushed,  but 
thought  it  was  caused  from  too  much 
drinking   from  the  night  before. 

"Junior,  are  you  feeling  well  this 
morning?"  inquired  his  mother. 

"Never  felt  better  in  my  life.  Why, 
do   you   think   I   look   sick?" 

"No — I  guess  not,  but — you  seem  to 
be  rather  nervous  this  morning.  Better 
try  and  quit  drinking  so  much  strong 
stuff." 

"Please  don't  preach,  mother!  Just 
leave  me  alone.  I'm  man  enough  to  take 
care    of   myself,"   peevishly. 

"All  right,  son,  I  won't  say  any  more," 
tenderly.  Mrs.  Anson  went  about  her 
morning  work,  while  Harriet  got  ready 
for   school. 

Harriet  had  been  doing  much  better 
of  late,  for  she  was  doing  some  serious 
thinking.  She  had  been  attending  church 
with  her  father  and  mother.  There  it  was 
she  heard  a  gospel  message  for  the  first 
time.  It  was  based  on,  "for  whatsoever  a 
man  soweth,  that  shall  he  also  reap." 

Mr.  Anson  had  gone  to  work  and  Har- 
riet was  on  her  way  to  school  on  this 
particular  morning.  Junior  and  his  moth- 
er were  left  to  themselves.  He  had  no 
steady  work  and  was  not  taking  further 
school  work.  So  it  was  around  ten  o'clock 
that  morning  when  Junior  said  he  was 
going   to  see   a   man   about   a   job. 

Jurior  Anson's  father  was  cashier  of 
the  Putnam  State  Bank,  and  was  counteo 
as  one  of  the  shrewdest  business  men  in 
the  state.  However,  since  becoming  a 
Christian   he  was   an  honest  one. 


It  was  eleven  fifty-five.  The  bank's 
business  was  slack  at  this  hour  and  only 
two  employees  were  on  duty.  One  of 
these  was  Robert  Anson. 

Three  men  came  into  the  bank  quick- 
ly and  almost  silently.  They  were  masked 
and  Robert  Anson  knew  what  they 
meant.  His  foot  had  already  set  off  the 
well  concealed  burglar  alarm  and  it  was 
sending  forth  its  shrieks  to  those  on  the 
outside. 

"Come   across    with    that     twenty-five 
thousand   dollar   payroll,     and     be     quick 
about  it,"  snapped  the  leader. 
"Come    and    get    it   if    you   can,"    calmly 
spoke  Robert  Anson. 

The  teller's  cage  was  locked  and  Rob- 
ert Anson  stood  firm.  Seeing  they  were 
foiled,  the  would-be  robbers  made  a 
dash  for  freedom.  As  they  ran  from  the 
bank  a  hail  of  bullets  met  them.  One 
staggered  and  fell,  while  the  other  two 
jumped  in  their  waiting  car  with  the 
driver  already  at   the  wheel. 

An  officer  of  the  law  with  the  help 
of  others  picked  the  wounded  bandit  up 
from  the  sidewalk.  They  carried  him 
back  inside  the  bank  from  which  he  had 
only  the  minute  before  made  such  a  hasty 
exit.  He  seemed  to  be  badly  wounded, 
and  was  only  partially  conscious.  Soon 
the  siren  of  an  ambulance  was  heard 
shrieking  out  its  warning  as  it  sped  from 
a   distant   hospital. 

Robert  Anson  came  up  to  get  a  closer 
view  of  the  wounded  man  lying  on  the 
floor. 

"Jerk  off  that  mask,  officer.  I  want 
to  see  what  this  fellow  looks  like,"  com- 
manded Mr.  Anson. 

As  the  officer  hastily  unfastened  the 
mask  and  removed  it,  a  gasp  of  surprise 
escaped  Robert  Anson's  lips:  "My  son! 
It  can't  be  you!  Yes,  it  is,"  incoherently. 
"Junior,  speak  to  me.  What  have  you 
done?" 

It  seemed  to  penetrate  the  dying  boy's 
mind.  He  seemed  to  be  rallying.  His  eyes 
opened  and  he  recognized  his  father. 

"Father,"  weakly,  "I — I  sowed  wild 
oats  too  long.  My — my  last  ones  have 
— ,"  his  lungs  had  been  pierced  by  bul- 
lets, and  the  blood  frothed  from  his 
mouth.  He  gasped  and  then  finished: 
" — been  sowed."  After  a  few  seconds' 
pause  he  made  an  effort  to  continue: 
"Tell  Harriet  and — an'  other  boys  and 
girls  it — doesn't  pay  to  sow  'wild  oats.' 
I  won't  quite  make  it  till  I'm  forty-five. 
It's — too  soon." 

Junior  Anson  died  as  he  had  lived  and 
was  gone  to  try  the  realities  of  another 
world.  What  awaits  the  soul  that  so 
lives   and   dies? 

— The  Sunday  School  Banner. 

Lord  send  a  revival  and  let  that  revival 
begin  in  me. 
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Personal  Evangelism 


HOW  SAM  JONES  WAS 
WON 

BERTRAM  WILLIAMS 
The  ways  of  God  in  the  heart  of  man 
are  devious  indeed.  God  moves  in  that 
mysterious  manner  which  defies  human 
comprehension.  When  He  wishes  He 
takes  an  unknown  saintly  character,  a 
jewel  that  has  shone  only  in  the  hidden 
scenes,  and  then  foi  just  a  few  brief  mo- 
ments, permits  that  life  to  shine  with 
such  brilliancy  that  another  light  is  born, 
another  soul  is  transformed.  Then  this 
transformed  life  becomes  a  flaming  dia- 
mond— a  masterpiece  of  the  ages. 

It  was  thus  with  old  Will  Tree  and 
John  R.  Mott.  Tree,  the  Sunday  School 
teacher,  won  Mott,  the  renowned.  It  was 
so  with  the  unknown  young  friend  by 
name  of  Beta,  and  the  well  known  man 
of  prayer,  Mueller.  So  it  was  with  the 
man  who  won  Sam  Jones,  the  famed 
evangelist.  But  yesterday  an  old  man, 
nearing  the  century  mark,  told  of  fifty 
years  ago  in  Dallas,  Texas,  hearing  that 
noted  evangelist,  Jones,  narrate  the  vivid 
story  of  his  conversion. 

Jones  was  a  drunkard,  like  Sam  Had- 
ley,  Jerry  McAuley  and  John  B.  Gough. 
He  married  a  beautiful  girl,  to  whom 
was  born  two  children.  Then  the  demon 
drink  broke  into  Jones'  soul  with  all  his 
fury,  and  for  two  years  he  became  a 
wanderer.  Pickirg  up  a  paper  one  day, 
he  noticed  that  his  father  was  on  his 
death  bed.  Something  of  former  love 
broke  into  his  spirit,  and  he  vowed  to 
return  to  his  dying  father. 

Around  that  bedside  he  and  his  wife 
were  standing.  The  old  man  on  borrowed 
time — time  bartered  from  death — whis- 
pered a  message  of  hope  into  the  ear  of 
the  wayward  son.  Called  him  to  return 
as  the  prodigal  of  old  did.  On  bended 
knee,  while  the  father  prayed  for  him, 
Jones  invited  Jesus  to  come  into  his 
heart,  and  at  once  there  broke  upon  him 
a  new  light.  Into  that  spirit,  burned  with 
drink,  there  awoke  a  new  melody.  On 
those  lips,  scorched  with  the  fires  of 
passion,  there  came  a  new  name,  that  of 
Jesus.  At  once  the  call  to  preach  rang  in 

his  ears. 

Trained  for  the  law  by  his  father,  he 
entered  the  pulpit,  and  for  some  ten 
years,  he  was  an  unknown  itinerant 
preacher  in  the  Methodist  Church.  But 
God  had  a  greater  work  for  him.  He 
went  to  the  larger  cities  and  began  the 
career  of  evangelism,  to  which  height  he 
climbed  in  a  short  while.  From  city  to 
citv  he  traveled.  With  sledge  hammer 
blows  he  took  hold  of  the  formal 
churches  and  began  to  bring  them  to  the 


feeling  of   the  necessity   of  salvation. 

From  city  to  city  he  would  go  with- 
out an  invitation.  He  spoke  as  a  dan- 
gerous man  to  the  foes  of  right.  Once  in 
Texas  he  was  met  by  the  mayor  of  the 
city,  who  immediately  began  to  horse- 
whip the  preacher.  But  Jones  turned  and 
knocked  him  down,  and  grabbing  the 
whip  beat  the  mayor  all  over  the  town. 
Suffice  it  to  say,  the  crowds  came  to 
hear  him   preach  after  that. 

As  an  orator  he  was  unsurpassed,  and 
as  an  enemy  to  the  saloon  he  brought 
havoc  wherever  he  went.  He  lifted  his 
voice  against  all  types  of  evil  and  in  no 


Win  Them  One  by  One 

If  to  Christ  our  only  King,  men 
redeemed   we  strive   to  bring. 

Just  one  way  mav  this  be  done — 
we   must   win   them  one   by   one. 

CHORUS 
So  you  bring  the  one  next  to  you, 

and  I'll  bring  the  one  next  to  me. 
In   all  kinds  of  weather,     we'll  all 

work  together,  and  see  what  can 

be  done; 

If  you'll  bring  the  one  next  to  you, 
and  I  bring  the  one  next  to  me, 

In  no  time  at  all  we'll  have  them 
all,  so  win  them,  win  them,  one 
by  one. 

Side  by  side  we  stand  each  day, 
saved  are  we,  but  lost  are  they; 

They  will  come  if  we  but  dare 
speak  a  word  backed  up  by 
prayer. 

Only  cowards  dare  refuse,  dare  this 

gift  of  God  misuse; 
Ere  some  friend  goes  to  his  grave, 

speak  a  word  his  soul  to  save. 

Not  for  hope  the  great  reward 
turn  men's  hearts  unto  the  Lord; 

Just  to  see  a  saved  man  smile, 
makes  the  effort  well  worth 
while. 


manner  did  he  mince  words.  In  Boston, 
or  in  distant  San  Francisco,  he  was  al- 
ways at  home.  With  the  western  ranchers 
or  the  Harvard  professors,  he  was  equally 
at  ease.  God  endowed  him  with  gift 
which   made   the   world   his   parish. 

Hail  then,  Sam  Jones!  Yea,  rather, 
hail  then,  Captain  John  Jones,  father  by 
nature,  and  sire  by  grace  to  Sam  Jones 
the  evangelist!  It  was  only  a  moment, 
but  it  was  enough  for  God  to  use  an  or- 
dinary light  to  win  a  mighty  power  for 
righteousness. 

Your  pathway,  friend,  may  be  marked 
through  barren  districts.  None  may  ever 
call  you   great.   Nevertheless  yours  is  the 


opportunity  of  lighting  here  and  there 
in  this  darkness  and  morass  of  life.  Be  a 
John,  unknown,  that  you  may  win  a 
Sam,  heralded  the  world  around.  Be  a 
Will,  the  Sunday  School  teacher,  that  you 
may  transform  a  John,  the  mighty  leader 
of  youth.  Be  just  a  stranger,  that  you 
may  encourage  a  Gough,  to  fight  the 
fight  of  faith,  and  lay  hold  on  eternal 
life. — The  Young  People's  Journal. 

Sankey  and  the  Gypsy  Boy 

While  holding  meetings  at  Burdett 
Road,  London,  in  1874,  Mr.  Moody  and 
Mr.  Sankey  took  a  drive  out  to  Epping 
Forest.  "There  we  visited  a  gipsy  camp,'' 
said  Mr.  Sankey,  "and  while  stopping  to 
speak  to  two  brothers  who  had  been  con- 
verted and  were  doing  good  missionary 
work,  a  few  young  gipsy  lads  came  up  to 
our  carriage.  I  put  my  hand  on  the  head 
of  one  of  them  and  said:  'May  the  Lord 
make  a  preacher  of  you,  my  boy.' 

"Fifteen  years  later,  when  Gipsy  Smith 
made  his  first  visit  to  America,  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  taking  him  for  a  drive 
in  Brooklyn.  While  passing  through 
Prospeck  Park  he  asked  me:  'Do  you  re- 
member driving  from  London  one  day 
to  a  gipsy  camp  at  Epping  Forest?'  I 
replied   that   I  did. 

'Do  you  remember  a  little  gipsy  boy 
standing  by  your  carriage,  and  you  put 
your  hand  on  his  head,  saying  that  you 
hoped  he  would  be  a  preacher?' 

"  'Yes,  I  remember  it  well.' 
'  'I  am  that  boy,'  said  Gipsy  Smith. 

"My  surprise  can  better  be  imagined 
than  described.  Little  had  I  thought  that 
the  successful  evangelist  and  fine  gospel 
singer  of  whom  I  had  heard  so  much, 
was  the  little  boy  I  had  met  in  the 
gipsy  camp.  Truly  God  had  granted  my 
wish  and  had  made  a  mighty  preacher  of 
the  gipsy  boy." — Sunday  School  Banner. 

A  Soul-Winner 

One  night  in  a  Canadian  town  a 
young  man  arose  in  a  city  mission  and 
gave  this  remarkable  testimony.  He  said 
he  was  a  passenger  on  the  ill-fated  Ti- 
tanic when  that  great  ship  went  down. 
He  was  thrown  into  the  water  in  the 
darkness  and  managed  to  scramb'e  to  a 
piece  of  wreckage,  where  he  held  fast.  By 
and  by  a  man  drifted  near  to  him  who 
was  holding  to  a  similar  bit  of  wreckage. 
As  he  came  near  he  called  across  the 
water  to  the  other  man,  "Young  man, 
are  you  saved?"  The  young  man  replied, 
"No,  sir."  Back  came  the  words,  "Be- 
lieve on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  thou 
shalt  be  saved."  Then  the  speaker  drifted 
away  in  the  darkness.  By  and  by  through 
same  strange  happening,  not  a  chance, 
the  stranger  drifted  within  hailing  dis- 
tance of  the  young  man,  and  called  out 
(Continued   on   page   24) 
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Prayer  Evangelism 


BY  THE  EDITOR 


Pentecost  was  preceded  by  ten  days  of 
prayer.  And  the  disciples  never  spent  ten 
days  in  their  lives  with  greater  profit  to 
themselves  or  to  the  world  than  when 
they  prayed.  All  true  revivals  are  born  of 
prayer. 

Charles  G.  Finney  tells  of  some  praying 
men  in  his  revivals.  He  said,  "The  spirit 
of  prayer  was  poured  out  powerfully,  so 
much  so  that  some  persons  stayed  away 
from  the  public  services  to  pray,  being 
unab'e  to  restrain  their  feelings  under  the 
preaching."  He  speaks  of  Mr.  Able  Clary, 
and  said,  "The  burden  of  his  soul  would 
frequently  be  so  great  that  he  was  unable 
to  stand,  and  he  would  writhe  and  groan 
in  agony."  He  said  that  he  knew  a  num- 
ber of  men  who  were  exercised  in  the 
same  way. 

A  famous  evangelist,  Mr.  M.  M.  Bus- 
sey,  said,  "Some  years  ago  I  was  called  to 
a  most  difficult  field  to  hold  a  revival. 
Within  a  few  days  a  break  came  with 
such  power  from  heaven  I  was  much  sur- 
prised and  could  not  account  for  it.  Hard- 
ened sinners  came  weeping  and  falling  at 
the  altar;  some  could  not  walk  to  the  al- 
tar but  fell  at  their  seats  as  if  dead.  There 
were  so  many  all  over  the  church  falling 
under  the  power  of  God,  we  turned  the 
entire  church  into  a  place  of  prayer.  All 
felt  a  gracious  revival  had  visited  them, 
but  none  knew  why,  until  a  pale  woman 
was  brought  into  the  meeting  and  told 
how  that  for  over  a  year  she  had  been 
sick,  and  that  she  had  prayed  almost  day 
and  night  for  this  revival. 

"Some  years  later  I  was  stangely  urged 
by  the  Holy  Spirit  to  cross  the  continent 
and  was  brought  without  delay  to  a  place 
where  three  men  had  met  regularly  for 
three  months  to  pray  for  a  revival.  With- 
in three  days  the  power  of  God  broke 
upon  us  in  such  a  way  I  knew  that  an 
unusual  revival  had  come.  The  meeting 
continued  with  increasing  power  until 
we  marveled.  Finally  these  three  men 
made   known    their   covenant   of   prayer. 

Jonathan  Edwards  preached  one  Sun- 
day morning  in  Northampton.  The  peo- 
ple trembled  and  a  revival  began  which 
shook  this  continent,  because  a  company 
of  men  and  women  had  spent  the  previ- 
ous night  in  prayer  and  sat  before  Him 
without  their  breakfast,  still  in  prayer. 

Dr.  A.  C.  Dixon  tells  of  a  wonderful 
revival  in  a  little  schoolhouse  resulting  in 
seventy-five  conversions.  Because  one 
rainy  Sunday  afternoon  while  he  was 
preaching  to  an  audience  of  seven  men 
in  his  first  pastorate  in  North  Carolina 
a  woman  eighty  miles  away  on  the  coast 
was  in  prayer  asking  God  to  save  her 
kindred  and  neighbors. 


Again  Dr.  Dixon  says,  "While  I 
preached  in  the  Asheville  Baptist  church 
in  my  third  pastorate  the  Spirit  of  God 
moved  upon  the  people  and  converted 
more  than  seventy-five  in  two  days  be- 
cause one  man  closed  his  shop  and  spent 
thnse  two  days  in  prayer  for  the  salvation 
of  the  people. 

On'y  God  is  equal'  to  the  task  and  God 
works  in  answer  to  prayer.  Andrew  Mur- 
ray says  that  God  in  His  revelation  to 
His  people  works  only  in  answer  to 
prayer. 

Billy  Sunday  tells  of  going  into  an  In- 
diana town  and  was  met  by  a  man  who 
said  he  was  the  head  of  a  group  of  sixty- 
seven  praying  men,  praying  for  a  revival. 
Mr.  Sunday  said  that  the  revival  struck 
that  town  like  a  cyclone  hitting  a  straw 
stack. 

A  LITTLE  WOMAN  WHO  WON 
SOULS 

In  Chicago  lived  a  little  woman,  so 
frail  that  it  seemed  a  breath  would  blow 
her  away  She  had  found  the  Lord  in  her 
girlhood,  but  was  married  to  a  man  who 
was  out  of  sympathy  with  her.  How- 
ever, she  yielded  her  whole  being  to  the 
Lord  and  consecrated  all  her  powers  to 
His  service.  Christ  became  the  passion 
of  her  soul.  She  dressed  in  the  plain  garb 
of  the  Free  Methodists,  but  her  face  was 
radiant.  Her  testimony  was  clear  and 
definite.  Her  love  overflowed  toward  all 
mankind,  and  she  let  no  opportunity 
pass  to  speak  to  the  saint  or  sinner  of 
Christ's  great  salvation.  Dr.  Campbell 
Morgan  tells  how  he  stepped  onto  a 
street  car  one  day  and  saw  a  man  sitting 
alore  in  one  of  the  seats.  He  felt  an  im- 
pulse to  sit  down  beside  the  man  and 
speak  to  him  about  his  soul,  but  hesi- 
tated a  moment  to  gather  courage  to  do 
so.  When  he  turned  to  take  the  seat  he 
found  it  occupied  by  this  little  woman, 
who  was  now  most  earnestly  speaking  to 
the  man.  She  was  known  as  "Auntie 
Cook." 

WHEN  "AUNTIE"  COOK    PRAYED 
FOR  MOODY 

Auntie  Cook  and  a  woman  friend  of 
hers  hear  of  this  young  man  and  his 
wcurk,  and  attended  his  meeting.  They 
sensed,  in  the  midst  of  all  his  activities, 
his  spiritual  poverty  and  immaturity. 
They  went  to  him  and  Mrs.  Cook  said 
to  him,  "Mr.  Moody,  we  are  praying  for 
you,  that  you  may  receive  the  fullness  of 
the  Spirit."  He  rather  resented  this,  and 
told  them  to  pray  for  the  sinners  about 
them.  They  assured  him  that  they  were 
doing  that,  but  that  they  particularly 
wanted  to  see  him  filled  with  the  Spirit. 
Some  weeks  later  he  invited  them  to  his 


study,  and  Mrs.  Cook  relates  in  her 
biography  the  interview  and  the  season 
of  prayer  they  had.  Not  long  after,  in 
New  York  he  met  a  man  filled  with  the 
Spirit,  opened  his  heart  to  him  and  they 
spent  the  day  in  prayer.  Moody's  all  was 
on  the  altar.  The  next  day  while  walk- 
ing down  Broadway,  suddenly  the  sense 
of  the  Holy  Spirit's  presence  came  upon 
him.  He  was  so  overwhelmed  by  the  rev- 
elation of  Christ  within  him  that  he 
cried  out,  "O  Lord,  stay  Thy  hand  or 
the  vessel  will  break!"  He  went  back  to 
Chicago,  but  while  he  preached  the  same 
sermons,  where  before  ten  were  con>- 
verted,  now  there  were  hundreds.  Later 
he  went  to  England  and  conducted  some 
of  the  greatest  evangelistic  meetings  of 
all  times,  and  influences  were  started  and 
converts  were  won  that  circled  the 
globe. 

MOODY  IN  SWEDEN 

Swedish  royalty,  nobility,  and  aristoc- 
racy are  closely  associated  with  English 
royalty,  nobility,  and  aristocracy.  Some 
of  the  noble  and  aristocratic  people  in 
Sweden  visited  England  and  found  their 
friends  attending  Moody's  meetings. 
They  went  also,  and  they  saw  and  heard, 
and  some  were  converted,  or  revived  from 
spiritual  deadness.  They  took  Moody's 
sermons  and  Sankey's  songs  back  with 
them  and  published  them  in  Swedish.  The 
sermons  were  read,  the  songs  were  sung, 
the  Holy  Spirit  worked,  and  the  great 
Swedish  revival  of  1877  resulted.  It  can 
be  traced  back  to  little  "Auntie"  Cook 
and  her  friend  in  Chicago. 

A  young  student  of  Oxford  University 
was  converted,  and  he  dedicated  his  life 
to  his  God.  That  man  was  Dr.  Wilfred 
Grenfell,  of  Labrador.  A  student  of  Lon- 
don University  was  converted  in  these 
Moody  meetings.  His  name  was  Freder- 
ick Delatour  Tucker,  better  known  as 
Commissioner  Booth-Tucker,  who  opened 
the  great  mission  work  of  the  Salvation 
Army  in  India,  where  probably  two 
thousand  native  officers,  besides  hun- 
dreds of  European  officers,  are  now  en- 
gaged in  a  vast  ramification  of  Salvation 
Army  activities.  In  addition  to  the  reg- 
ular corps  work,  the  army  conducts  over 
five  hundred  schools,  has  been  intrusted 
by  the  government  with  the  care  of 
thousands  of  outcasts  and  members  of 
the  criminal  class.  Great  hospitals,  dis- 
pensaries, rescue  homes,  and  leper  colo- 
nies, publishing  houses,  training  schools 
for  officers  are  all  in  active  operation. 
These  can  be  traced  back,  in  large  meas- 
ure, to  little  "Auntie"  Cook,  and  is  an 
illustration  of  the  vast  strategy  of  God 
for  the  conquest  of  the  Cross. 


Lord  send  a  revival  and  let  that  revival 
begin  in  me. 

Sometimes  we  put  ourselves  under  by 
trying  to  put  something  over. 
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A  Soul  Winning  Incident 


In  the  winter  of  1893-4  a  wave  of 
depression  swept  over  America,  and  New 
York  felt  the  pinch  as  severely  as  any 
time  since  the  Civil  War. 

In  that  city  there  was  then  a  very 
well-known  and  eccentric  preacher, 
Stephen  Merritt.  While  home  for  his  holi- 
days, just  before  completing  his  studies 
for  the  ministry,  Stephen  Merritt  discov- 
ered that  his  father  was  bankrupt.  The 
son  abruptly  ended  his  college  career,  and 
threw  his  energies  into  his  father's  under- 
taking business  until  he  had  pulled  it  out 
of  its  difficulties.  This  resulted  in  his 
becoming  both  an  undertaker  and  a 
preacher.  Such  strange  combination  he 
continued  for  fifty  years  and,  while  car- 
rying on  a  large  church  in  the  Metropo- 
lis, he  built  up  what  was  at  the  time  of 
his  death  the  largest  undertaking  estab- 
lishment   in    the   United   States. 

It  was  quite  common  in  those  days  for 
churches  in  New  York  to  carry  on  one 
side  a  notice  board  or  engraved  plate 
giving  the  name  of  the  minister:  and  on 
the  opposite  side  a  similar  inscription 
giving  the  official  undertaker.  Stephen 
Merritt  functioned  in  both  capacities  for 
his  church.  When  in  New  York  recently 
we  noticed  the  Sunday  bulletin  of  the 
Fifth  Avenue  Presbyterian  Church  still 
gives  the  minister's  name  at  the  top,  and 
the    funeral    director's    at    the    bottom. 

Now,  the  undertaking  business  flour- 
ishes as  much  in  hard  times  as  in  pros- 
perous times,  even  though  collections 
may  be  slower  when  trade  depressions 
occur.  Stephen  Merritt  was  prospering 
when  the  economic  slump  came  on. 

But  his  religion  was  not  of  the  kind 
that  permitted  him  to  sit  quietly  by  and 
enjoy  the  comforts  of  life  while  others 
starved.  When  disaster  fell  upon  thou- 
sands unable  to  secure  employment,  and 
starvation  threatened,  Stephen  Merritt 
threw  himself  into  a  great  effort  to  feed 
the  hungry.  He  operated  chiefly  through 
the  existing  missions,  which  were  situ- 
ated in  the  poorer  districts.  At  different 
centers  he  instituted  "Free  Breakfasts" 
and  got  the  mission  workers  to  open  up 
soup  kitchens,  while  he  paid  the  bills.  As 
the  bread  lines  grew  longer,  his  efforts 
increased  and  he  extended  his  work  to 
new  sections.  So  large  were  his  benevo- 
lences that  for  a  time  he  actually  m- 
vo  ved  his  business,  and  for  a  period  was 
"in   the  hands  of  the  bank." 

It  was  his  custom  from  day  to  day  to 
visit  the  different  missions  that  were 
distributing  food  in  order  to  see  how 
things  were  going. 

Picture  him  one  morning  as  he  went 
to  one  of  the  missions  where  they  were 
dispensing  Free  Breakfasts  at  his  expense. 
The  hall   was   full  of  hungry  men.     Mr. 


Merritt  made  his  way  through  the  rough 
crowd  up  to  the  front,  where  the  mission 
workers  were  preparing  breakfast.  He  al- 
ways wore  a  high  silk  hat,  and  a  Prince 
Albert  coat — whether  to  dignify  the 
ministerial  or  the  undertaking  side  of  his 
profession,   we   cannot   say. 

When  he  reached  the  front  and  greeted 
the  workers  he  took  his  "topper"  and 
turned  it  upside  down  upon  the  little 
portable  organ.  Then  he  took  off  his 
coat  and  rolled  up  his  sleeves,  and  was 
soon  as  busy  as  anyone,  handing  out  rolls 
and  serving  coffee  to  the  hungry  men. 
It  took  some  time  to  satisfy  his  large 
family;  but  as  the  task  was  about  fin- 
ished the  superintendent  of  the  mission 
went  back  to  Mr.  Merritt,  who  was  still 
busy  serving  coffee,  and  said,  "Mr.  Mer- 
ritt, I  am  sure  the  men  would  welcome 
a  little  word  from  you  this  morning." 
He  immediately  responded  and  sought  to 
gather  his  thoughts  together  as  he  walked 
up  the  aisle  combing  his  mind  for  the 
right  text  for  the  occasion,  little  know- 
ing that  the  text  was  already  awaiting, 
and  no  mental  foresight  could  have  sug- 
gested his  sermon. 

Reaching  the  front  of  the  hall,  he 
turned  round  to  face  the  men,  at  the 
same  time  resting  his  hand  upon  the  lit- 
tle folding  organ.  As  he  did  so,  his  eye 
lighted  upon  his  hat — and  something 
more! 

While  the  workers  had  been  busy  at 
their  task,  the  rough  crowd  at  the  front 
had  thrown  into  that  high  silk  hat  the 
ends  of  their  rolls,  crumbs  and  crusts  of 
bread.  They  had  also  made  it  a  recepta- 
cle for  their  coffee  grounds.  And  when 
they  had  filled  it  to  the  top  with  bread 
and  coffee,  they  had  smoothed  it  over  in- 
to a  soft  mush. 

That  was  the  picture  that  caught  his 
eye  as  he  groped  in  his  mind  for  his 
"Point  of  contact"  that  morning.  What 
would  he  say  to  these  men? 

How  would  "Cast  thy  bread  upon  the 
waters;  for  thou  shalt  find  it  after  many 
days,"  do? 

His  bread  had  come  back  with  a  ven- 
geance, though  without  the  protracted 
"many  days."  and  here  was  coffee  back, 
too.  And  the  ruined  hat  stared  him  in  the 
face. 

Consider  the  facts.  Here  he  was  giv- 
ing time  and  strength  and  all  the  money 
be  possessed  to  feed  these  men.  He  had 
even  involved  his  business  for  them.  To 
satisfy  their  hunger  he  was  prepared  to 
go  to  extreme  lengths.  And  then  when 
they  had  appeased  their  appetites  at  his 
expense,  they  took  the  surfeit,  turned  it 
into  an  insult  and  injury  and  gave  it 
back  as  a  joke. 

A      textual      tongue-thrashing      would 


have  seemed  appropriate  to  the  occasion. 
But  every  eye  was  on  him  as  the  mission 
worker   introduced   the   speaker      with   a 
few   fitting   words   intimating   that    their' 
host  was  also  their  guest. 

Mr.  Merritt  looked  down  at  the  hat, 
and  then  at  the  faces  of  those  expectant 
men  and — smiled! 

And  the  audience  got  his  text  from 
the  radiance  that  rippled  out  with  his 
first  sentence  and  spread  all  over  that 
face.  His  sermonette  really  had  no  text.  I 
It  was  simply  a  "get  acquainted"  address. 
It  led  off  something  like  this:  "Men!  I 
am  glad  to  be  here  with  you  this  morn- 
ing to  get  to  know  you.  I  feel  that  I  do 
know  you.  We  have  become  acquainted 
in  the  last  hour.  We  are  all  at  home  here 
this  morning. 

"I  wish  the  people  who  live  on  Fifth 
Avenue  (at  that  time  New  York's  aris- 
tocratic street)  would  only  come  and 
get  to  know  you.  You  know,  they  think 
that  when  a  fellow  has  struck  hard 
times  and  is  out  of  work  and  has  to  move 
down  to  a  poorer  district,  he  ceases  to  be 
a  gentlemen.  They  get  the  idea  that 
clothes  make  the  man;  and  when  he 
can't  afford  to  get  his  pants  pressed  a 
man  has  lowered  his  character.  But  they 
don't  know  you. 

"Why,  if  we  had  the  kind  of  a  crowd 
here  this  morning  that  they  suppose 
would  come,  ill-mannered  and  uncouth, 
they  would  have  been  throwing  the 
crusts  of  bread  and  emptying  the  cof- 
fee grounds  on  the  floor,  and  these  dear 
mission  workers  wou'd  have  had  a  bad 
mess  to  clear  up  afterwards.  But  you 
have  been  so  thoughtful  and  gentlemanlv 
in  your  behavior.  You  have  gathered 
things  together  so  carefully  (and  his  eye 
glanced  down  to  that  hat  with  a  merry 
twinkle).  And  on  the  behalf  of  the  mis- 
sion workers  I  thank  you  for  your  con- 
sideration." At  this  point  there  was  a 
pause,  as  though  the  speaker  were  col- 
lecting his  thoughts  ere  the  sermon  con- 
tinued: 

"But,  men,  when  a  man  is  in  hard  cir- 
cumstances, when  he  is  up  against  it, 
perhaps  through  no  fault  of  his  own,  he 
does  need  a  friend.  And  I  want  to  com- 
mend to  you  One  who  has  been  my  best 
friend.  He  saved  me  when  I  was  lost,  and 
as  a  Savior  and  Friend  there  is  no  one 
like  Him.  Men,  you  need  Him.  Take 
Him.  He  will  come  into  your  heart  and 
life  to  stay,  if  you  will  receive  Him." 

Then  he  prayed  very  earnestly  for  the 
men   and   pronounced    the  benediction. 

It  seemed  hard  for  the  men  to  line  out 
that  morning.  As  for  those  at  the  front 
— they  slunk  out  looking  mean  and 
ashamed. 

As    the    door   closed   on    the    last,      the 
mission  workers  turned  to  Mr.  Merritt  so 
mortified  that  they  did  not  know     what 
(Continued    on    page    24) 
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NOTE:  We  are  giving  just  a  few  let- 
ters in  this  issue  as  we  want  more  space 
for  other  material.  Our  reason  for  pub- 
lishing these  good  letters  each  time  is 
to  give  our  readers  an  insight  into  the 
good  our  little  paper  is  accomplishing. 
We  will  continue  to  give  one  page  for 
this  purpose.  We  understand  the  Ex- 
change Page  is  a  favorite  with  many  of 
the  boys  and  girls. 

If  you  have  any  good  exchange  idea? 
that  have  proved  a  success  in  your  Y.P.E., 
send  them  in. 

If  you  have  any  problems  that  you  can- 
not solve,  let  us  know  and  we  will  try  to 
help  you. — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  took  the  entire  paper  for  our  pro- 
gram last  Sunday  night.  I  gave  out  the 
"Editor's  Page,"  "Inner  Circle  Page,"  and 
"O  Love  That  Will  Not  Let  Me  Go,"  to 
three  grand  speakers.  I  did  my  best  to 
tell  what  was  on  the  other  pages  and  also 
told  them  all  I  knew  about  our  good  edi- 
tor. God  gave  us  a  great  service.  We  be- 
lieve that  much  good  was  done,  and  more 
people  will  read  our  paper.  We  are  pray- 
ing that  God  will  richly  bless  you  for 
your  efforts  for  Him. — Carrie  Ledbetter, 
Steele,  Mo. 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

You  do  not  know  how  good  the  pa- 
per does  make  me  feel.  I  really  enjoy 
reading  your  messages.  It  gives  me  new 
hope  and  encourages  me  more  to  press  on 
for  the  Y.  P.  E.  I  also  enjoy  reading  the 
other  pages. 

We  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  here  and  I  be- 
lieve we  have  the  best  group  of  people  to 
work  with  that  one  can  find  anywhere. 
They  surely  are  willing  to  work.  ■ — 
Frances  Posey,  Sylacauga,  Ala. 

Sister      Lottie      Hopkins     of     Middlesex, 

N.  C,  writes: 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  hardly  feel  like  we  could  get  along 
without  the  Lighted  Pathway  in  our 
meetings.  Since  we've  been  organized  but 
a  short  while  we  don't  sell  them  as  fast 
as  I  think  we  will  after  the  people  find 
out  just  what  they  are. 

We  desire  your  prayers  that  our  Y.  P. 
E.  will  be  a  great  success  in  the  future. 
— Lottie  Hopkins. 

Sister   Harrison: 

The  Silver  Lining  books  surely  do  sell 
good.  We  lack  only  a  few  more  having 
the  one  hundred  sold.  Please  send  us  one 
hundred  more  of  these  books. 

We  are  selling  these  books  to  help  buy 
a  lot  to  build  a  church  on.  There  are 
many  who  are  working  faithfully  and  I 
believe  it  will  be  easy  to  sell  one  hundred 
more  books. 

Our  pastor,  Rev.  James  Moore,  is  work- 
ing with  all  his  might.  We  praise  God  for 
him.  He  is  ready  to  help  in  any  work  the 
Y.  P.  E.  undertakes  to  do. — Gladys  Free- 
man, Greenville,   S.   C. 

SPECIAL  NOTICES 

Perhaps  I  should  call  your  attention  to 
the  new  editorial  staff.  We  hope  they  will 
favor  us  with  some  good  articles  this 
year. 

Come  on,  young  people,  and  win  one  of 


Brother  C.  F.  Grant  of  8  Saxon  St., 
Spartanburg,  S.  C.  Brother  Grant 
and  the  good  people  of  South  Caro- 
lina won  the  National  Y.  P.  E.  Ban- 
ner last  year.  We  are  just  wonder- 
ing who  will  win  in  1937. 

the  prizes  for  subscriptions.  Your  church 
might  win  that  $25.00  for  payment  on 
your  new  church  or  on  the  repairing  of 
your  church.  Perhaps  a  new  piano  is 
needed.  A  little  hard  work  will  put  you 
over  the  top. 


The  1936  Bound  Lighted  Pathway  is 
ready  for  you.  We  had  calls  at  the  As- 
sembly for  this  book  but  had  to  wait  for 
the  December  issue.  Some  of  our  young 
people  want  this  one  because  of  the  ar- 
ticles on  the  lives  of  great  soul-winners 
which  we  have  given  in  most  of  the  1936 
issues.  Send  for  yours  at  once.  Our  sup- 
ply is  limited.  They  are  50c  each.  Order 
from  The  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleveland, 
Tenn. 

NOTE  OF  THANKS 
We  surely  do  thank  the  Y.  P.  E.  at 
Edinburg,  Texas  for  the  lovely  box  of 
oranges  and  grapefruit  for  Christmas.  So 
often  when  I  buy  fruit  I  wonder  just 
where  it  grew.  I  will  not  have  to  wonder 
when  I  eat  this.  Then  I  shall  think  of 
the  kind  friends  who  sent  it.  God  bless 
them.  This  is  where  Sister  Tina  Roberts, 
former  B.T.S.  student,  is  located. — Ed. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Hello  Y.  P.  E.  family!  May  I  sound  a 
note  of  praise  for  Jesus  and  the  Lighted 
Pathway?  I  recommend  it  next  to  the 
Bible  as  a  book  for  our  young  people.  I 
can  hardly  wait  for  the  Pathway  and  it 
makes  me  sad  when  I  read  it  through  for 
it's  a  month  until  it  comes  again. 

We  have  a  Y.  P.  E.  organized  here  at 
Cawood.  We  have  just  a  few  young  peo- 
ple that  are  Christians,  but  we  love  the 
Lord.  There  are  a  host  of  sinners  that 
take  part  in  our  services.  We  have  two 
groups:  the  children — "The  Sunshine 
Band"  and  the  older  ones,  "The  Willing 
Hearts."  We  have  a  great  zeal  for  God 
and  are  trying  to  reach  the  goal  we  have 
set.  We  are  striving  to  raise  the  standard 
of  holiness  and  accomplish  a  work  for 
the  Master's  cause. 

Pray  that  God  will  bless  our  weak  ef- 
forts for  the  progress  of  our  Y.  P.  E.  and 
that  it  will  grow  to  be  the  best  in  Ken- 
tucky, not  because  we  want  to  beat  the 
rest  but  because  we  don't  want  to  lag 
behind. — Elsie  Tinsley,  Cawood,  Ky. 
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NEW  YEAR'S  GREETINGS 

Young  people  everywhere:  Here  is  the  surprise  for  you, 
a  larger  paper.  However,  you  did  not  respond  to  the  call  we 
made  for  financial  aid  to  give  you  this  surprise.  But  it  is  not 
too  late.  We  are  giving  you  another  opportunity.  How  would 
you  like  to  have  a  twenty-four  page  paper  each  time?  Here 
is  the  way  you  may  answer  this  question.  Just  write  me  a 
letter  from  your  Y.  P.  E.  and  say,  We  want  this  so  much  that 
I  individually  will  send  you  a  subscription  each  month,  or  our 
Y.  P.  E.  has  agreed  to  send  you  one  subscription  each  month 
for  twelve  months.  Now  this  will  be  easy.  There  may  be  some 
poor  person  who  cannot  afford  the  paper  or  some  invalid  that 
you  will  remember  who  would  be  greatly  blessed  by  the  paper. 
You  might  have  it  sent  to  some  prison  for  use  among  the 
prisoners.  Eva  Martin  of  Ephrata,  Pa.  is  going  into  the  doctors' 
offices  and  getting  subscriptions  for  the  waiting  rooms.  If 
you  will  just  stop  to  think  a  moment  you  will  think  of  many 
places  where  this  paper  will  be  a  blessing. 

Are  you  near  a  C.  C.  C.  camp?  If  so,  the  boys  there  will  be 
glad  to  read  it,  and  this  might  be  the  means  of  some  of  them 
being  saved. 

Just  a  little  offering  once  each  month  in  your  Y.  P.  E. 
and  a  little  effort  will  make  your  paper  a  better  paper.  Who 
will  be  first  to  respond? 
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THE  APOSTOLIC  CHURCH 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

boiling  oil  but  miraculously  emerged  un- 
injured. He  was  then  banished  to  Pat- 
mos  from  whence  he  was  called  by 
Nerva.  He  was  the  only  apostle  to  escape 
a   violent  death. 

Barnabas'  death  is  supposed  to  have 
taken   place  about  73. 

And  yet  notwithstanding  all  these 
continual  persecutions  and  horrible  pun- 
ishments, the  Church  daily  increased 
deeply  rooted  in  the  doctrine  of  the 
apostles  and  of  men  apostolical  and  wa- 
tered plenteously  with  the  blood  of 
saints. 

The  authentic  record  of  the  Church's 
progress  during  this  period  is  to  be  found 
in  the  New  Testament  itself,  to  which 
record  secular  history  adds  its  corrobora- 
tive testimony. 

The  countries  mentioned  in  Acts  as 
represented  by  the  countries'  company 
assembled  in  Jerusalem  on  the  occasion 
of  the  first  Pentecost  after  the  ascension 
of  Christ  indicate  something  of  the  ex- 
tensity  of  gospel  witness — bearing  even 
thus  early  in  the  period  of  the  apostles. 
We  read  of  "Parthians,  and  Medes,  and 
Elamites,  and  the  dwellers  in  Mesopo- 
tamia, and  in  Judea,  and  Cappadocia,  in 
Pontus,  and  Asia,  Phrygia,  and  Pam- 
phylia,  in  Egypt,  and  in  the  parts  of 
Lebya  about  Cyrene,  and  strangers  of 
Rome,  Jews  and  proselytes,  Cretes  and 
Arabians"  (Acts  2:9-11).  A  glance  at 
the  map  shows  the  territory  here  men- 
tioned to  include  the  entire  area  now 
known  as  the  Near  East,  from  Persia  on 
the  east  to  the  Mediterranean  on  the  west 
and  Arabia  and  Egypt  on  the  south,  with 
the  accession  of  Rome  far  to  the  west  in 
Europe. 

Other  passages  attest  the  extension  of 
the  field  of  missionary  operations  still 
farther,  for  we  read  of  Barnabas  of  Cy- 
prus (Acts  4:36),  Nicolas  of  Antioch 
(Acts  6:5),  the  Ethiopian  eunuch  (Acts 
8:27),  and  Ananias  of  Damascus  (Acts 
9:2,    10). 

Then  we  have  the  record  in  Acts  of 
the  missionary  activities  of  Peter  in  Ju- 
dea and  Philip  in  Samaria,  and  the  much 
more  extensive  journeys  of  the  Apostle 
Paul.  These  journeys  are  summed  up  by 
Paul  himself  in  Romans  15:19  in  one 
comprehensive  statement — "from  Jeru- 
salem, and  round  about  unto  Illyricum, 
which  makes  them  cover  Palestine,  Sy- 
ria, Asia  Minor,  Greece,  Macedonia,  and 
the  territory  on  the  eastern  shore  of  the 
Adriatic  Sea.  Subsequently  this  great  mis- 
sionary career  extended  to  Italy,  and 
there  is  good  reason  to  believe  that  he 
lived  to  see  the  fulfillment  of  his  desire 
to  visit  Spain,  at  the  western  confines  of 
Europe  (Rom.  15:24).  Some  authorities 
take    1    Peter    5:13    as   evidence    that    the 


Apostle  Peter  labored  at  Babylon  in  Meso- 
potamia. 

So  wonderfully  effective  was  the  mis- 
sionary propaganda  of  this  brief  period 
that  before  the  death  of  the  apostles, 
churches  had  been  planted  in  all  influ- 
ential centers  of  Asia  Minor  and  Greece, 
and  in  Rome  itself,  and  few  parts  of  the 
vast  Roman  Empire  had  not  at  least 
heard  of  the  new  faith.  By  the  end  of 
the  first  century  Christ  had  been 
preached  from  Babylon  to  Spain  (3,000 
miles),  from  Alexandria  to  Rome,  by  a 
Greek-speaking  church.  It  was  a  witness- 
ing church.  The  word  "witness"  occurs 
in  the  New  Testament  one  hundred  sev- 
enty-five  times. 

The  great  centers  of  missionary  pro- 
pagation during  this  period  were,  in 
turn,  Jerusalem,  Antioch,  Ephesus,  and 
Alexandria. 

Not  ouly  the  extent  of  propagation, 
but  also  the  results  achieved  must  be 
taken  into  account  in  apprehending  mis- 
sionary work.  While  the  New  Testament 
furnishes  no  complete  numerical  sum- 
mary of  the  missionary  results  of  this 
period,  it  bears  abundant  testimony  to 
the  fruitful  character  of  the  work  done. 
Acts  2:41  tells  of  3,000  souls  being  won 
to  Christ  on  the  day  of  Pentecost,  and 
Acts  4:4  tells  of  5,000  more  very  soon  af- 
terwards. The  subsequent  chapters  of 
Acts  frequently  mention  other  con- 
versions, and  the  repeated  use  of  the 
word  "multitudes"  is  evidence  of  large 
accessions  to  the  church.  (Of  Acts  5:14, 
6:1-7;  8:6,  12;  10:44,  48;  11:21,  24; 
12:24  et  al.) 

The  various  epistles  of  the  New  Tes- 
tament were  written  to  organized  con- 
gregations of  Christians  scattered  over 
the  wide  area  above  outlined.  On  the 
basis  of  all  the  data  available  it  has  been 
estimated  that  by  the  close  of  the  Apos- 
tolic Period  the  total  number  of  Chris- 
tian disciples  had  reached  half  a  million. 

The  quality  of  converts  is  another  im- 
portant feature  which  enters  the  ap- 
praisal of  missionary  results.  The  book  of 
Acts  and  the  New  Testament  Epistles 
throw  clear  light  upon  the  character  of 
the  Christian  converts  and  churches  of 
the  Apostolic  Age.  On  the  one  hand  they 
bear  witness  to  the  mighty  power  of  the 
Holy  Spirit  upon  individuals  and  assem- 
blies, to  the  varied  gifts  and  graces  of 
the  Spirit  in  exercise  among  them,  to 
keen  discernment  of  spiritual  truth,  to 
fervent  praying,  sacrificial  giving  and 
heroic  enduring  of  persecution  for 
Christ's  sake.  On  the  other  hand,  they  re- 
veal moral  weakness  and  lapses  into  sin, 
doctrinal  errors  and  subtle  heresies,  pain- 
ful discords  and  schisms  among  brethren. 

All  this  goes  to  show  the  mixtures  of 
true  and  false  professors,  robust  and  fee- 
ble Christians  in  the  Church  from  the 
very    beginning.      The    Holy    Spirit      has 


given  a  faithful  record  of  both  the 
bright  and  the  dark  side  of  the  early 
Church,  probably  for  the  comfort  and 
encouragement  of  Christians  in  our 
times. 

This  article  carries  us  through  the  pe- 
riod in  church  history  called  the  "Apos- 
tolic Period."  The  apostles  and  their  in- 
fluence dominated  the  period.  Next 
month  we  will  write  about  the  period 
immediately  following  the  apostles  called 
the  early  church  period. — Robert  John- 
son, Assistant  Editor. 

OTHER  TREASURED  GLEANINGS 
The  Story  of  a  Bible 

Away  in  a  little  town  in  the  far  north 
of  Argentina  one  day  a  soldier,  attracted 
by  the  sound  of  singing,  entered  a  little 
mission  hall  and  heard  the  gospel 
preached.  He  stayed  behind  and  spoke  to 
the  missionary,  who  asked  him  if  he  were 
a    Christian. 

"Yes,   I  am,"  he  replied. 

"Where  did  you  hear  the  Gospel?" 

"From  my  mother." 

"Where  does  she  live?" 

"She  is  a  long  way  off,  but  will  you 
come  and  see  her?  She  has  never  heard 
a  preacher,  and  she  will  be  glad  to  see 
you." 

The  missionary  went,  and  found  away 
on  a  distant  farm,  where  no  missionary 
had  ever  been,  an  old  Christian  woman. 
She  told  him  that  years  before  a  colpor- 
teur passing  that  way  had  left  a  copy  of 
the  Word  of  God.  She  had  read  it,  her 
eyes  had  been  opened,  and  she  had  come 
to  know  Jesus  Christ  as  her  Saviour.  She 
had  had  no  teacher  but  the  Spirit  of  God. 
That  old  woman  was  the  mother  of  four- 
teen children.  At  the  time  the  missionary 
visited  her  the  youngest  was  twelve  years 
old,  and  she  had  led  every  one  of  those 
children  to  Christ  through  the  reading 
of  the  Scriptures  left  by  an  unknown 
colporteur. 

The  missionary  had  the  joy  of  baptiz- 
ing the  whole  family,  and  that  evening 
as  they  sat  down  round  the  Word  of  God, 
he  said  he  had  never  heard  the  Scriptures 
so  wonderfuly  opened  up  as  when  the 
Spirit-taught  saint  brought  out  of  her 
treasure  things  new  and  old.  Truly,  "The 
entrance  of  Thy  Word  giveth  light." — 
Publisher  Unknown 

CHARACTER 

A  little  boy  watched  the  process  of 
building  a  house  across  the  street,  until 
his  father  asked  him  whether  he  meant  to 
be  a   bricklayer. 

"No,  father;  but  I  am  thinking  what 
a  small  thing  a  brick  is;  and  yet  what  a 
big    house    they    build   out   of    bricks." 

The  child  got  hold  of  the  true  secret 
(Continued    on   page    24) 
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THE    RAT 
Can  a  Criminal  be  Born  Again 
j — An  Honest  Man?  This  True 
!  Story  Gives  an  Answer 

By  Adjutant   Vincent   Cunningham 
in  "The  War  Cry"    • 
OPPORTUNITY 
"They  do  me  wrong  who  say  I  come  no 
more 
When  once  I  knock,  and  fail  to  find 
you  in, 
For  every  day  I  stand  without  your  door 
And  bid  you  wake,  to  rise,  to  fight,  to 
win. 

"Wait  not  for  precious    chances    passed 
away, 

Weep  not  for  golden  ages  on  the  wane, 
Each  night  1  bum  the  record  of  the  day, 

At  sunrise  every  soul  is    born    again." 

Three  times  the  Salvation  Army  and 
the  invitation  of  its  God  came  into  the 
life  of  James  Ratcliffe  Weil,  called  by  the 
police  and  his  pals  of  the  underworld 
"The  Rat." 

Each   time   they   came  in  such   fashion 

that  decision  for  good  or  evil  was  made 

obligatory  and  two  of  the  times  The  Rat 

j  decided  the  wrong  way.  The  third  time — 

Let's   begin   at   the   beginning. 

James  Ratcliffe  Weil  was  born  in  the 
lap  of  luxury,  and  while  the  spoon  he 
sucked  was  not  entirely  silver,  Weil  pere 
might  have  easily  secured  many  such  for 
the  lad,  had  they  been  deemed  essential. 

Up  in  the  Canadian  timber  country, 
where  James  was  born,  his  Dad  was  con- 
sidered one  of  the  Big  Guns  in  the  lum- 
ber industry  and,  just  to  make  his  stand- 
ing secure,  controlled  a  large  part  of  the 
fur   trade. 

Apparently  well  sired,  the  lad  began 
to  show  signs  of  viciousness  late  in  the 
'teen  age,  just  about  the  time  that  col- 
lege, as  such,  had  begun  to  pall  and  his 
interest  turned  to  other  and  non-campus 
matters. 

"They're  crazy,"  the  father  exclaimed 
when  he  read  the  letter  complaining  of 
his  son's  conduct.  "They're  crazy  if  they 
say  our  boy  steals.  He  doesn't  need  to 
steal.  He's  got  everything  he  needs,  and 
more." 

So  a  hot  letter  went  back  to  the  col- 
lege and  the  boy  remained  in  status  quo, 
until  an  unusually  flagrant  violation 
made  his  expulsion  necessary.  Condemn- 
ing the  school  rather  than  his  son,  Weil 
Senior  placed  him  in  another  institution 
of  learning,  only  to  have  a  repetition  of 
the    affair    and    another    discharge    from 


school. 

It  was  summer  then  and  the  father 
overruled  his  son's  plea  for  a  travel  cruise, 
bringing  him  back  to  the  North  Woods 
instead.  It  was  on  the  lad's  arrival  home 
that  his  first  opportunity  and  its  rejec- 
tion  occurred. 

Just  about  this  time,  The  Salvation 
Army  was  making  a  strenuous  effort  to 
obtain  a  strong  foothold  in  the  Canadian 
Northwest  and  had  come  to  the  town 
wherein  the  Weils  lived  and  ruled.  Mrs. 
Weil,  a  pious  and  devout  Christian,  had 
taken  the  girl  officers  under  her  wing 
and  housed  them  in  the  family  abode. 
They  were  present  when  the  old  couple 
welcomed  the  errant  son  back  from 
school. 

'Lo  Moms.  'Lo  Dad."  The  youth 
breezed  into  the  place  to  meet  the  wel- 
come of  parental  hearts,  "Gee,  it's  going 
to  be  dead  up  here." 

It  hurt,  but  the  old  folks  were  game, 
and  did  not  expostulate.  Instead  they  fig- 
uratively killed  the  fatted  calf  and,  with 
great  rejoicing,  acclaimed  their  boy's  re- 
turn to  all  the  countryside. 

But  the  Salvationists  saw  the  thing 
and  sensed  the  hurt  and,  with  the  wisdom 
born  of  long  years  in  dealing  with  men, 
they  sought  to  point  James  to  the  path 
that  leads  to  God  and  better  things. 

"It's  all  right  for  the  rummies,"  he 
acknowledged.  "All  right  for  sick  people, 
maybe,  or  people  who  think  they're  going 
to  die.  But  I  don't  need  God  now.  He'll 
be  there  when  I  do  need  Him,  and  if  He's 
rot  there,  then  I'll  just  be  out  of  luck, 
that's  all." 

They  continued  to  try,  but  to  no  avail, 
and  thus  the  first  opportunity  slipped 
from  the  grasp  of  James  Ratcliffe  Weil. 

When  next  Weil  got  the  heavenly  in- 
vitation conditions  were  far  different. 
Many  years  had  passed  and  with  them  had 
passed  all  of  the  Weil  wealth,  all  of  the 
social  prestige  that  it  brought,  all  of  the 
opportunity   for   self-indulgence. 

When  the  last  remnants  of  his  dead 
father's  gold  had  been  dissipated,  Weil 
turned  to  fair  weather  cronies,  only  to 
find    them    cold. 

In  the  face  of  poverty  Weil  turned  to 
crime  and  was  caught  one  night  by  the 
police,  as  he  stood  above  the  bleeding 
body  of  a  bank  watchman  in  San  Fran- 
cisco. The  two  men  with  him  got  away, 
but  James  went  up  for  seven  years  and 
came  out  with  expert  knowledge  of  safe 
cracking.  All  Weil  needed  was  time  and 
a  little  leather  billy.  Stunned  watchmen 
need  no  watching. 


It  was  while  Weil  was  doing  that  first 
"stretch"  that  the  second  great  oppor- 
tunity came,  one  Sunday  night  as  the 
slanting  sunrays  cast  their  light  across 
the  prison  yard  through  crossed  cell  bars. 

There  had  been  chapel  meeting  in  the 
morning  and  everybody  went,  of  course. 
It  was  better  than  housing  up  in  the  cell- 
house  and  sometimes  there  were  elements 
of  fun  in  the  remarks  of  the  well-mean- 
ing, but  ofttimes  crude  folk  who  came 
for  a  thrill,  rather  than  to  bring  a  mes- 
sage. 

But  the  particular  Sunday  in  question 
the  meeting  was  held  by  the  Army.  They 
did  their  work  well,  too,  so  well  that 
Weil  carried  much  of  what  was  said  with 
him  all  day  and  far  into  the  night.  They 
had  given  him  a  little  Testament  to  read 
and  in  the  quiet  of  the  eventide  he  read: 

"Come  unto  me — and  I  will  give  you 
rest."  "My  Peace  I  leave  with  you,  My 
Peace  I  give  unto  you."  "For  God  so 
loved  the  world  that  He  gave  His  only 
begotten  Son — ."  Many  verses  he  read 
and  much  he  pondered  as  the  sunset  glow 
filled  his  tiny  cubicle.  Once,  looking  up 
from  the  book,  he  saw  the  filtered  sun- 
light forming  a  cross  where  it  struck  the 
wall  and  the  reflected  rays  seemed  to 
reach  out  toward  him,  like  the  arms  of 
a  dying  Savior.  Weil  could  almost  en- 
vision the  Golgothan  scene.  He  sat  en- 
tranced,  then — 

"Hell.  It's  all  the  bunk.  I  must  be 
goin'  nuts  to  act  like  this." 

Next  day,  after  a  heated  altercation 
with  one  of  the  guards,  and  a  terrific 
slugging,  Weil  was  put  in  solitary,  on 
bread  and  water.  When  he  came  out, 
ten  days  later,  the  great  toe  of  his  left 
foot  was  swelled  so  badly,  they  cut  it 
off,  to  prevent  a  spread  of  the  infection 
caused  by  rat  bite. 

So,  to  the  police  of  a  continent,  and 
to  the  underworld,  he  became  "The  Rat," 
and  in  a  score  of  daring  safe  robberies, 
The  Rat  left  a  trail  of  cracked  skulls, 
his  only  mark  of  identification.  Some  of 
them  almost  died,  but  none  did,  hence 
it  was  only  for  burglary  that  they  sen- 
tenced him  at  the  end  of  another  four 
years.  In  again,  and  this  time  for  a 
twenty-year  stretch,  found  The  Rat  al- 
most at  the  end  of  his  tether. 

However,  the  early  rugged  life  of  the 
woodsman  told  its  story,  and  The  Rat 
came  out  again,  with  several  years  off  for 
good  behavior,  bent  in  figure,  but  pos- 
sessing all  the  fiery  spirit  of  his  youth. 
He  possessed  another  thing,  too,  a  new 
spirit,  the  spirit  of  the  Christ,  the  saving 
spirit  that  came  one  morning  when  an- 
other Army  preacher  held  forth  at  the 
big  jail. 

By  that  time  The  Rat  had  learned 
that  Liberty  meant  service.  He  learned 
it  in  the  Brighter  Day  League,  and  in  the 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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CHARACTER 

(Continued  from  page  22) 
of   making   a   beautiful,   powerful,   Chris- 
tian  character.   It   is  by  attention  to   the 
minute  thoughts,  words,  and  deeds  of  ev- 
ery-day  life. 

However,  let  us  remember  that  such  a 
character  can  be  built  only  in  the 
strength  and  grace  of  Christ. — Selected. 


"I'm  John  Harper's  last  convert." 

Truly  that  was  making  the  last  mo- 
ments of  life  the  holy  ground  of  soul- 
winning.  For  the  momentous  work  of 
soul-winning  there  is  no  other  time  but 
now;  there  is  no  other  ground  but  the 
present,  upon  which  our  feet  can  stand. — 
James  M.  McConkcy. 


A  SOUL-WINNING  IN- 
CIDENT 

(Continued  from  page  20.) 
to  say.  But  he  laughed,  treated  the  in- 
cident as  a  joke,  and  said  the  matter  was 
easily  rectified.  "Just  dump  the  whole 
out  in  the  back  lane,  and  the  hat  will 
wipe  out  all  right."  Then  he  sought  to 
encourage  them  in  their  difficult  task. 
While  he  was  speaking  the  door  of  the 
mission  opened  and  a  string  of  men  lined 
in  and,  with  heads  down,  walked  up  to 
the  front.  There  they  stood  with  their 
hats  in  their  hands,  looking  the  picture 
of  misery.  Finally  one  acted  as  spokes- 
man for  the  crowd. 

"Mr.  Mcrritt,  we  used  you  dirty  mean 
this  morning.  No  one  ever  acted  more 
contemptible  than  we  did  to  you.  "We've 
come  in  to  say  how  sorry  we  are  and  to 
ask  you  if  you  can  forgive  us.  And  then, 
Mr.  Merritt,  we  would  like  to  know  your 
Savior.  We  men  would  like  to  be  saved." 

When  that  group  of  hardened  men 
knelt  in  that  mission  and  found  Christ 
that  morning,  it  was  not  because  they 
had  listened  to  a  great  sermon,  neither 
was  it  the  thunders  of  the  law  that  broke 
them,  nor  the  selection  of  touching  inci- 
dents and  moving  sentiments.  It  was  the 
manifestation  of  grace  in  the  life  of 
God's  servant  that  enabled  him  to  "re- 
joice  alway." 

And  the  pivotal  point  was  reached 
when  the  face  broke  into  the  sunshine  of 
a  smile  instead  of  into  the  darkness  of 
a  frown. 

But  behind  the  smile  was  the  indwell- 
ing love  of  Christ,  that  turned  this 
preacher's  predicament  into  a  soul  win- 
ning sequence. — The  Evangelical  Chris- 
tian.— The  Gospel   Herald. 


A  Soul  Winner 

(Continued  from  page  18.) 
over  the  water  again,  "Young  man,  arc 
you  saved  now?"  Again  the  young  man 
replied,  "No,  sir."  Again  the  voice  came 
back,  "Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
and  thou  shalt  be  saved."  Then  a  wave 
swept  over  the  speaker,  broke  his  grasp, 
and  he  went  down  to  death  in  a  watery 
grave.  "And  then,"  said  the  young  man, 
"with  two  miles  of  sea  underneath  me, 
I  believed  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  and 
was  saved."  Then  with  intense  earnestness, 
the  young  man  added  the  closing  sentence, 


The  Rat 

(Continued  from  page  23) 
Prison  Corps  that  was  formed  within  the 
institution;   in  the  command  of  the  Man 
who  said,   "Go  ye   into  all   the  world — " 

He  came  out,  paroled  to  The  Salvation 
Army  and  the  Army  found  a  job  for  him. 

By  day  he  worked  as  hard  as  a  sixty- 
year-old  might  be  expected  to  work  and 
by  night  he  held  forth  at  The  Salvation 
Army  Corps,  a  faithful  and  loyal  Soldier. 
His  testimony  rang  through  the  streets 
and  in  the  hall,  but  not  so  loud  as  rang 
the  silent  testimony  of  his  life. 

They  came  to  him  for  advice  those 
creatures  of  mischance  who  find  their 
livelihood  outside  the  law,  and  they  took 
the  advice  he  gave — occasionlly.  It's  hard 
to  convince  a  prosperous  crook  that  he 
is  wrong.  But  occasionally  they  did  take 
it  and  those  were  glory  times  for  The 
R — ,  rather  let's  call  him  "Jimmie,"  the 
name   they   gave   him   at   the   Corps. 

One  day  they  took  Jimmie  out  to 
where  the  city  quits  and  the  country 
land  begins,  out  where  the  little  mounds 
stand  through  the  years,  awaiting  the 
"Coming  Day."  He  went  out  quietly, 
peacefully  and  very  happy. 

"I'm  glad  to  go,  Adjutant,"  he  said  to 
the  friend  who  held  his  hand.  "I've  been 
a  long  time  away  from  home  and  in  my 
Father's  house  are  many  mansions.  May- 
be I  won't  get  a  mansion.  Guess  I've  no 
right  to  expect  that,  after  the  life  I've 
lived.  But  if  He'll  just  let  me  inside 
where  I  can  walk  along  and  hear  the 
music,  maybe  sometimes  get  a  chance  to 
look  over  the  heads  of  the  crowd  and  see 
His  face,  I  reckon  that'll  be  about  all  I'll 
ask. 

" — And,  He  promised  He'd  take  me 
in.'' 

And   He   did. 

DOES  IT  MATTER  WHAT  WE 
READ? 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
courage.  The  battles  of  life  are  often 
fierce;  it  takes  real  courage  to  face  them. 
We  can  either  be  overcome  by  this  life 
or  we  can  overcome  life.  The  experiences 
of  Daniel,  Joan  of  Arc,  and  Bunyan  in- 
spire us  to  courage.  Read  only  literature 
that  leads  us  to  pure  thinking  and  living. 
There  is  one  Book — the  Book  of  books — 
the  Bible  which  all  young  people  should 
make  a  special  daily  subject  of  study.  It 
is  a  means  of  intellectual  and  mental  cul- 


ture. It  is  inspired  by  God,  and  the  youm 
people's  guide  through  the  perplexities  o; 
life  until  we  reach  heaven.  This  Book  ii 
the  greatest  of  all  books  of  the  world 
There  are  hosts  of  religious  books  or 
Christian  experience,  development  anc 
teaching  in  sanctification  and  faith  anc 
on  other  lines. 

RESULTS  OF  IMPURE  READING 
Many  people  are  very  fond  of  reading 
and  can  read  by  the  hour.  We  are  to  be 
temperate  in  reading  like  in  everything 
else.  Those  who  are  fond  of  reading  are 
more  apt  to  read  anything  and  every- 
thing. It  may  be  well  after  reading  ; 
book  to  examine  in  what  state  of  mine 
you  lay  it  down.  Has  it  attempted  tc 
abate  your  admiration  and  reverence  foi 
that  which  is  great  and  good?  Has  it  de- 
filed the  imagination  with  that  which  i; 
loathsome  and  shocked  the  heart?  Has  it 
disturbed  the  sense  of  right  and  wrong 
which  the  Creator  has  implanted  into  the 
human  soul?  Has  it  admitted  anything 
into  the  mind  that  will  break  our  com- 
munion with  God?  Has  it  left  a  memory 
that  may  draw  a  trail  of  stain  after  it 
forever?  Exclude  all  books  which  are 
tainted  with  impurity,  we  cannot  afford 
to  read  a  vile  book.  Remember,  every- 
thing we  read  leaves  its  impression  upon 
our  inner  life  and  makes  its  enduring 
mark  upon  our  character.  There  are 
books  free  from  immoral  taint  but  are 
frivolous  and  empty  and  teach  nothing, 
give  no  upward  impulse,  furnish  no  food 
for  thought,  add  nothing  to  the  store  of 
knowledge.  They  destroy  all  taste  for 
things  solid  and  substantial.  Many  contin- 
ued stories  in  magazines  and  papers  are 
very  harmful.  No  young  Christian  can 
feed  his  mind  on  the  husks  of  modern 
fiction  and  at  the  same  time  grow  in 
grace  and  in  the  knowledge  of  Christ. 
Many  books  have  a  good  moral  but  have 
harmful  reading  with  it.  One  would, 
have  to  swallow  a  lot  of  chaff  to  get  the 
kernel.  The  devil  has  captured  manyj 
readers  to  evil,  and  led  their  way  to  eter- 
nal death.  It  would  be  well  if  the  verse  in 
Acts  19:19  were  carried  out  today  with 
all  the  trashy  literature,  where  at  Ephesusl 
the  people  brought  their  books  together! 
and  made  a  bonfire  of  them. 


Yearbooks  For  Xmas  Presents 

We  are  now  offering  193  5  Yearbook: 
for  sale  at  2  5  cents  each.  These  will  make 
wonderful  Christmas  presents.  They  give 
much  splendid  information  that  minis- 
ters. Christian  workers,  and  Y.  P.  E 
leaders  should  have. 

This  book  contains  pictures  of  some 
of  the  leading  men  of  the  Church,  tht 
Editor's  picture,  and  pictures  from  some 
of    our    mission    fields. 

Any  one  will  appreciate  this  splendic 
book. 
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Looking  Toward  Sunset 
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If,  when  at  last,  the  night  shall  begin  to  fall,  and  the  things  which  now 
seem  so  important  shall  all  have  been  left  behind,  and  the  Master's  voice 
shall  be  heard  saying:  "The  day  is  done.  The  work  is  finished.  Lay  down 
the  burden.  It  will  soon  be  time  to  go  to  sleep" ; 

if,  in  that  hour,  I  can  remember  that  among  the  toilers  in  the  field  I  have 
tried  to  do  a  man's  part;  that  when  the  sun  was  withering  I  have  not 
shirked  my  stint;  that  when  another  has  grown  weary,  I  have  tried  to 
speak  a  word  of  hope,  and  to  lend  a  hand  which  would  help  and  never 
hinder; 

if  I  can  feel  that  in  my  work  I  have  known  how  to  sing,  and  because  of 
that,  have  taught  others  to  sing,  too;  if  I  can  know  that  in  my  heart  I 
have  cherished  hatred  toward  no  human  being,  but,  seeking  to  be  like  Him, 
have  tried  to  forgive  as  I  would  wish  to  be  forgiven,  and  to  judge  chari- 
tably of  others'  feelings  as  I  would  want  them  to  judge  of  mine;  then,  what- 
ever mistakes  may  have  been  made,  I  can  lie  down  and  sleep  as  peacefully 
as  the  little  child  at  evening  time,  who,  with  the  mother's  touch  upon  its 
hand,  passes  into  slumber,  knowing  that  all  is  well;  that  there  is  One 
watching  beside  me,  who  "neither  slumbers  nor  sleeps,"  and  that  when  I 
shall  awaken  it  will  be  to  find  myself  in  the  Old  Home,  surrounded  by 
those  whom  I  have  learned  to  love,  and  that  it  shall  be  morning. 

— The  late  Dr.  George  T.  Dowling,  in  The  Churchman. 
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cThy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  un- 
to my  path/'  Psalm  119:105 
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The     LIGHTED     P  AT  HW  AY 

^he  Editor's    ^Message 


February,  1937 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  Bless  You. 

Well,  Christmas  holidays  are  over  and 
the  new  year  is  on  its  way.  How  lightly 
and  swiftly  it  skips  along,  and  we  will 
soon  be  sending  you  our  February  issue 
of  the  paper,  as  we  publish  about  the 
15  th  of  each  month.  I  wonder  how  ev- 
ery one  likes  the  24-page  paper.  I  think 
our  message  to  you  this  month  will  be 
about  the  larger  and  better  paper.  Things 
that  are  worth  while  never  stand  still, 
and  we  must  move  up  occasionally  if  we 
consider  our  work  among  the  worth 
while   things   of   this   world. 

Now  I  did  not  have  the  response  to 
this  larger  paper  that  I  had  hoped  to 
have,  but  we  are  not  discouraged,  be- 
cause it  has  been  Christmas  season  and 
all  interest  has  been  centered  in  this 
festive  time,  but  I  must  have  a  heart 
to   heart   talk  with  you   this  month. 

First,  we  want  you  to  know  that  we 
have  no  backing  in  this  work  except  God 
and  you  as  instruments  in  His  hands. 
There  is  no  organization  back  of  us  to 
pay  the  bill  if  you  do  not  pay  it.  The  re- 
sponsibility rests  entirely  on  us  if  you  do 
not  co-operate  in  financing  this  work. 
Some  have  written  in  saying  they  were 
proud  of  the  larger  paper  and  they  en- 
joyed it  but  did  not  say,  I  will  co-operate 
with  you  to  keep  it  that  way. 

We  are  sure  our  people  do  not  dream 
of  the  expense  of  publishing  this  paper. 
Recently  some  of  our  Bible  School  stu- 
dents came  into  our  office  and  we  were 
talking  over  the  paper  work.  I  found 
they  had  no  idea  that  the  publishing  of 
this  paper  costs  what  it  does,  and  they 
opened  their  eyes  big  when  I  told  them. 
Of  course,  this  addition  of  eight  pages  is 
a  big  expense,  but  we  want  you  to  have 
it,  if  you  are  willing  to  co-operate  with 
us  on  the  field.  Of  course,  it  means 
more  work  for  us  but  we  are  willing  to 
sacrifice  to  be  a  blessing  to  those  who 
take  the  paper.  We  are  not  raising  the 
price  but  are  depending  on  you  to  help 
us  meet  the  need. 

There  is  no  doubt  about  the  paper  be- 
ing a  blessing  to  those  who  read  it.  The 
many  wonderful  testimonies  that  come 
to  us  from  time  to  time  have  already 
convinced  us  of  this  fact.  If  you  will 
read  the  Exchange  Page  each  month  you 
will    soon    be    convinced    also. 

Recently  a  young  woman,  a  Bible 
student,  came  into  our  office  and  gave 
us  much  encouragement.  She  said,  "I 
want  you  to  know  if  I  ever  amount  to 
anything  as  a  worker  in  the  vineyard  of 
the  Lord,  I  will  owe  much  of  it  to  the 
inspiration  I  have  received  from  reading 
the   Lighted    Pathway    when      I    was      at 


home."  Another  student,  a  young  man, 
recently  gave  the  same  testimony.  He 
said,  "Many  times  I  have  been  ready  to 
give  up  when  the  paper  would  come  and 
I  would  be  inspired  to  go  on."  Perhaps 
thousands  could  give  the  same  testi- 
mony. Many  of  them  do  through  the 
Exchange  Page.  If  this  be  the  case,  what 
greater  work  could  we  do  toward  win- 
ning souls  for  Christ  than  to  place  this 
little  messenger  in  the  hands  of  the  peo- 
ple? It  is  high  time  that  we  are  awaken- 
ing from  our  sleep  to  see  what  the 
printed   page   means   to   the   world. 

We  want  you,  as  young  people,  to  pay 
strict  attention  to  the  Reading  Page, 
which  we  hope  to  make  very  interesting 
in  the  next  few  months.  We  want  you 
to  co-operate  with  us  in  this  work  of  in- 
spiring our  young  people  to  read  good 
literature.  If  you  could  know  what  the 
enemies  of  the  cross  of  Christ  are  doing 
these  days  to  put  anti-religious  literature 
in  their  hands,  it  would  frighten  you  to 
activity  along  this  line.  Below  we  are 
giving  you  some  of  these  facts.  You  will 
see  that  the  devil  is  not  sitting  around 
dreaming.  He  is  busy. 

There  are  610  national  communist  and 
affiliated  organizations,  with  thousands 
of  state  and  local  branches  in  excited  re- 
volutionary action  in  the  United  States 
today. 

There  are  over  3  00  communist  news- 
papers and  magazines,  printed  in  all  lan- 
guages, circulated  regularly,  some  daily 
and  some  weekly,  in  the  United  States  to- 
day. 

There  are  millions  of  books  and  pam- 
phlets issued  on  thousands  of  perverting, 
communist,  socialist,  atheist  and  other 
destructive  subjects  in  the  United  States 
every  year. 

There  are  thousands  of  atheist  Sunday 
Schools,  theater  groups,  art  groups,  film 
movements,  summer  camps,  college  chap- 
ters, and  foreigners'  communist  clubs  in 
the  United  States,  all  teaching  revolu- 
tionary spirit  and  tactics.  They  are  de- 
termined to  train  up  children  and  young 
people  to  be  haters  of  religion,  morality, 
good  government,  and  loyalty,  and  make 
of  them  enemies  of  all  that  we  hold  dear 
and  safe.  No  wonder  that  there  are  so 
many  criminals  of  tender  age. 

What  shall  we  do  about  it?  Shall  we 
sit  idly  by  and  let  the  devil  chloroform 
us?  That  is  what  he  is  doing.  Recently 
we  had  a  letter  from  a  young  man  ask- 
ing what  price  we  could  supply  the 
Lighted  Pathways  in  large  numbers,  for 
they  were  hoping  to  put  them  into  the 
hospitals,  jails,  and  other  places  where 
needed.      This      is      the      idea.      This      is 


what  should  be  done  everywhere. 
But  you  say  the  paper  is  too  high.  Yes, 
it  is  too  high  and  it  grieves  us  to  think 
it  is,  but  we  cannot  lower  the  price  until 
the  folks  wake  up  to  the  fact  that  we 
must  have  an  increase  in  circulation  to 
enable  us  to  do  so.  If  every  reader  and 
admirer  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  would 
consent  to  send  in  one  subscriber  each 
month,  either  pay  for  it  themselves  or 
solicit  from  some  one  else,  we  would 
soon  go  over  the  top  and  be  able  to  low- 
er the  price  of  papers  until  they  could 
be  distributed  everywhere.  Men  and 
women  would  be  saved  and  inspired 
through  your  efforts.  Do  you  not  think 
that  $12.00  per  year  spent  in  this  way 
would  bring  you  a  rich  harvest?  At  least 
our   Y.    P.    E's   could   easily   do   this. 

Last  month  on  page  21  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  you  found  an  appeal 
to  the  Y.  P.  E's  for  your  co-operation 
in  this  way.  Sister  Eva  Martin,  Ephrata, 
Pa.  wrote  first,  saying:  Sister  Harrison, 
depend  on  me  for  one  subscription  each 
month.  How  many  more  will  follow  her 
example?  There  are  many  boys  and  girls 
in  need  of  just  what  is  found  in  this  pa- 
per. Some  time  ago  we  were  in  a  certain 
holiness  home  where  there  was  a  young 
man.  On  Sunday  morning  this  young 
man  lay  all  morning  reading  a  ten  cent 
novel.  His  parents  were  ashamed  and 
apologized.  I  said,  "What  kind  of  Chris- 
tian literature  do  you  have  in  the  home 
for  him  to  read?"  They  confessed  they 
had    been    careless   about    this    matter. 

But  you  say  my  daughter  or  my  son 
wouldn't  read  it  if  it  were  in  the  home. 
Try  them  and  see.  At  any  rate  you  will 
have  done  your  part. 

That  man  or  woman,  boy  or  girl  in 
your  church  whom  you  are  praying  for 
might  be  won  for  Christ  in  this  way. 
Many  times  a  message  can  be  carried  in- 
to the  home  by  the  postman  when  you 
could  not  do  it  personally. 

Oh,  can  we  not  stir  your  hearts  to  co- 
operate with  us  in  this  great  work?  Will 
you  not  carry  your  corner? 

We'll  be  praying  that  when  this  mes- 
sage reaches  you  that  you  will  be  so  in 
touch  with  God  that  you  will  respond  to 
His  call.  Please  do  not  let  this  subscrip- 
tion plan  hinder  our  Gideons.  We  need 
both  to  meet  the  need  at  this  time. 
Work  on  Gideons,  you  are  doing  a  good 
work.  God  bless  you. 

Circulation ,    circulation, 
Is   just  what  we  need. 
If  you'll  Ijelp  us  do  it. 
You'll   be  a   friend  indeed. 


February,  1937 
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For  His  Glory 

Note:   This  story  is  being  reprinted  from  June  issue,    1931,  by  request.   Some  have 
asked  that   it  be  published  in   tract   form. 


Louanna's  head  was  bent  industriously 
over  her  ancient  history,  but  she  was  not 
studying.  Her  thoughts  were  far  away 
from  the  schoolroom. 

Outside,  the  yellow  heaven,  touched  by 
frost,  swayed  and  murmured,  as  the 
wind  moved  gently  thru  the  branches  of 
the  huge  cottonwood  tree  that  stood  by 
the   schoolroom    window. 

Louanna  disliked  fifth-hour  study — 
she  was  tired  and  hungry  by  then. 
Moreover,  Amy  Allen  sat  in  front  of 
her.  It  took  all  the  kindness  of  Louanna's 
heart  to  be  nice  to  Amy,  who  just  now 
was  industriously  rouging  her  already  red 
cheeks  and  touching  with  scarlet  her 
pink  lips. 

Louanna's  fair  skin  and  red  lips,  un- 
touched by  rouge,  seemed  fairer  by  con- 
trast with  Amy's  gilded  face.  Her  brown 
hair,  which  she  had  never  bobbed,  was 
coiled  in  smooth  bands  across  her  head. 
She  gazed  around  the  room.  She  was  the 
only  long-haired  girl  in  it.  There  were  a 
few  others  in  school,  but  none  in  the 
fifth-hour  study.  She  stood  out  among 
the  others  as  a  lily  would  stand  out  in  a 
bouquet   of  scarlet   cannas. 

Usually  she  did  not  care — but  to-day! 
Even  though  she  ranked  among  the  first 
in  her  class,  Amy  always  made  her  feel 
that  she  was  an  outsider — a  stranger,  a 
bit  of  a  freak!  Only  that  morning  she 
had  overheard  her  say  to  Delbert  Ross, 
as  she  passed  them  loitering  in  the  hall, 

"Oh,  Louanna!  She  is  a  little  Polly 
Prim.  Needs  to  be  given  a  poke  and 
brought  to  life."  She  did  not  hear  Del- 
bert's  reply.  If  she  had  but  heard  it,  she 
would  not  have  minded  Amy's  sly  thrust. 

"Louanna  is  the  prettiest  girl  in  our 
class,"  he  had  responded  loyally,  "the 
prettiest  and  the  smartest,  too.  She 
doesn't  need  all  that  calcimine  some  of 
you  girls  spread  on." 

"Does  it  really  pay,"  Louanna  won- 
dered, "to  dress  and  act  womanly?" 
Maybe  the  boys  liked  girls  of  Amy's  style 
better.  Amy  not  only  rouged,  and  rolled 
her  hose,  but  even  boasted  that  she  took 
a  puff  of  her  boy  friend's  cigarette  oc- 
casionally. 

Louanna  liked  Delbert  Ross.  It  had 
been  a  real  ordeal  to  come  from  a  tiny 
school  like  the  one  at  Clearwater  into 
a  large  school  like  this  one  at  "Wade,  and 
he  had  been  friendly  and  helpful  while 
she  was  "learning  the  ropes."  She  re- 
called how  glad  she  had  been  when  Fri- 
day night  came,  to  see  his  friendly  face 
at  young  people's  meeting.  She  was 
thinking  now  of  how  he  had  said  after 
the  service, 


"Miss  Lewis,  I  am  so  glad  to  know 
that  you  are  coming  with  us.  I  surely 
like  to  hear  you  sing." 

"But  girls  like  Amy  always  seem  to 
get  anything  they  want,"  she  thought. 
"Maybe  I  am  too  prim,  too  careful,  too 
old-fashioned." 

It  was  no  wonder  that  Louanna  failed 
in  her  history  recitation  that  day.  All  she 
could  see  was  Delbert 's  brown  head  lean- 
ing over  Amy's  fair  one,  and  all  she 
could  hear  was  "Polly  Prim,  Polly  Prim." 
Miss  Lane,  her  history  teacher,  looked  at 
her  closely  and  decided  the  girl  must  be 
ill.  Her  cheeks  were  flushed  crimson  and 
her  eyes  were  stormy.  Miss  Lane  ap- 
preciated Louanna.  She  was  so  dainty  and 
sweet,  a  real  relief  to  any  one's  eyes.  Few 
of  the  senior  girls  were  so  natural  and 
unspoiled. 

Louanna  had  her  life  all  planned.  She 
had  confided  to  Miss  Lane  that  she  in- 
tended to  become  a  singing  evangelist. 
Her  voice,  a  real  gift,  was  to  be  given  to 
her  Master  in  song.  It  had  not  seemed 
a  difficult  thing  back  in  the  little  church 
at  home  to  promise  God  to  use  her  talent 
for  him.  But  here  in  the  big  city  school 
and  church  Louanna  was  fighting  her 
first  real  battle.  There  was  a  sincere  de- 
sire in  her  heart  to  serve  and  please  her 
Lord,  but  the  influence  all  about  her 
was  adverse.  Her  schoolmates,  nearly  all 
of  them,  were  frivolous  and  worldly. 
Deep  down  in  her  heart  she  never  wav- 
ered, but  at  times  the  temptation  to  be, 
to  do,  and  to  say  things  not  consistent 
with  her  stand  for  Christ  almost  over- 
whelmed her.  What  could  it  matter? 
Were  not  many  of  the  girls  who  seemed 
to  enjoy  these  questionable  things  Chris- 
tians? 

She  walked  home  that  afternoon,  her 
mind  in  a  turmoil.  Up  to  her  pretty  room 
she  went,  and  at  her  desk  she  faced  the 
question.  Resolutely  she  marshaled  the 
facts.  If  she  held  to  her  resolve  to  be  a 
real  Christian,  she  foresaw  that  she 
would  always  be  a  little  lonely.  But  a 
voice  whispered  to  her,  "I  will  never 
leave  thee,  nor  forsake  thee."  She  knew 
she  would  be  compelled  to  forego  many 
things  that  the  young  people  all  about 
her  called  pleasures.  She  would  always 
be  a  little  "different"  and  be  thought 
"queer,"  the  tempter  warned  her. 

Then  came  the  thought  that  she  would 
at  least  have  peace  and  rest,  her  con- 
science would  not  flay  her  as  it  had  done 
all  day.  She  would  not  be  constantly  de- 
fending herself  and  her  actions  to  her- 
self. She  visioned  the  joy  she  would  ex- 
perience as  she  saw  others  swayed  by  her 


messages  in  song  and  pointed  to  her  Sav- 
ior. Her  eyes  stung  as  tears  gathered  be- 
hind the  lids. 

For  a  long  time  she  battled  with  her 
conscience.  She  knew  that  the  class  party 
next  week  would  be  a  crucial  test  for 
her.  It  was  to  be  a  dance.  Louanna  could 
hear  the  strains  of  jazz  as  she  sat  in  her 
quiet  room.  She  knew  the  kind  of  music 
they  would  have.  She  felt  that  her  Lord 
would  never  have  gone  to  such  a  place. 

But  she  wanted  to  go — her  dress  was 
ready.  She  looked  at  it  as  it  hung  on  the 
hanger.  Flimsy,  dainty,  and  pink  as  an 
apple  blossom's  heart  it  was,  and  she 
knew  it  would  bring  out  the  tint  of  her 
cheeks  and  make  her  brown  eyes  deeper. 

She  had  felt  sure  that  Delbert  Ross 
would  ask  to  take  her  to  the  party.  She 
felt  sure  she  could  not  say  she  was  not 
going.  She  did  not  want  to  dance.  She 
had  not  cared  to  dance  since  she  had 
consecrated  her  life  and  talent  to  God. 
But  she  did  want  to  go  if  Delbert  asked 
her. 

Suddenly  she  dropped  to  her  knees  by 
her  bed.  When  she  arose,  her  eyes  were 
wet,  but  a  smile  of  victory  was  en  her 
lips.  Her  decision  was  made.  She  was  go- 
ing to  be  true  to  Christ,  to  her  best 
ideals,  and  to  the  vow  she  had  made. 

"Louanna,"  called  her  mother,  "tele- 
phone for  you."  She  ran  lightly  down- 
stairs, took  the  receiver  off  the  hook, 
and  instantly  Delbert's  voice  came  to  her. 

"Hello,  Delbert,"  she  answered.  And 
then  came  the  invitation  she  had  been  ex- 
pecting. 

Louanna  hesitated,  and  as  she  did  so, 
the  longing  to  go  came  back  like  a  flood. 
Forgotten  was  the  vow  she  had  made, 
forgotten  her  recent  decision.  She  only  re- 
membered that  she  wanted  most  awfully 
the  good  will  of  this  boy,  and  the  ap- 
proval of  her  mates. 

"Yes,  Delbert,  I  shall  be  glad  to  go." 

"Click,"  went  his  receiver,  and  in- 
stantly to  Louanna  came  a  heavy  feel- 
ing of  doubt.  If  she  only  had  not  hesi- 
tated! 

"Who  called  you?"  Mother  wanted  to 
know. 

"It  was  Delbert  Ross;  he  wants  to 
come  by  and  take  me  to  the  class  party," 
Louanna   returned  slowly. 

"Will  there  be  dancing,  dear?"  her 
mother  asked. 

"Ye-es,"  returned  Louanna. 

Mother  just  said,  "O  Louanna!"  and 
went  on  about  her  work.  The  week  sped 
by.  The  big  night  came.  Louanna, 
flushed  and  radiant  in  her  new  dress, 
met  Delbert  at  the  door.  He  came  in  to 
greet  her  mother,  promising  to  get  Lou- 
anna home  at  a  reasonable  hour.  Then 
they  were  off.  Louanna,  although  she 
could  not  rid  herself  of  the  unhappy 
memory  of  mother's  eyes,  was  radiant. 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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BIBLE  LESSONS 

Juniors,  Juniors,  We  Are 
Juniors! 

(Tune    of    "Battle  Hymn  of  Republic") 


Good  morning    (or  evening),   everybody, 
we  are  glad  that  you  are  here; 

Now   remember  you  are  welcome  here — 
we  want  to  make  it  clear; 

You  will  find  from  us  each  day  through- 
out this  happy  year 

A  welcome  hand  for  you! 

Chorus: 
Juniors,   Juniors,  we   are  Juniors! 
Juniors,  Juniors,  we  are  Juniors! 
Juniors,  Juniors,  we  are  Juniors! 
A    welcome   hand   for  you! 

We  are  always  working  for  our  Y.  P.  E. 

you  know, 
Doing   what    we   can    for   Jesus;      trying 

good  seed  to  sow. 
You   can   see  around   each   day  the  many 

tasks  that  we  can  do; 

May  we  count  now  on  you? 

Chorus 

Workers,  workers,  we  are  workers! 

Workers,  workers,  we  are  workers! 

Workers,  workers,  we  are  workers! 

May  we  now  count  on  you? 

We  have  a  smile  for  you  and  you  where- 

ever  you  may  be; 
Try  to  smile  and  laugh  with  us  today 

and  all  your  frowns  will  flee; 
We  are  making  all  our  hearts  and   faces 

bright  with  merry   glee; 
We  have  a   smile   for  you. 

Chorus 

Smilers,   smilers,   we   are  smilers! 

Smilers,   smilers,   we   are   smilers! 

Smilers,   smilers,   we   are  smilers! 

We  have  a  smile  for  you! 

— Leslie  E.  Dunk/77 

Lesson  Outline 

DO  YOU  NOT  WANT  TO  BE?— 
Like  Isaac,  Obedient — Love,     his  watch- 
word. 
Like  Joseph,   Pure — Truth,  his  girdle. 
Like  Moses,  Faithful — Faith,  his  shield. 
Like    Samuel,    Prayerful — The    Spirit,    his 

Teacher. 
Like  David,  Courageous — The  Word,  his 

sword. 
Like    Solomon,      Wise — The      Bible,      his 

guide. 
Like   Daniel,    Temperate — Self-denial,    his 

habit. 
Like   Ruth,   Loyal — To   friends  and   God. 
Like    Dorcas — Doing    good    deeds. 
God,  your  Father  Jesus,  your  Savior 


Heaven,    your    home — Eternal    life, 

portion. 
A  crown  of  Victory,  your  reward. 


your 


Conversion 

Matt.    18:3 
What  is  it  to  be  converted? 

To  love  Jesus 

To  be  good 

To  be  a   Christian 

To  have  our  sins  forgiven 

To  be  made  a  child  of  God 

To  come  to  Jesus 

To  turn — be  turned — toward  God. 
Who  has  something  to  do  that  a  child 
may  be  converted? 

The  child 

God 
What  must  the  child  do? 

Repent    (be  sorry  for  his  sins). 

Pray    (for  forgiveness). 

Believe    (what    God   has    said.    e.    g. 

1  John   1:19). 

Be  good 
What   will   God  do? 

Give  the  Holy  Spirit    (to  help  in  all 

the   child's  efforts   to   turn). 

Forgive    (take   away  our   sins). 

Adopt    (make  him  a  child). 
Why   should   we  be  converted? 

God   commands    it   in   our   scripture 

lesson. 

To  be  made  happy  on  earth. 

To  be  saved  in  heaven. 

To  help  our  friends  to  Christ.  Acts 

26:18. 
What   is   the  best   time   to   be   converted? 

Childhood 

Now 
Have  you  been  converted? 

Lesson  Two 

SECOND  BEATITUDE 

Blessed  are  they  that  mourn,  for  they 
shall   be  comforted. 

Who    is    blessed?    They    that       mourn. 

What  are  some  of  the  things  we  mourn 
for? 

Our  sins,  the  sins  of  others,  loss  of 
wealth,  health,   friends. 

What  are  we  promised? 

"They  shall   be  comforted." 

(A)  We  shall  be  comforted  because 
we  know  that  sorrow  and  trouble  are 
not  always  a  mark  for  God's  displeasure. 
Example:  Job. 

(B)  Sometimes  it  is  for  our  discipline 
and  to  show  God's  love.  Heb.   12:6. 

(C)  No  loss,  no  sickness,  poverty, 
death,  no  sin  at  all  in  heaven. 

(D)  Jesus  will  be  with  us  to  comfort 
and  bless  if  we  trust  Him. 


The  Loving  Invitation 

Song— "JESUS  LOVES  ME." 
Today  we  will  "have  church"  as  big 
people  do.  I  will  be  the  minister,  and  you 
will  act  as  nicely  as  if  you  were  forty  or 
fifty  years  old.  But  I  have  sometimes 
seen  old  people  fast  asleep  in  church, 
and  as  I  want  you  to  keep  awake, 
I  will  ask  you  to  help  me  preach  the 
sermon. 

How  many  will  promise  to  help  me  all 
they  can?  (Hands)  Well  there  are  four 
things  you  can  do  to  help  me,  and  I  will 
write  them  on  the  blackboard  so  you  will 
not  forget  them. 

1.  Listen  (When  I  speak). 

2.  Look    (When   I   write). 

3.  Speak    (When  I  ask  you  to). 

4.  Remember    (What  you  learn). 
(Write  the  four  underscored  words  on 

blackboard.)  Now  tell  me  what  you  are 
to  do.  (Have  children  repeat  the  four 
words  several   times.) 

What  do  you  listen  with?    (Ears). 

What  do  you  look  with?    (Eyes). 

What   do   you  speak  with?    (Tongue). 

What  do  you  remember  with?  (Mind). 
(Erase  all  from  the  board.) 

What  does  the  minister  do  before  he 
begins  to  preach?  (Tells  what  his  text 
is.)  Well,  I  will  tell  you  first  what  my 
text  is.  (Put  on  the  blackboard  and  have 
it  repeated  several   times.) 

Text,  Matthew,  chapter  11,  verse     2  8. 

My  text  has  only  three  words  in  it 
but  they  are  very  loving  words  from  a 
very  loving  friend,  and  we  will  learn, 
1.  What  He  says,  2.  Who  He  is,  3.  To 
whom  He  speaks,  4.  Why  He  speaks. 

The  first  word  is  one  of  the  sweetest 
ever  spoken,  and  I  am  sure  you  can 
remember  it. 

Write  on  the  blackboard  the  words,  so 
as  gradually  to  work  out  diagram  as  at 
end  of  this  lesson.) 

What  He  says.  Come. 

Where  are  we  to  come?   Unto  Me. 

But  so  many  voices  call.  Come  unto 
Me. 

Do  we  not  have  to  be  careful  who 
calls? 

Who  is  this  calling?  Jesus. 

If  Jesus  calls,  is  it  safe  to  follow  Him? 
It   is   always   safe. 

We  also  want  to  know,  to  whom  is 
He  speaking?  To  children,  to  sinners.  He 
says,  whosoever  will. 

Why  come?  He  can  forgive  your  sins. 

When  come?  Now  is  the  acceptable 
time.  "Now  is  the  day  of  salvation." 

Seek  ye  the  Lord  while  He  may  be 
found,  call  ye  upon  Him  while  He  is 
near. 

Close  with  prayer  for  the  children's 
salvation. 

When  the  lesson  is  finished  the  outline 
on  the  blackboard  will  be  as  follows: 
Text:   Matt.    11:28. 

(Continued  on  p^ge   14) 
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CHILD  TRAINING 

(Continued  from   last  issue) 

BY  THE  EDITOR 

I  believe  we  promised  to  continue  our 
article  on  home  training  in  this  issue  of 
our  paper.  We  are  not  sorry,  for  we  love 
to  write  on  this  wonderful  subject.  The 
future  of  our  church  and  our  nation  lies 
in  the  training  of  our  youth.  We  count 
it  a  wonderful  privilege  to  have  a  part 
in  the  inspiration  of  the  fathers  and 
mothers  along  this  line.  And  before  we 
began  this  article  we  asked  God  to  use 
us  as  a  little  instrument  for  this  pur- 
pose. 

In  last  month's  issue,  I  believe,  we  left 
our  chi:dren  at  the  age  of  six  and  seven 
years.  This  is  a  serious  time  in  the  lives 
of  your  children.  You  may  not  think  so, 
but  the  Catholic  Church  tells  us  that  if 
you  give  them  a  child  until  they  are 
around  that  age,  they  will  not  fear  him 
ever  departing  from  the  faith.  This 
should  startle  us  into  action  of  some 
kind  to  be  up  and  doing  to  care  for  and 
teach  our  children. 

I  shall  not  forget  my  own  experience 
when  around  that  age.  I  had  the  dearest 
father  and  mother  in  the  world.  They  are 
both  gone  now  to  a  better  land.  I  like 
to  think  of  them  and  long  for  the  time 
to  come  when  I  shall  see  them  on  the 
other  shore;  but  they  lived  in  a  time 
when  people  thought  the  longer  you  kept 
a  child  in  ignorance  of  the  serious  side 
of  life,  the  more  successful  was  their 
training,  and  some  of  that  kind  of  peo- 
ple still  live.  However,  some  of  us  are 
awakening  to  the  fact  that  the  story  of 
life  and  other  important  subjects  should 
be  brought  to  our  children  in  a  sacred 
way.  I  did  not  get  my  information  from 
my  parents  but  from  a  schoolmate.  Yes, 
in  a  whispering  way  as  though  the  very 
subject  was  disgraceful  and  was  not  for 
children  to  know."  As  I  grew  a  little  older 
I  could  readily  see  many  dangerous  peri- 
ods I  passed  through  in  my  ignorance, 
but  God  had  His  hand  on  me  and  kept 
me  by  His  power.  Thank  God. 

It  must  have  been  that  God  saw  down 
in  the  future  that  He  would  use  me  to 
help  other  young  people  along  the  way. 
For  while  yet  in  my  teens  I  began  to  re- 
solve what  I  would  do  if  I  ever  reared  a 
family.  I  should  tell  them  the  secrets  of 
life  from  my  own  mother  lips  and  not 
leave  them  for  those  with  unclean 
thoughts.  Along  with  that  I  resolved 
that  if  I  ever  reared  a  family     I  would 


not  teach  them  there  was  a  Santa  Claus, 
for  in  my  disappointment  in  finding 
there  was  no  Santa  Claus,  I  wondered  if 
there  was  not  a  doubt  about  a  Jesus,  since 
the  same  loving  parents  had  taught  me 
the  story  of  Jesus  who  had  also  taught 
me  of  a  Santa  Claus,  so  my  three  chil- 
dren have  grown  up  without  a  Santa.  I 
do  not  think  that  any  child  ever  had 
happier  times  at  Christmas  than  my  chil- 
dren did,  and  I  am  sure  they  will  tell  you 
so.  I  talked  to  them  but  I  let  them  know 
who  Santa  was.  No  deceiving  the  children 
by  parents  will  ever  pay. 

Now  back  to  the  question  of  teaching 
children  the  secrets  of  life.  Some  parents 
feel  that  a  very  you^g  child  cannot  safe- 
ly be  taught  these  things.  It  is  according 
to  the  way  they  have  been  brought  up 
to  that  time.  If  you  have  been  a  pal  to 
them  and  kept  their  confidence  they  can 
be  told  at  a  very  early  age.  And  now  for 
my  own  experience.  I  knew  it  was  dan- 
gerous to  start  a  child  to  school  without 
giving  him  the  proper  training,  so  when 
my  oldest  child,  a  son,  was  seven  years 
of  age  and  was  in  school  I  began  to  fear 
that  if  I  did  not  hurry  I  would  fail  in  my 
resolve  which  I  made  in  my  girlhood 
days,  although  most  folks,  even  then, 
thought  my  ideas  were  wrong.  One  day 
while  visiting  at  my  old  country  home  1 
took  this  little  seven-year-old  boy  off  on 
a  little  stroll.  We  get  out  by  the  side  of 
the  pathway  we  were  traveling,  and  sat 
down.  I  told  Him  I  had  something  very 
nice  and  sacred  to  tell  him.  It  was  a  lit- 
tle secret  between  him  and  me  and  our 
heavenly  Father.  Bless  his  little  heart,  I 
can  see  his  face  yet.  How  anxious  he 
was  to  know  about  this  secret  that  God 
was  interested  in.  So  I  told  him  in  the 
most  beautiful  way  I  possibly  could  the 
story  of  life,  and  then  I  told  him  it  was 
a  secret  between  him  and  me  and  God 
and  that  it  would  make  our  heavenly 
Father  very  sad  if  he  should  talk  about 
it  to  others.  If  he  ever  did  I  never  knew 
it. 

Some  folks  think  a  boy  is  just  a  boy 
and  there  is  no  need  of  paying  such  strict 
attention  to  them,  but  I  feel  that  a  boy 
needs  just  as  tender  care  and  training  as 
a  girl.  I  watched  him  along  all  lines  and 
warned  him  of  the  dangers  of  the  way, 
and  just  before  he  married  the  girl  of 
his  choice,  he  wrote  me,  "Mother,  as  you 
have  taught  me  to  live  clean,  I  am  glad 
to  tell  you  I  can  offer  this  little  girl  a 
clean  manhood."  Friends,  our  girls  would 
not  be  in  such  danger  if  our  boys  were 
taught  right.  Now  perhaps  my  son  would 


say  if  he  knew  I  was  writing  this, 
"Mother,  please  don't  picture  me  with 
wings."  No,  I  could  not  do  that  for  he 
was  a  rollicking  boy,  a  boy  that  had  to 
be  watched  and  often  corrected,  and  did 
many  things  to  grieve  us;  but  that  foun- 
dation stood  the  storms  of  temptation 
that  came  to  him.  The  parents  must  help 
to  build  this  foundation  or  it  will  not  be 
built. 

It  may  seem  strange  for  me  to  talk 
so  much  of  my  own  children,  but  I  have 
received  what  knowledge  I  have  through 
the  training  of  my  own.  I  think  my 
girls  would  feel  left  out  if  I  did  not  say 
a  word  about  them.  They  tell  me  I  am 
partial  to  my  boy,  but  at  the  same  time 
they  smile  and  wink  at  each  other  when 
they  accuse  me  of  such,  for  they  know 
I  am  not. 

It  is  said  the  time  to  tell  a  child  the 
secrets  of  life  is  when  they  begin  to  ask 
questions.  You  cannot  always  wait  for 
that.  Some  children  think  lots  before 
they  say  any  thing.  At  the  same  age  I 
told  my  boy,  I  confided  the  same  knowl- 
edge to  my  oldest  daughter,  who  ac- 
cepted it  as  sweetly  as  though  I  was 
telling  her  of  the  beautiful  stars  in  the 
heavens  that  God  made.  And  to  my 
knowledge,  the  secret  was  never  passed 
from  one  to  the  other  as  some  parents 
fear.  My  experience  with  my  youngest 
daughter  was  very  amusing  and  I  found 
it  very  necessary  to  impart  this  truth  to 
her  and  it  was  at  about  the  same  age  as 
the  others.  One  day  she  ran  into  the 
house  crying  like  her  heart  would  break, 
"Oh  mother,  Lucile  and  Margaret  are 
talking  about  something,  and  they  say 
I'm  too  young  to  know  about  it."  I  asked 
her  what  they  said  and  she  could  tell  me 
enough  so  that  I  knew  what  it  was.  I 
said  to  her,  "Well,  Lucile  and  Margaret 
are  very  much  mistaken.  You  are  not 
too  young."  So  I  sat  down,  held  her  on 
my  lap,  and  told  her  the  little  secret 
and  told  her  how  beautiful  God's  plan  is 
and  how  we  must  keep  the  secret  between 
us.  Then  I  said,  "The  next  time  the  girls 
say  you  are  too  little  to  know,  you  can 
just  think  that  you  do  know,  but  remem- 
ber, never  tell  them  about  it  for  this  is  a 
secret  between  you  and  me  and  God."  If 
ever  one  of  my  children  betrayed  my 
trust,  I  never  learned  about  it.  I  wish  I 
might  go  into  detail  and  tell  how  this 
has  affected  them  all  along  the  way  in 
so  many  different  ways  but  cannot. 
Sometime  when  I  have  the  finance  to 
put  these  truths  and  this  teaching  in 
book  form,  I  will  delve  deeper  and  tell 
you  the  rest. 

Now  we  have  led  you  up  to  the  criti- 
cal time  of  your  child's  life.  Soon  he  will 
reach  the  adolescent  period.  If  this  train- 
ing has  been  proper  up  to  this  time, 
there  will  not  be  so  much  danger  now. 
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THE  PLACE  OF  THE  SEA 

Have  you  come  to  the  Red  Sea  place  in 
your   life, 
Where,  in  spite  of  all  you  can  do, 
There  is  no  way  out,  there  is  no  way  back; 

There  is  no  other  way  but  through  ? 
Then  wait  on  the  Lord,  with  a  trust  se- 
rene, 
Till  the  night  of  your  fear  is  gone; 
He  will  send  the  winds,  He  will  heap  the 
floods, 
When  He  says  to  your  soul,  "Go  on!" 

And    His    hand    shall    lead    you    through, 
clear  through, 

Ere  the  watery  walls  roll  down; 
No  wave  can  touch  you,  no  foe  can  smite. 

No  mightiest  sea  can  drown. 
The  tossing  billows  may  rear  their  crests, 

Their  foam  at  your  feet  may  break, 
But  over  their  bed   you   shall  walk   dry- 
shod. 

In  the  path  that  your  Lord  shall  make. 

In  the   morning  watch,   'neath  the  lifted 
cloud, 
You  shall  see  but  the  Lord  alone, 
When  He  leads  you  forth  from  the  place 
of  the  sea, 
To  a  land  that  you  have  not  known; 
And   your  fears  shall  pass  as   your  foes 
have  passed, 
You  shall  no  more  be  afraid; 
You  shall  sing  his  praise  in  a  better  place, 
In  the  place  that  His  hand  hath  made. 
■ — Annie  J.   Flint. 

COMFORT  IN  SORROW 

A  widow  who  had  suffered  great  sor- 
row in  the  loss  of  her  husband  and  six 
sons  gave  a  testimony  to  the  goodness  of 
God.  "Oh,"  she  said,  "I  have  had  such  a 
precious  meeting.  I  could  not  begin  my 
day's  work  until  I  had  met  my  Savior  in 
His  temple."  Then  continuing  she  said, 
"My  husband  and  six  sons  are  all  dead — 
some  of  them  lost  at  sea,  and  now  I  have 
no  ore  to  take  care  of  me  but  my  Sav- 
iour. I  never  could  begin  to  tell  you 
what  wonderful  providential  mercies  1 
meet  in  my  journey  of  life."  But  are  you 
never  despondent  in  your  loneliness  and 
poverty?  "No,  never  since  I  had  a  visit 
from  my  Saviour."  "Tell  me  about  it,  ' 
I  said,  walking  slowly  by  her  side  down 
the  dark  street  which  led  to'her  humble 
home.  "Why,  I  have  learned  to  walk  by 
faith,"  she  said  with  energy.  "You  know 
Leighton  said  he  had  rather  love  by  the 
basketful  than  the  barrelful.  I  used  to  be 
very  downcast  after  my  sons  were 
drowned.  I  grieved  that  I  should  see 
their  faces  no  more,  and  I  had  received 
no  token  that  they  were  safe  in  heaven. 
I  used  to  go  to  my  little  lonely  room,  and 
lie  awake  fancying  I  could  hear  the  bil- 
lows roll  over  them,  and  see  their  be- 
loved forms  dashed  on  the  waves. 

"But  one  night  I  dreamed  I  was  walk- 


ing by  a  pleasant  brook,  and  suddenly 
my  children  came  to  me.  They  seemed  to 
possess  a  perennial  bloom,  and  I  rejoiced 
again  to  behold  them.  They  told  me  they 
could  not  stay;  and  when  they  left  me, 
I  looked  again  in  the  brook,  and  I  saw 
a  shining  spot  at  the  bottom  of  the  wa- 
ter, and  six  smooth,  white  stones  lying 
there.  Then  the  Savior  came  to  me,  His 
face  was  radiant  with  sweetness  as  He 
smiled  upon  me,  and  taking  up  these  six 
stones,  He  placed  them  in  my  hands,  say- 
ing, 'These  are  your  six  children;  by  this 
token  you  may  know  that  they  are  safe 
in  glory.'  Such  love  seemed  to  enter  my 

Smile  Away  Your 
Troubles 

By  Margaret  Pettey 
When      your     troubles      come      in 
doubles 
And  you're  feeling  sad  and  bine; 
When   the   best   of  friends   forsake 
you 
And  you  don't  know  what  to  do; 

When   the  whole    world     seems 
against  you; 
Then   cheer  up  a  little  while. 
Darkest  hours  are  filled  with  sun- 
shine 
If  you  take  the  time  to  smile. 

Now  don't  frown  and  fret  at  trou- 
ble; 
'Cause  your  life  is   filled   with 
gloom 
If,  icith  crying,  lots  of  sighing, 
And  with  tears,    you    give    it 
room. 

But  with  heart  sincere  and  earnest, 
Do  the  very  best  you  can; 

Life  will   bless   you    with   its   sun- 
shine 
If  you  fare  it  like  a  man. 

— Fayetteville,  Tenn. 

heart  at  this  moment,  I  can  never  de- 
scribe. I  awoke  praising  God  with  a  loud 
voice.  What  have  I  cared,  since  that 
hour,  for  this  world  and  its  vain  pag- 
eants? What  are  the  toils  of  poverty  for 
me?  Nothing!  God  is  All  in  all.  That 
glimpse  of  His  love  has  ravished  my 
soul." 

We  can  never  know  what  God  chooses 
to  reveal  to  His  children,  or  the  method 
in  which  He  chooses  to  reveal  His  com- 
forting truths.  This  account,  which  was 
published  in  the  Guide  to  Holiness  of 
1861-62,  is  but  one  way  in  which  God 
speaks  and   by  His  Words  instantly  ban- 


ishes grief  and  sorrow.  If  all  His  children 
could  learn  to  walk  by  simple  faith  what 
lofty  heights  of  grace  we  should  soon  at- 
tain, what  wondrous  depths  of  infinite 
love  should  be  ours.  Why  should  God's 
people  be  so  disturbed  over  the  changing 
affairs  of  this  world?  It  is  not  our  home. 
God's  people  of  all  ages  have  never  been 
satisfied  with  this  present  world.  They 
have  ever  sought  a  city  which  hath 
foundations,  whose  Builder  and  Maker  is 
God.  Wherefore  God  is  not  ashamed  to 
be  called  their  God  for  He  hath  prepared 
for  them  a  City. — Herald  of  Holiness. 


I  SHALL  NOT  WANT 

I.    M.     FORSBERG 

"The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd;  I  shall  not 
want"    (Ps.    23:1). 

How  very  familiar  the  words  sound. 
Most  anyone  who  has  known  anything 
about  the  Bible  knows  this  verse.  Little 
tots  in  the  primary  class  in  Sunday 
Schools  to  old  tottering  men  and  women 
have   memorized   it. 

But  do  we  really  know  it?  If  we  really 
know  the  Lord  as  our  Shepherd,  we  want 
for  nothing.  There  is  nothing  that  the 
world  may  have,  or  bringing  it  closer 
home,  there  is  nothing  that  even  another 
child  of  God  may  have  that  we  want,  for 
our  Shepherd  fully  satisfies  us. 

There  are  many  young  Christians  who 
have  started  out  to  serve  the  Lord  who 
have  sometimes  become  discouraged  be- 
cause of  the  taunts  and  sneers  of  worldly 
companions  who  have  tried  to  win  them 
to  go  with  them  to  questionable  places 
of  amusement.  But  dear,  dear  child  of 
God,  the  only  true  place  to  find  pleasure 
and  enjoyment  is  in  the  Lord's  service. 
David,  the  sweet  singer  of  Israel,  says, 
"Thou  wilt  shew  me  the  path  of  life:  in 
thy  presence  is  fulness  of  joy;  at  thy 
right  hand  there  are  pleasures  for  ever- 
more"  (Ps.   16:11). 

If  you  have  not  as  yet  found  real 
pleasure  and  joy  in  serving  Jesus  alone, 
without  the  comfort  of  earthly  friends  or 
anything  that  this  world  can  give,  you 
have  not  learned  to  know  the  sweetness 
of  the  love  of  God.  There  is  a  place  in 
the  Christian  life  where  one  is  satisfied 
with  Jesus  alone.  If  this  is  not  so  in  your 
life  it  is  because  you  have  rot  allowed 
your  kind  Shepherd  to  lead  you  in  green 
pastures   beside   still    waters. 

Oh,  let  Him  lead  you.  Trust  your  all 
to  Him.  He  loves  you  so  tenderly  and 
longs  for  you  to  have  the  best  He  has 
in  store  for  you.  And  you  truly  need  a 
Shepherd  for  there  are  many  snares  and 
pitfalls  that  your  human  eyes  cannot 
see.  Lean  hard  on  His  strong  arm  and 
prove  Him  to  be  the  Shepherd  and  Guide 
of  your  life.  He  will  fill  your  heart  to 
overflowing  with  Himself  to  such  an  ex- 
tent that  you  will  be  made  to  say  that 
you  want  for  nothing. 
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God's   Purposefulness   in 
Planning  Every  Life 

"There  is  but  one  way  for  thee;  but  one; 

inform 
Thyself  of  it;   pursue  it;  one  way  each 
Soul  hath  by  which  the  infinite  in  reach 
Lieth  before  him;  seek  and  ye  shall  find. 
To  each  the  way  is  plain  .  .  .Slake 
The  world's  great   thirst   for  yet  another 

man: 
And  be  thou  sure  of  this:  no  other  can 
Do  that  for  thee  appointed  thee  of  God." 

THE  UNIVERSE  PLANNED 
"In  the  beginning  God" — so  opens  our 
Bible,  and  we  read  on  to  discover  that 
the  first  recorded  act  of  God  was  plan- 
ning. We  find  the  record  reads  that  the 
earth  was  darkness,  waste,  and  chaos,  but 
that  at  the  word  of  God  light  appeared, 
day  and  night  were  divided,  the  land  was 
separated  from  the  wa-ters,  the  heavens 
from  the  earth,  the  sun  and  the  moon 
and  the  waters  were  ordained  for  signs 
and  seasons  and  for  days  and  years.  And 
as  each  came  into  being,  "God  saw  that 
it  was  good."  It  was  good  because  each 
new  creation  was  born  of  a  thought  in 
the  mind  of  God,  who  saw  it  as  a  part 
of  His  whole  great  plan  for  the  universe. 
Science  and  history  bear  out  the  fact 
that  the  universe  is  the  product  of  a 
great  plan  in  the  divine  mind.  All  na- 
ture reveals  obedience  to  this  divine  plan. 
All  natural  laws  are  but  God's  habitual 
ways  of  doing  things,  which  man  has 
plotted  and  called  law,  knowing  that  it 
will  never  fail.  All  the  millions  of  stars, 
the  sun  and  the  moon,  the  planets,  the 
earth  in  its  orbit — each  has  its  place,  each 
its  course  which  is  marked  out  by  God, 
and  from  which  it  never  deviates;  day 
follows  night,  the  seasons  come  in  or- 
der, the  tides  are  sure,  all  nature  moves 
in  obedience  to  the  plan  of  God. 

But  God's  purposefulness  does  not  stop 
with  planning  the  mighty  things  of  crea.- 
tion;  in  all  plant  and  animal  life  we  see 
His  purpose  revealed,  His  gifts  bestowed. 
And  nature's  law  is  sure;  the  plan  is  car- 
ried out.  An  acorn  never  grows  into  an 
elm  tree;  man  never  gathers  grapes  of 
thorns  or  figs  of  thistles.  Always  we  find 
first  the  blade,  then  the  ear,  then  the  full 
corn  in  the  ear.  No  plant  can  change  its 
destiny.  The  laws  of  nature,  which  are 
the  laws  of  God,  decree  that  each  seed 
must  grow  into  a  plant  of  its  kind  and 
that  each  plant  is  dependent  upon  the 
environment  in  which  it  lives  and  has  its 
being.  In  animal  life  we  discern  God's 
purposefulness  no  less;  but  here  the  plan 


is  carried  out  by  instinct.  No  one  tells 
the  robins  when  to  build  their  nests,  no 
one  announces  to  the  wild  geese  that  it  is 
time  to  begin  the  flight  southward,  no 
one  tells  the  squirrel  to  gather  his  nuts 
or  the  bee  to  store  her  honey — by  in- 
stinct each  carries  out  God's  plan. 

What,  then,  is  man's  place  in  a  world 
like  this,  man  who  is  the  highest  form 
of  creation;  man  who  has  been  placed  on 
the  earth  to  subdue  it  and  to  have  do- 
minion over  the  fish  of  the  sea  and  the 
birds  of  the  air?  Can  God  plan  the  uni- 
verse and  not  plan  the  life  of  man  who  is 
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Consecration 


£  With  humble  heart,  O  Christ, 

►  I  bow  in  praise  to  Thee; 

►  Rule  Thou  within  my  heart, 
And  bid  all  darkness  flee. 

£  Keep  Thou  my  soul 

►  Filled  with  Thy  boundless  Grace,  -^ 
t»  That  I  may  run  while  here  below;  + 
£  Becomingly  my  race.                           ^ 

►  .  .                < 

►  Take  Thou  my  life,  O  Christ,  < 

►  And  fashion  its  career:  -4 
^  Quickly  remove  my  every  strife, 

Alleviate   all   fear. 


►  Shape  Thou  my  destinies, 

►  Ever  to  please  Thy  will: 
£    And  when  this  fleeting  life  is  o'er,   ^ 

May  I  trust  Thee  still. 

— Rev.  Floyd  L.  Wilson,   Zaws-   4 


&.         ville,  hid. 


to  have  dominion  over  it!  Surely,  if  God 
has  planned  all  else,  He  has  planned  your 
life  and  mine.  A  God  who  knows  the 
stars  by  name  and  who  says  of  the  spar- 
rows that  not  one  falls  without  Flis 
knowledge;  a  God  who  has  numbered  the 
hairs  of  our  heads;  a  God  who,  like  a 
shepherd,  calleth  His  sheep  by  name  and 
leaves  the  ninety  and  nine  to  find  the 
one  which  is  lost;  the  Father  who  seeks 
His  child  as  a  housewife  the  lost  coin;  a 
Father  of  whom  Jesus  said  it  is  not  His 
will  that  one  of  these  little  ones  should 
perish — a  God  like  that  has  special  care 
for  each   one  of  us. 

THE  GIFT  OF  CHOICE 
"How  beautiful,"  you  say,  "to  know 
that  all  our  life  is  planned  of  God  and 
therefore  must  work  out  for  the  best." 
Beautiful,  yes!  But  wait,  God  has  a  plan 
for  us;  a  plan,  however,  in  which  we  are 
honored  above  plant  and  animal  life. 
Nature   carries   out      God's   plan   because 


there  is  no  other  way;  the  animal  car- 
ries out  the  plan  by  instinct;  man  alone 
is  honored  with  the  gift  of  choice.  God 
has  a  plan  for  your  life  and  mine,  but 
He  leaves  it  with  us  as  to  whether  or  not 
we  carry  it  out.  He  never  forces  us. 
DIVERSITY  OF  GIFTS 

Perhaps  you  feel  that  this  is  a  beau- 
tiful theory  but  hardly  practicable.  "We 
cannot  all  be  preachers,  and  teachers,  and 
missionaries,"  you  say.  "Of  course,  God 
plans  those  lives:  but  what  of  those  of 
us  who  have  only  the  one  talent,  those 
of  us  who  know  that  the  separated  serv- 
ice is  not  for  us?"  Unhesitatingly  vve 
must  answer:  God  plans  those  lives  too. 
God's  plan  may  lead  to  a  separated  serv- 
ice, but  not  necessarily  so.  However,  of 
one  thing  we  may  be  sure.  God  has  a 
purpose  for  each  life,  and  in  fulfilling 
that  purpose  we  will  achieve  the  finest 
and  best  life  possible  for  us,  and  we  can 
achieve  it  in  no  other  way.  But  while 
God  has  a  purpose  for  every  created 
thing,  it  is  by  no  means  the  same  for 
each.  Some  trees  give  us  fruit,  some 
shelter,  while  others  give  us  wood  for 
fuel.  Some  plants  serve  for  food,  while 
ethers  fulfill  God's  purpose  by  the 
sweetness  and  beauty  of  their  flowers. 
The  tiniest  violet  that  brightens  the  sick 
room  is  as  much  a  part  of  God's  plan  as 
is  the  pine  tree  which  becomes  the  mast 
of  a  great  ship.  The  essential  thing  is 
that  each  be  in  its  place  and  therein 
achieve  its  best. 

We  see  the  same  diversity  of  God's 
gifts.  Some  are  given  to  be  apostles,  some 
to  be  prophets,  some  to  be  evangelists, 
and  some  to  be  pastor-teachers.  "And  in 
addition  to  these  high  callings  there  are 
innumerable  other  gifts  which  are  freely 
bestowed,  for  it  takes  all  kinds  of  peo- 
ple and  all  sorts  of  talents  fully  to  car- 
ry out  the  program  of  God  for  the  com- 
plete saving  and  full  winning  of  the 
whole  world."  Paul  understood  this 
when  he  said  that  even  as  we  have  many 
members  in  one  body  and  all  have  not 
the  same  office,  so  do  we  have  gifts  dif- 
fering according  to  the  grace  that  was 
given  us,  and  that  those  members  which 
seem  more  feeble  are  necessary. 

It  was  Joshua  who  led  the  battle 
against  Ama'ek,  but  Israel  prevailed  on- 
ly when  Moses  held  up  his  hands.  When 
Moses's  hands  grew  heavy,  the  battle 
would  have  been  lost  had  not  Aaron  and 
Hur  stayed  up  his  hands,  the  one  on  the 
one  side  and  the  other  on  the  other  side, 
until  the  going  down  of  the  sun.  Moses 
was  needed  to  lead  the  people  and  Aaron 
to  speak  for  him;  but  Bezalel  was  filled 
with  the  spirit  to  have  skill  in  carpen- 
try, in  making  the  ark,  and  others  of  the 
wise-hearted  men  to  be  engravers  and 
weavers  and  embroiderers.  The  Holy 
Spirit  said,  "Separate  me  Barnabas  and 
\ Continued  on  page  16) 
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Quo  Vadis 

Quo  Vadis  probably  gets  its  name 
from  a  story  told  of  St.  Peter.  Once 
while  he  was  fleeing  from  Rome  and  his 
persecutors,  the  Apostle  met  Christ  on 
the  Appian  way  and  addressed  Him  with 
"Dominie  Quo  Vadis"  (Lord,  whither 
goest  thou?)  Christ  replied,  "To  Rome  to 
be  crucified  again."  Peter  taking  this  re- 
buke to  himself  turned  back  to  meet  the 
fate  and   to  win  the  crown  of   i  martyr. 

Mr.  Henryk  Sienkiewicz,  author  of 
Quo  Vadis,  is  of  an  old  noble  family.  His 
ability  for  literary  work  came  from  his 
mother  who  was  a  writer.  He  was  edu- 
cated at  Warsaw  University.  His  family 
moved  there  because  of  the  Russian  war. 
The  first  contributions  of  his  probably 
were  a  series  of  critical  articles  in  1869, 
his  first  novel  "Na  Marne",  in  1870.  Be- 
tween this  time  and  1876,  when  he  visit- 
ed America,  he  traveled  extensively  in 
Poland,  his  homeland,  Prussia,  France, 
Germany  and  England.  While  in  the 
United  States,  he  joined  Mme.  Madjeska's 
Polish  colony  near  Los  Angeles,  Califor- 
nia. There  he  wrote  some  very  inter- 
esting and  realistic  stories,  which  de- 
scribed the  life  of  his  exiled  Polish  as- 
sociates. 

For  proper  treatment  of  his  romance 
of  Nero's  persecutions  of  the  early  Chris- 
tians, Quo  Vadis,  he  traveled  in  Italy 
and  Greece  visiting  all  the  scenes  indi- 
cated and  giving  much  attention  to  re- 
search in  ancient  history  and  literature. 
In  1901,  his  twenty-fifth  anniversary  of 
his  entrance  into  the  literary  work,  Po- 
land gave  him  an  estate  of  three  hundred 
acres.  In  the  same  year  he  was  awarded 
the  nobel  prize  for  the  most  important 
work   of   idealistic    tendency. 

Mr.  Sienkiewicz  is  very  successful  in 
making  his  plot  very  interesting.  At 
first  his  phrasing  seems  heavy,  possibly- 
deep,  and  hard  to  understand.  But  after 
the  first  four  chapters  the  story  takes 
new  life  and  becomes  very  gripping.  It 
is  a  very  lovely  romance  which  occurs 
during  Nero's  reign.  Vinticus,  a  very 
wealthy  young  Roman  nobleman  falls  in 
love  with  Lygia,  a  very  charming,  beau- 
tiful Christian  girl.  The  story  is  a  de- 
scriptive account  of  the  events  con- 
nected with  this  love  affair  and  the 
corruptions  of  Nero  and  his  court  in  re- 


gards to  the  followers  of  Christ.  The 
events  are  filled  with  action  which  seems 
to  move  slow  due  to  the  reader's  anxiety 
to  know  what  happens  next.  The  scenes 
harmor  ize  beautifully  with  our  thoughts 
of  leve  and  persecution,  each  giving  us 
an  unexpected  thrill  or  putting  an  ex- 
pectation of  some  undesired  event  in  our 
minds.  The  author  is  very  creative  in  his 
use  of  traditions,  characters  and  events 
which  go  to  make  Quo  Vadis  one  of  the 
greatest  religious  novels  of  our  time.  The 
arrangement  and  usage  of  words  make 
the  sentences  plain  and  smooth  giving  his 
scenes  a  realistic  touch. 

No  doubt  the  author's  purpose  is  to 
picture  the  everyday  life  of  the  Chris- 
tians during  the  early  persecutions  and  by 
this  lead  people  to  Christ  and  make 
Christians  stronger  and  better  workers 
for  Christ.  "Religious  authorities  of  Ja- 
pan state  that  this  book,  which  was 
dramatized  both  in  English  and  Ameri- 
can pictures,  did  more  to  christianize  Ja- 
pan than  all  the  hospitals,  schools,  mis- 
sionaries, and  churches  sent  them  by 
Christian  countries." — Dr.  W.  E.  Har- 
rison. 

This  book  takes  first  p'ace  in  my  mind 
as  a  religious  novel.  It  is  delightful  to 
read,  full  of  inspiring  thoughts  which 
tend  to  make  its  readers  happier,  more 
cheerful  and  appreciative  Christians. — 
By  Paul  Stallings,  student  at  Bob  Jot/Cs 
College,   Clevelard,   Tenn. 

Here  are  Some  Questions 

1.  What  good  books  and  magazines 
have  you   read   in   the  past   year? 

2.  Sometimes  young  people  complain 
that  they  find  the  Bible  uninteresting 
reading.  How  can  this  be  remedied? 

3.  What  kind  of  religious  reading  have 
you  found  beneficial? 

4.  What  biographies  have  you  found 
helpful  and  why? 

5.  What  historical  books  have  you 
found  helpful  and  why? 

6.  What  good  books  of  fiction  have 
you  read  and  found  helpful? 

Note:  You  might  write  me  the  name 
of  some  good  book  that  has  been  a  bless- 
ing to  you.  As  you  exchange  ideas  on 
reading  material  others  will  be  benefited 
and  fall  into  line.  This  will  make  our 
Reading  Circle  a  blessing. 


Suggested  Books 

Quo  Vadis  by  Flenryk  Sienkiewicz. 

In  His  Steps — by  Charles  M.   Sheldon. 

Deeper  Experiences  of  Famous  Chris- 
tians.  Price   $1.5  0. 

The  Lives  of  Great  Missionaries,  price 
7  5c  each.  You  can  order  twelve  of  these 
books  for  $9.00.  You  could  not  spend 
money  to  a  better  advantage  than  to  se- 
cure this  set  of  books  for  your  church 
library  or  your  home.  A  set  of  twelve 
comes  in  a  beautiful  gold,  kraft  case,  The 
Lives  of  Twelve  Great  Missionaries.  Or- 
der from  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Libraries  Easily  Accessible 

Today  most  poor  boys,  even  in  the  iso- 
lated districts,  have  access  to  libraries 
that  contain  many  volumes  of  travel,  na- 
ture, exploration,  and  science,  as  well  as 
fiction.  Besides  the  school  libraries,  and 
the  county  and  state  libraries,  the  United 
States  has,  according  to  the  latest  sta- 
tistics, 6,000  public  libraries.  Many  of 
these  have  grown  up  in  the  last  few 
years.  In  183  3  the  first  tax^supported 
library  was  started  in  New  Hampshire; 
but  it  wasn't  until  1890  that  Andrew 
Carnegie  established  his  first  library  in 
Pennsylvania.  Today  many  of  the  towns 
of  even  2,000  inhabitants  have  Carnegie 
libraries,  where  children  and  grown-ups 
may  get  all  the  free  reading  material  they 
want. 

Because  of  reading  the  "Life  of  David 
Brairerd,"  because  of  the  sermons  of  a 
great  preacher,  and  through  the  study 
of  the  Bible,  Henry  Martyn  decided  to 
become  a  Christian  and  a  Missionary.  He 
lived  at  the  same  "time  that  Carey  did  and 
he  wished  to  work  in  India  with  Carey. 

The  future  is  going  to1  make  great  de- 
mands on  our  children.  Let  us  do  all  in 
our  power  to  have  them  prepared  to  meet 
those  demands  and  let  us  by  no  means 
neglect  the  proper  use  of  so  powerful  an 
agency  for  good  in  their  development  as 
the  world  of  books. 


It  takes  good,  hard,  honest  work  to 
grow  from  boyhood  to  a  good  manhood, 
but  it  can  be  done.  Good  books,  good 
companions,  good  thinking  and  kindly 
living  will  do  it  and  all  the  time  there 
must  be  a  close  following  of  the  ideal 
found  nowhere  except  in  Jesus  Christ. 
Selected. 


Knowledge  is  proud  that  she  has 
learned  so  much;  wisdom  is  humble  that 
she    knows    no   more. 
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THE  MIDDLE  AGES 

In  our  last  article  we  told  you  of  the 
early  history  of  the  Church.  We  told  you 
of  the  good  and  the  bad  and  of  the 
spirit  that  prevailed  and  made  the 
Church  truly  great.  This  month  our 
whole  story  is  not  so  bright  and  we  are 
not  as  proud  of  the  record  left  by  the 
Church.  The  powerful  Roman  Church 
did  not  lend  the  spiritual  assistance  that 
she  should  have  in  the  period  of  transi- 
tion from  the  ancient  civilization  to 
modern   civilization. 

The  Middle  Ages  are,  roughly,  a  period 
of  six  centuries  extending  from  Charle- 
mange  in  800  A.  D.  to  Luther  in  1517 
A.  D.  Charlemange  was  the  Frank- 
ish  king  who  ruled  over  what  is  now 
France. 

Luther  was  the  German  monk  and 
college  professor  who  participated  in  re- 
form. 

To  get  the  setting  of  this  period  we 
must  remember  that  Rome,  which  repre- 
sents ancient  civilization  and  power,  was 
on  a  rapid  decline  because  of  internal 
corruptions  and  strife.  The  Goths,  Van- 
dales,  Franks,  and  Teutons  pressed  down 
on  Rome  and  subdued  her.  One  institu- 
tion these  savage  tribes  did  not  subdue 
and  that  was  the  Church,  because  the 
Church  paganized  herself  to  control  the 
tribes. 

The  first  half  of  this  period  or,  until 
the  twelfth  century,  is  known  as  the 
Dark  Ages.  This  is  the  age  of  supersti- 
tion, ignorance,  vice,  inquisitions,  and  all 
that  is  abominable  to  Christianity  and 
civilization.  The  last  half  is  the  period 
of  awakening  or  the  renaissance. 

In  studying  the  Church  during  this 
period  you  will  want  to  know  how  strong 
it  was.  The  Church  and  civilization  of 
the  East  was  still  strong  and  centered 
around  Constantinople  where  Constantine 
moved  hi5.  capital.  In  the  West  Rome  was 
even  more  powerful  and  where  she  had 
failed  to  conquer  nations  had  not 
failed  to  Christianize  them.  At  this  peri- 
od the  Roman  Catholic  church  reached 
the  height  of  her  ambition.  She  became 
universal  and  ruled  the  state. 

The  history  of  the  Middle  Age  church 
is  the  history  of  the  Roman  Catholic 
church  because  she  was  supreme.  We  do 
not  endorse  the  policy  and  doctrines  of 
the  Catholic  church  yet  we  cannot  deny 
that  there  were  true  Christians  in  her 
ranks.  This  period  was  of  mingled  good 
and  bad.  We  do  not  want  to  paint  the 
picture  all  one  color;  some  of  the  great- 
est artists,  writers,  and  reformers  lived 
during  the  period. 


Perhaps  the  most  interesting  depart- 
ment of  the  Church  was  its  monastic  or- 
ders. Four  of  these  were  outstanding  and 
were  born  with  the  idea  of  reform.  The 
Benedictines,  Franciscane,  and  Domini- 
cians  were  all  named  after  their  found- 
ers, who  were  men  of  great  zeal  and  im- 
posed strict  rules  of  obedience,  poverty, 
and  celibacy. 

The  Jesuits,  as  their  name  would  im- 
ply, was  the  Society  of  Jesus.  This  or- 
der in  common  with  the  others  furnished 
the  missionary  material  and  spirit  for 
the  Church.  Francis  Xavier,  one  of  the 
founders  of  the  Jesuits,  became  the 
greatest  missionary  in  the  years  of  the 
reformation. 

Ansgar,  the  apostle  of  the  North,  was 
a  monk  of  Corvey,  France.  His  pioneer 
work  of  converting  and  educating  the 
Norsemen,  Danes,  and  Swedes  won  for 
him  the  title  of  Ideal  Missionary.  The 
Norsemen  in  turn  evangelized  Iceland, 
and  Icelanders  the  Island  of  Greenland. 
Leif  the  Lucky,  who,  it  is  reputed, 
landed  on  the  New  England  coast  long 
before  Columbus'  time,  was  the  mission- 
ary to  the  Greenlanders.  Other  monks 
brought  the  gospel  to  the  Slavs  and  Rus- 
sians. Later  we  shall  learn  that  a  few 
zealous  monks  tried  to  convert  the  Mo- 
hammedans. 

After  a  few  hundred  years  each  of 
the  monastic  orders  became  corrupted 
and  sought  and  acquired  wealth  and 
power.  The  Dominicians,  as  an  order, 
were  special  agents  of  the  Pope  in  pro- 
moting the  series  of  inquisitions  held  in 
Southern  Europe.  These  inquisitions  and 
the  sentences  they  imposed  will  forever 
remain  an  embarrassing  blot  on  this 
page  of  the  history  of  the  Church.  Prot- 
estants can  be  glad  that  they  were  the 
victims  and  not  the  oppressors  in  the  out- 
rages that  rivaled  in  brutality  and  in- 
tolerance the  martyrdom  forced  upon 
the  early  Christians  by  Pagan  Rome. 

Fox's  Book  of  Martyrs  tells  of  thi 
death  of  many  thousands  of  the  early 
Protestants  in  the  Middle  Ages.  Every 
Christian  who  wishes  to  be  well  in- 
formed concerning  the  history  of  the 
Church  should  read  the  Book  of  the 
Martyrs.  This  book  ranks  with  Pilgrim 
Progress  which  is  second  only  to  the 
Bible.  In  all  of  its  pages  we  find  no  rec- 
ord of  any  Christian  weakening  and 
turning  against  his  convictions  but  meet- 
ing his  horrible  fate  with  such  fortitude 
that  many  persecutors  were  seized  with 
conviction  and  became  saved.  What  a 
wonderful  picture  of  how  to  die.  David 
said  that  a  citizen  of  Zion  will,  "swear 
to  his  own  hurt  and  change  not." 
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On  the  other  hand  Galileo,  the  great 
scientist  of  this  period,  was  condemned 
to  death  when  his  planetary  theory  of 
the  universe  did  not  please  the  Church. 
To  save  himself  he  recanted  and  agreed 
that  his  theory  was  false.  Science  should 
be  as  staunch  in  her  convictions  as 
Christianity,  however,  that  is  not  often 
so.  The  truth  which  is  planted  in  the 
hearts  of  God's  children  is  superior  to 
secular  truth. 

Along  with  the  tales  of  chivalry  and 
knighthood,  every  school  boy  and  girl 
reads  of  the  crusades  and  the  deeds  of 
valor  accomplished  by  the  motley,  cos- 
mopolitan armies  that  trudged  wearily 
time  after  time  the  Holy  Land  seeking  to 
regain  that  country  and  the  shrines  it 
contained  for  the  Christian  world.  Mos- 
lems held  the  land  and  allowed  no  Chris- 
tians to  visit  the  spots  they  held  so  dear. 

Even  though  Christ  had  taught  them 
better,  men  still  persisted  in  shedding 
blood  to  gain  their  end.  At  intervals 
during  200  years  the  crusaders  battered 
the  door  to  Palestine  and  once  or  twice 
held  part  of  the  land.  Men,  women,  chil- 
dren, kings,  knights,  beggars,  robbers, 
merchants,  nobles,  slaves,  monks,  priests; 
people  of  all  ranks  went  in  the  crusade 
and  they  went  for  a  multitude  of  rea- 
sons. Some  wished  fame,  others  wealth 
or  pardon  from  sins.  Others  were  truly 
zealous  for  the  cause  of  Christ. 

The  direct  results  of  the  crusades 
showed  very  little  that  was  favorable  to 
Christianity  but  indirectly  the  crusades 
were  the  chief  cause  of  the  great  awak- 
ening that  is  called  the  reformation  or 
renaissance. 

The  fall  of  Constantinople  caused 
learned  scholars  to  move  westward  to 
Southern  Europe.  These  Greek  scholars 
brought  the  wisdom  of  the  East  and  ap- 
plied it  to  the  stagnant  learning  of  the 
West.  Great  artists  and  writers  were 
born  and  gave  the  world  an  apprecia- 
tion of  the  beautiful  and  good  besides 
causing  them  to  long  for  freedom. 

The  Scriptures  were  translated  into 
Latin  and  became  available  to  the  in- 
creasing number  of  scholars.  Men  found 
that  the  Scriptures  promised  men  liberty 
and  equality  besides  greater  joy  and  in- 
creased spirituality.  Men  found  that  they 
were  living  as  serfs  and  slaves  to  the 
nobles  and  Catholic  church.  They  found 
that  their  living  conditions  were  almost 
on  a  level  with  the  domestic  animals 
that  they  raised.  The  increase  of  com- 
merce with  the  near  East,  the  increase  in 
the  number  of  towns  and  cities  and  the 
invention  of  steam  with  the  resultant 
change  in  methods  of  manufacture  caused 
many  serfs  to  rebel  or  run  away.  Wy- 
cliffe,  the  early  English  reformer,  with 
his  band  of  Lollards  brought  gospel  to 
(Continued  on  page  14) 
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Social  Evangelism 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 
BY  THE  EDITOR 

We  hope  that  our  message  on  Social 
Life  in  last  issue  has  been  a  blessing  to 
those  who  are  carrying  the  burden  of 
young  people's  work  in  our  different 
churches  here  and  there.  There  is  no 
problem  so  great  and  it  must  be  met  and 
we  had  just  as  well  meet  it,  discuss  it, 
and  pray  over  it  'til  we  have  come  to 
some  decision  so  that  we  can  keep  our 
boys  and  girls  away  from  the  evils  of  this 
world.  Instead  of  avoiding  the  subject, 
why  not  begin  to  study  the  possibility 
of  conducting  social  gatherings  that  are 
indeed,  "social  to  save,"  as  one  writer 
has  expressed  it. 

We  remember  when  we  first  published 
the   little   book   on,      "How    to   Organize 
and  Conduct  Y.  P.  E.  Meetings",  a  good 
brother  said,  "Sister  Harrison,     you  had 
better   change    that   word   'social'.      Some 
of  our  good  people  will  object."  I  said, 
"Well,  I  believe  in  place  of  changing  the 
word   'social'     we  had  better  teach  peo- 
ple what  the  word  means."  Just  because 
some   folks   have  polluted   the   word  and 
have  gone  to  extremes  on  the  social  lines 
is   no  reason   for      changing      the      word. 
Change    the    kind    of    social    life    and   re- 
deem the  word.  So  we,  as  Church  of  God 
people,  want  to  redeem  the  word,  not  de- 
stroy it,  for  the  church  that  is  not  alive 
to   the   soul-saving   qualites  in   sociability 
is   a   dead   church,   for   we   are   all   social 
beings  and  it  is  just  our  nature  to  want 
to  be  together.   Yes,  Mr.   and  Mrs.   Jones 
will  invite  Mr.   and  Mrs.   Smith  over  for 
dinner.    They   are   happy    for    the   invita- 
tion and,  of  course,  they  go.   They  have 
a  lovely  dinner  and  when  time  comes  to 
go  they  feel  refreshed  and  helped  because 
of   the    little    friendly    touch    of   sociabil- 
ity. Well,  this  is  perfectly  all  right  with 
the   majority   of  people.   No  one      thinks 
anything   about   it.   One   day  Mrs.   Smith 
begins   to   think  about      all  of  her     good 
friends    and   remembers      what      a      very 
profitable  time  they  had  with  the  Jones 
when    they  were  over   for   dinner,  so  she 
decides   just   to  have   them   all  over  some 
evening    and    in    place   of   serving   a   din- 
ner she  will  make   a   little  chocolate   and 
some   sandwiches   and   spend    the  evening 
together   to   promote      fellowship.      They 
spend    the   evening    together,      and   when 
they    leave    they    feel    that    they      are    so 
much  better  acquainted,  and   when   they 
see    each   other    at    church    you      will    see 
them  shaking  hands  and  smiling  at  each 
other  as  you   never  did  before.  The  only 
difference   in    the   dinner   and      the   social 
gathering   is   just   in   the  name,      and   the 
number   and   kind   of   refreshments      that 
was  served.  But  some  one  will  say,  "Oh, 


what   do   you   think,    Mrs.    Smith   had   a 
social    at    her    house      last      night.      Our 
church    is    getting    worldly."   When    they 
are   just    obeying    the   scripture    found   in 
the    beautiful    12th    chapter    of    Romans, 
and   the  last   clause  of  the      13  th     verse, 
"Given   to  hospitality."      But      you   say, 
couldn't    we      get      acquainted      in      our 
church  services?     This   is  the  reason  we 
have    so   much    trouble    with    disorder    in 
some   of   our    churches.    The   craving    for 
acquaintanceship    is    so   strong      that   our 
boys   and   girls   feel    that    the  only      time 
they   have   to  talk   and   be   together   is  in 
the    church,    and   so   we      have      to      call 
them  down  sometimes  in  the  service.     If 
some  attention  was   given   to  their  social 
training,   we   could   perhaps      have   better 
order  in  the  house  of  God.  When  we  first 
began  to  feel  the  burden  for  the  holiness 
boys   and  girls,   there  was  not     even      a 
meeting  which  they  could  call  their  own. 
You   could   see  one   here   and    there      but 
could    seldom    hear    any    of    them.    They 
were  crowded  out.  When  we  would  take 
our  own  children  to  church,  they  would 
say,   "Why   mother,      I   don't   like    to    go 
because  I  do  not  see  any  young  people." 
This  began  to  open  my  eyes.  I  began   to 
dream  of  a   time  when  the  young  people 
would  be  put  forward  and  be  trained  for 
service.  What  do  we  see  now?  Thousands 
of  beautiful  boys  and  girls  giving  up  the 
things  of  the  world  and  coming  into  our 
ranks.  Yes,  I  believe  we  have  some  of  the 
most  talented  in  the  world.  The  wonder- 
ful baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost  is  bring- 
ing   out    these    talents   and   polishing   and 
developing   them.  One   just   needs  to     go 
to    our    General    Assembly    to    appreciate 
this  statement. 

Then  we  do  not  want  to  kill  the  one 
thing  in  these  young  people  that  makes 
life  worth  while — that  God-given,  social 
nature  that  is  put  in  every  normal  boy 
and  girl;  but  we  must  sanctify  it  and 
train  this  nature  until  their  very  walk 
among  the  people  will  be  "social  to 
save." 

Will  we  not  be  influenced  by  a  sun- 
ny, social  nature  rather  than  a  backward, 
awkward  boy  or  girl?  We  have  plenty  of 
this  kind,  but  it  is  not  their  fault.  Many 
of  our  boys  and  girls  are  picked  up  from 
a  rough  element,  saved,  and  join  our 
ranks.  We  are  glad  they  come,  for  it  was 
this  kind  as  well  as  others  that  Jesus  came 
to  save.  They  are  just  as  good  as  you  or 
I,  and  if  you  feel  better  than  they  you 
had  better  go  to  the  altar  until  God 
makes  you  "No  respecter  of  persons." 
What  they  need  is  some  attention,  some 
social  training,  and  they  need  this  just  as 
much  as  any  other  training  we  could 
mention.    Can  you  give   it   to   them    as   a 


church?  If  you  can,  then  it  is  high  time 
we  begin  to  study  this  question  as  to 
how  we  can  do  it. 

I  remember  one  time  in  a  certain  holi- 
ness church  that  I  put  on  a  little  social 
at  the  home  of  one  of  the  deacons  of 
the  church.  During  the  evening  there 
was  a  little  confusion  about  the  actions 
of  a  young  man  who  was  unsaved,  who 
wanted  to  play  a  game  that  we  did  not 
think  just  the  thing.  I  went  to  him  and 
told  him  he  was  with  a  crowd  of  holiness 
people  and  that  we  did  not  approve  of  it. 
It  was  all  right  with  him.  It  was  a  good 
way  to  preach  this  worldly  boy  a  ser- 
mon. Of  course  we  did  it  in  as  nice  way 
as  possible  so  that  we  would  not  offend 
him.  Well,  some  of  our  good  brothers 
and  sisters  thought  it  would  not  be  best 
to  have  another  because  of  this.  I  tried 
to  tell  them  that  this  was  just  what  the 
poor  boys  and  girls  needed,  some  strong 
hand  over  them  to  show  them  the  way, 
some  one  who  understands  and  loves 
them  and  can  have  patience  with  them 
until  they  learn  how  to  meet  holiness 
even  in  our  social  life.  Here  they  will 
learn  how  to  meet  people  and  it  will 
make  them  more  efficient  soul  winners 
for   Christ. 

When   we  begin   to   awake   to   the  im- 
portance of  social  life  among  our  young 
people,    there    will    be   a    tendency    to    let 
the  pendulum  swing  too  far  in  the  other 
direction,  so  we  must  remember  it  is  pos- 
sible to  have  too  much  sociability  as  well 
as  too  little.  We  believe  that  the  follow- 
ing out  of  the  plan  we  have  in  our  little 
booklet    along    this   line    will      solve      the 
problem.   Let  me   tell   you   what   it   is.    If 
your    Y.    P.    E.    is    having   success    and   is 
carried  on  right,  there  will  be  need  of  a 
business    meeting    once    each      month    to 
take    care    of    the    business   of    the    work. 
No   Y.   P.   E.   should   have     their     busi- 
ness  brought    into      the      regular      meet- 
ing, as  it  detracts  from  the  spiritual  pro- 
gram. There  might  be  some  occasion  for 
it  some  times,  but  as  a  rule  it  should  not 
be.  Here  is  our  plan.  Meet  in  some  home 
and    let    your   opening   service   consist   of 
song   and   prayer.   Then   let   the   president 
take  charge  of  the  business.  After  all  re- 
ports of  committees  and  business  are  at- 
tended  to,  let   the   social   committee   take 
charge    and    conduct    a    good    social    that 
they,    together   with    the   pastor   or   some 
good,   spiritual   leader,  have  prepared   be- 
forehand.  Do   not   permit   cliques    to   get 
off  in  the  corner  but  keep  them  mixing 
so  they  will  get  acquainted.  We  will  tell 
you  some  of  the  ways  to  do  this  in  next 
issue.    Refreshments    can      be    served      or 
not,  as  the  committee  sees  best. 


"Repentance  is  more  than  turning 
from  our  sins;  it  is  turning  to  our 
Savior." 
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FOUNDATION  STONES 

By  Norma  Bright 
A  girl  once  went  away  from  home  to 
fill   a   most   interesting  position.    She  was 
well  educated,  and  ere  long  was  making 
a  success  of  her  work. 

Then  came  the  test.  The  town  in 
which  she  worked  was  populated  mainly 
by  foreigners  who  kept  to  themselves. 
There  was,  however,  several  American 
girls  of  her  own  age,  engaged  in  similar 
work.  From  this  group  she  was  forced  to 
choose   her   associates. 

All  went  well  for  several  months  and 
the  girl  enjoyed  several  parties,  auto 
rides  and  other  times  in  their  company. 
A  little  later,  however,  there  came  a 
night  when  this  group  became  discontent 
with  ordinary  entertainment,  and  right 
away  they  planned  to  stage  a  different 
kind  of  party — a  party  at  which  smokes 
and  drinks  would  enliven  the  occasion.  It 
meant  that  all  guests  would  have  to  par- 
take of  these  things  or  get  left  out  in  a 
social  way  from   then  on. 

This  particular  girl  whom  I  mention 
had  never  smoked  or  drunk  at  home.  It 
came  as  quite  a  shock  to  her  that  she 
should  be  asked  to  do  so  now. 

But  she  did  not  make  her  final  de- 
cision concerning  her  future  conduct 
until  she  had  reviewed  the  Christian 
training  she  had  received  from  her  de- 
voted parents. 

"No,  I  cannot  possibly  smoke  and 
drink,  not  for  all  the  so-called  social  life 
in  the  world!''  she  told  herself  and  her 
friends. 

The  girl's  foundation  stones  had  held 
fast. — Selected. 

^c    -jc    -;c 

Seeing  Black 

At  a  meeting  a  man  held  up  a  sheet  of 
white  paper,  with  a  little  black  spot  on 
it,  and  asked  his  audience,  "What  do  you 
see?"  They  all  answered,  "A  black  spot." 
He  then  asked,  "Why,  don't  you  see  the 
white?  There  is  so  much  more  white  than 
black." 

'Isn't  this  quite  natural?  How  easy  it  is, 
when  looking  at  others,  to  see  a  small 
flaw  before  finding  the  many  praise- 
worthy things!  What  kind  of  eye  have 
you?  Do  you  see  good  or  evil  in  others? 
— Publisher  Unknown. 
*  •:«  -:: 
Sincerity  Does  Not  Save 

"We  don't  think  it  matters  much 
what  religion  a  man  professes,  so  long  as 
he  is  sincere."  This  is  a  fearful  mistake. 
Let  us  test  your  sincerity  of  such  a  no- 


tion. Your  child  is  taken  very  ill,  you 
need  a  doctor,  you  start  to  run  for  him. 
You  know  the  name  of  the  street  he 
lives  on,  but  you  do  not  know  where  it 
is  situated.  Never  mind  that,  you  keep 
on  running.  "Stop,  friend,  stop,"  cries  a 
neighbor,  "you're  going  the  wrong  way." 
"Never  mind!  I  am  sincere,  look  how 
hard  I  am  running."  But  you  never 
reach  the  doctor,  and  your  child  dies. 
Sincerity  on  the  wrong  road  means  trav- 
eling faster  to  eternal  destruction. — 
From  Moody  Monthly. 

Dead  Prayer  Meetings — Why? 

Many  times  we  have  attended  prayer 
meetings  that  were  impossible  to  enjoy. 
The  prayers  were  too  long,  and  the  one 
leading  repeated  himself  so  much.  Many 
did  not  pray  to  the  point,  but  wandered 
all  over,  and  prayed  for  anything  and  ev- 
erything that  came  to  their  minds. 
Some  prayed  for  so  many  things,  that  if 
five  minutes  afterward  you  had  asked 
them  to  name  one  thing,  they  could  not 
do  it.  Most  of  the  prayers  lacked  earnest- 
ness and  sounded  empty,  as  though  the 
one  speaking  never  knew  what  it  was  to 
talk  to  God.  Instead  of  talking  to  God, 
some  talked  to  us,  v/hile  others  went  so 
far  as  to  preach  three-point  sermons. 
There  was  no  life  in  the  prayers — just 
words  that  never  got  higher  than  the 
roof.  The  leader  kept  us  on  our  knees  so 
long  that  we  ached  all  over.  The  ones 
that  really  could  pray  were  silent.  Alto- 
gether, it  was  about  the  deadest  time  we 
ever  had. 

That  was  certainly  an  awful  ordeal, 
but  now  we  come  to  our  why?  Nine 
times  out  of  ten  you  are  the  chief  cause. 
What  part  did  you  contribute  to  the 
service?  None.  No,  all  you  did  was  to 
criticize,  to  see  how  much  fault  you 
could  find  with  what  the  rest  did.  You 
did  not  sense  your  own  sinfulness  before 
God.  You  did  not  recognize  His  presence 
in  the  midst  of  the  two  or  three  gathered 
together.  Your  thoughts  were  centered  on 
yourself.  Of  course,  the  meeting  seemed 
dead;  you  did  not  expect  it  to  be  any- 
thing else.  To  a  large  degree  you  have  the 
power  within  yourself  to  cause  a  dead 
or  a  live  prayer  meeting.  The  meeting 
was  not  dead,  you  were! — The  Elim 
Evangel. 

Prepare  to  Meet  Thy  God 

We  have  read  of  a  man  who  dreamed 
that  there  was  a  great  convention  in  hell. 


The  subject   was:      "How   to  ruin  more 
souls."  One  demon  said,  "I  shall  go  into 
the  world  and  say  there  is  no  God."  "No 
use,"   replied    Satan,    "for   men   will   ga'ze 
around  about  them  at  the  wonders  of  na- 
ture  with   its   glorious   harmony   and   de- 
sign, and  call  it  madness  to  deny  God." 
Another  said,  "I  will  go  and  tell     them 
that  there  is  neither  a  heaven  nor  a  hell." 
"That   won't   do  either,"      Satan    replied: 
"you   might    get    a    few   fools   to   believe 
you,   but    that   would   be   all."      A    third 
spoke,  "I  will  go  and  tell  them   there  is 
a  God,  a  heaven  and  a  hell,  but  I  will  tell 
them  there  is  plenty  of  time."  Then  there 
was  a  shout  of  joy  which  rang  through 
the    gloomy   caverns      of    the      pit,      and 
Satan   answered,  "That  will  do!   Go  with 
that    message   and   soon   we   will   get   this 
place  of  sorrow  peopled  with  souls." 

And  it  is  too  true,  that  the  most  suc- 
cessful device  for  ruining  men  is  by  get- 
ting them  to  delay  deciding  for  Christ 
from  day  to  day  until,  unexpectedly,  the 
brittle  thread  of  life  is  snapped  asunder, 
and  the  soul  sinks  into  eternal  perdition. 
Then  another  is  added  to  the  list  of 
those  who  intended  to  become  a  .Chris- 
tian, but  never  did  so.  Reader,  how  is  it 
with  you?  You  intend  to  decide  for 
Christ  some  time,  but  when? — A  Tract. 

Step  by  Step 

A  hundred  years  ago  there  lived  in  Ox- 
ford a  little  boy,  whose  business  it  was 
to  clean  the  boots  of  the  students  of  the 
famous  university  there.  He  was  poor 
but  bright  and  smart.  Well,  this  lad, 
whose  name  was  George,  grew  rapidly 
in  favor  with  the  students.  His  prompt 
and  hearty  way  of  doing  things,  and  his 
industrious  habits  and  faithful  deeds  won 
their  admiration.  They  saw  in  him  the 
promise  of  a  noble  man,  and  they  pro- 
posed to  teach  him  a  little  every  day. 
Eager  to  learn,  George  accepted  their 
proposals,  and  he  soon  surprised  his 
teachers  by  his   rapid  progress. 

"A  boy  who  can  blacken  boots  well 
can  study  well,"  said  one  student. 

"Keen  as  a  briar,"  said  another,  "and 
pluck  enough  to  make  a  hero."  But  we 
cannot  stop  to  tell  of  his  patience  and 
perseverance.  He  went  on,  step  by  step, 
until  he  became  a  man,  a  learned  and  elo- 
quent man,  who  preached  the  Gospel  to 
admiring   thousands. 

The  little  bootblack  became  the  re- 
nowned pulpit  orator,  George  White- 
field. — Publisher  Unknown. 

The  Song  of  the  Martyrs 

Many  Japanese  converts  died     in     the 
terrible  persecution  of  Christians  in  Ja- 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayr  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  Tills  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  nut  make  your  opening 
son,g  service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  in  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  b<= 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let'  us 
bear  this  In  mind. 

The   leader  should   then    make   her   opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER 
In    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  shou'd  be 
handed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  puogram  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in    a   T.    P.    E.    meeting 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  praver  and 
accept    Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    friends. 


BIBLE  LESSON 

By  Viola  Sloan 

Topic:  "Service" 

THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER 

It  is  the  duty  of  each  individual  as  a 
Christian  to  serve  the  Lord.  There  are  so 
many  ways  in  which  we  can  serve  Him. 
All  cannot  do  the  same  thing,  but  some- 
where and  in  some  way  we  have,  each  of 
us,  a  little  mission  to  fill.  We  have  the 
talents,  God  has  promised  the  grace,  so 
let's  mix  a  little  more  ambition,  a  little 
more  zeal  and  courage  and  go  forth  with 
a  greater  determination  than  ever  before 
to  tell  the  world  that  Jesus  saves  from 
sin. 

THE  NEED  OF  SERVICE 
Luke  10:2;  John  4:3  S. 

Christ  is  our  example  and  we  learn 
from  the  scriptures  He  spent  a  busy  life. 
When  He  began  His  ministry  He  saw 
the  need  of  coworkers,  so  He  called  the 
twelve.  Then  a  little  later  as  He  looked 
upon  the  multitude  He  was  moved  with 
compassion  because  they  were  as  sheep 
having  no  shepherd,  so  He  called  the  sev- 
enty more  to  work  in  the  harvest  field. 


The  need  is  just  as  great  today  as  it 
was  then.  Just  one  look  upon  the  vast 
field  of  sin  will  convince  us  that  the  la- 
borers are  few.  People  are  dropping  into 
eternity  every  day,  and  may  we  ask 
ourselves  the  question,  "What  are  we  do- 
ing for  souls?"  James  said,  "He  which 
converteth  a  sinner  from  the  error  of  his 
way  shall  save  a  soul  from  death  and 
shall  hide  a  multitude  of  sins." 
Sow  servants — freely  sow 

The  Lord  is  looking  on. 
Sow  in  the  morning's  early  glow, 
And   till  the  day  is  gone. 

The  need  is  dire  and  great 
Man  walks  the  path  of  sin. 

Oh  hasten,  ere  it  be  too  late! 
To  welcome  sinners  in. 

The  Judge  is  at  the  door. 
His  stroke  about  to  fall. 

Glad  mercy's  day  shall  then  be  o'er, 
Soon  ends  the  gospel  call. 

Then  sound  aloud  the  call, 
Peal  forth  the  faithful  word. 

Before  God's  heavy  judgments  fall. 
May  many  yet  be  stirred. 

The  fruitage  of  the  toil 

Christ's  judgment  seat  shall  show, 
Heaven  shall  reap  a  richer  spoil 

Because  thou  here  dost  sow. 

— Selected. 

THE  SPIRIT  OF  SERVICE 
Ps.  100:2;  Luke  10:17. 

Each  Christian  should  count  it  a  great 
privilege  to  serve  God.  We  should  serve 
Him  because  we  love  to  and  not  because 
we  feel  it  our  duty  to.  Of  course,  we  all 
realize  it's  our  duty  to  serve  Him  and 
we  at  our  very  best  will  never  repay  Him 
for  what  He  has  done  for  us. 

Isaiah  heard  a  voice  saying,  "Whom 
shall  I  send,  and  who  will  go  for  us?" 
Then  he  answered,  "Here  am  I;  send 
me."  Then  we  have  a  beautiful  picture 
of  submission,  when  the  Lord  spoke  to 
Paul  on  the  Damascus  road  and  we  hear 
Paul  as  he  quickly  answered,  "Lord, 
what  wilt  thou  have  me  to  do?"  God  is 
calling  our  young  people.  Do  you  hear 
His  voice?  Harden  not  your  heart.  Soon 
the  door  of  opportunity  will  be  closed,  so 
let  us   work   while   we   have   the   day. 

The  clock   of  life  is   wound  but  once, 

And  no  man  has  the  power. 
To  tell  just  when  the  hands  will  stop, 

At  late  or  early  hour. 

Now  is  the  only  time  you  own; 

Live,  love,   toil  with  a  will; 
Place  no  faith  in  "tomorrow"  for 

The  clock  may   then   be  still. — Set. 

ACKNOWLEDGED   BY   CHRIST 

Matt.   25:40;  Mk.   9:41. 
Not    all    that    saith    unto   Him,    Lord, 
Lord,  will  enter  in,  but  they  that  do  His 


will.  Many,  I  fear,  are  working  but  fail- 
ing to  catch  the  vision  of  true  steward- 
ship. He  fails  to  acknowledge  our  deeds 
if  they  are  not  backed  up  by  love.  Paul 
said,  "By  love  serve  one  lanother,"  also, 
"And  though  I  bestow  all  my  goods  to 
feed  the  poor,  and  though  I  give  my  body 
to  be  burred,  and  have  not  charity 
(love),    it   profiteth    me   nothing." 

It  isn't  so  much  the  great  things  we 
do  that  we  will  be  rewarded  for,  but  the 
spirit  in  which  we  do  them.  Mark  as- 
sured us  of  a  reward  if  we  give  one  a  cup 
of  water  "in  His  name". 

REWARD    OF    FAITHFUL    SERVICE 

Matt.   25:21;  John  4:36,  Dan.    12:3. 

John  the  Revelator  said,  "And  behold, 
I  come  quickly;  and  my  reward  is  with 
me,  to  give  every  man  according  as  his 
work  shall  be."  There  is  a  sure  reward 
for  God's  faithful  few,  but  to  hear  those 
words,  "Well  done"  we  must  be  faith- 
ful. 

Truly  the  harvest  is  white  and  the 
moments  are  flying.  In  a  few  years  when 
it's  too  late,  you  may  look  back  upon 
the  wasted  hours  and  wish  you  had  given 
your  best  years  to  Him.  Let  us  not  go 
into  the  presence  of  God  empty  handed. 

Must  I  go,  and  empty  handed?  After 
a  month  of  Christian  life,  nearly  all  spent 
upon  a  sick  bed,  a  young  man  of  nearly 
thirty  years  lay  dying.  Suddenly  a  look 
of  sadness  crossed  his  face  and  to  the 
query  of  a  friend  he  exclaimed,  "No,  I'm 
not  afraid.  Jesus  saves  me  now,  but  oh! 
must  I   go,  and  empty  handed?" 

Must  I  go,  and  empty  handed, 
Thus  my  dear  Redeemer  meet? 
Not   one   day  of  service   give   Him 
Lay  no  trophy  at  His  feet. 

Must  I  go,  and  empty  handed, 
Must  I  meet  my  Savior  so? 
Not  one  soul  with  which  to  greet  Him, 
Must  I  empty  handed  go? 

Not  at  death  I  shrink  and  falter, 
For  my  Savior  saves  me  now, 
But  to  meet  Him  empty  handed — 
Thought  of  that  now  clouds  my  brow. 

Oh,   the  years  of  sinning  wasted — 
Could  I  but  recall  them  now, 
I  would  give  them  to  my  Savior, 
To  His  will  I'd  gladly  bow. 

Oh,  ye  saints  arouse,  be  earnest, 
Up  and  work  while  yet  'tis  day. 
Ere  the  night  of  death  o'ertake  thee 
Strive  for  souls  while  yet  you  may. 

— Selected. 

BIBLE  LESSON 
Topic:  "The  Lighted  Pathway" .... 
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THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
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Pathway"  for  a  program  in  our  Y.  P.  E. 
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-  |  It  is  our  guide  and  assistant  for  all  our 
programs,  and  we  have  so  much  good  in 
it  besides  our  program  material  that  we 
are  using  the  paper  as  a  whole  to  inspire 
the  young  people  to  read  it  more,  and  not 
only  read  it  more  but  really  enjoy  it 
more  by  hearing  the  different  reasons 
why  others  have  been  blessed  by  the 
articles,  stories,  poems,  or  messages.  Per- 
haps one  of  you  have  been  particularly 
touched  by  the  poetry  and  others  do  not 
enjoy  poetry  very  much,  and  when  that 
one  who  enjoys  it  so  much  recites  it 
beautifully  for  us  in  this  program  it  will 
make  us  appreciate  it  more.  Then  we  are 
going  to  have  some  of  the  questions  that 
are  being  asked  answered  about  this  paper, 
and  get  right  into  the  very  heart  of  it  in 
open  discussion,  so  that  if  anybody 
doesn't  know  of  its  value,  he  will,  when 
we  are  through  with  this  meeting.  The 
Bible  says.  "Behold,  how  good  and  how 
pleasant  it  is  for  brethren  to  dwell  to- 
gether in  unity."  Now,  that  is  what  we 
are  expecting  to  do  in  this  service,  to 
dwell  together  in  unity  on  the  subject 
of  "The  Lighted  Pathway."  If  we  are  all 
together  with  our  minds  centered  on 
these  good  things  brought  to  us  by  the 
printed  page,  how  pleasant  and  how  good 
the  result  will  be  from  our  efforts  to 
gain    interest   in   the   reading  of   it. 

Always  appoint  a  good  enthusiastic 
friend  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  as  leader 
of  this  meeting. 

Note:  The  leader  should  announce  this 
meeting  at  least  a  week  ahead  of  time 
and  appoint  two  or  three  good  speakers 
and  let  them  choose  their  own  subject 
from  the  paper.  After  they  have  spoken, 
open  the  meeting  for  all  to  speak  of  the 
article,  poem,  or  page,  they  are  most  in- 
terested in.  The  thoughts  on  the  differ- 
ent subjects  will  be  very  interesting  and 
should  make  a   very   spiritual   meeting. 

From  now  on  we  are  giving  different 
kinds  of  programs  hoping  to  make  your 
meeting  more  interesting. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  program  will  be 
repeated  each  month.  We  believe  this 
will  be  the  most  interesting  program  you 
will  have  throughout  the  year.  Try  it. 
We  are  trying  to  give  you  a  short  play 
each  time.  This  will  be  a  good  change 
and  keep  your  meetings  from  being  so 
much  the  same. 

Be  sure  to  read  the  Editor's  Message 
this  month  in  connection  with  your  pro- 
gram. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic :  "Following  Christ  in  Every- 
thing" 

Scripture  Text:   Luke  9:23 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 

Christ  is  the  Way.  His  teachings  and 

examples  are  such  that  by  knowing  them, 

we  know   the   best   possible  way  of  life. 

If  we  do  His  will  and  follow  Him,  we 


can  be  certain  that  we  are  not  taking 
merely  a  good  way,  but  rather  that  we  are 
taking  the  way,  the  best  and  only  true 
way  of  life. 

Christ  Jesus  did  not  give  numerous 
little  rules  and  formulas  to  direct  us.  He 
gave  us  certain  principles  of  conduct, 
then  left  it  to  our  intelligence  and  judg- 
ment to  apply  them  as  the  need  arises.  He 
not  only  told  us  what  is  right;  He  lived 
His  teachings.  We  can  see  what  He 
w/ants  us  to  do  by  seeing  what  He  did. 

Better  yet,  He  has  promised  us  help  to 
do  His  will.  If  we  face  problems  that 
seem  too  difficult,  by  means  of  prayer 
in  His  name  we  are  helped  to  do  that 
which  is  right. 

Christ   should   be  our  guide  in  every- 
thing. Work,  play,  study,  worship,  and  all 
activities  of  life  are  to  be  carried  on  in 
the  spirit  of  Jesus  and  by  His  help. 
FOLLOWING  CHRIST  IN    OUR 

WORSHIP 
Prayer  is  a  natural,  essential  part  of 
every  Christian's  life.  The  one  who  prays 
should  do  so,  not  with  the  idea  of  show- 
ing off,  but  with  the  spirit  of  sincere  de- 
votion. There  is  no  place  in  Christian 
prayer  for  insincerity.  The  Bible  as  God's 
inspired  Word  is  of  fundamental  impor- 
tance to  the  devotional  life. 
IN  OUR  HOME 
Jesus  lived  in  a  religious  home  in  His 
youth.  Joseph  and  Mary  went  regularly 
to  Jerusalem  to  the  religious  observance 
as  required  by  the  Jewish  religion,  even 
though  to  do  so  required  much  effort.  At 
twelve  years  of  age,  Jesus  was  familiar 
enough  with  religious  teachings  to  puz- 
zle even  the  Jewish  Rabbi.  Near  the  end 
of  His  ministry,  Jesus  blessed  the  home 
of  Mary  and  Martha  by  His  presence. 
Home  receives  the  blessings  of  God. 

The  home  not  only  offers  blessings  and 
privileges;  it  also  offers  problems.  Any 
group,  such  as  the  family,  will  some- 
times find  it  difficult  to  live  up  to  the 
highest  standards  but  by  constant  effort, 
guided  by  love,  any  home  can  be  made  a 
place,  not  as  much  of  problems  as  of  in- 
spiration. Home  is  the  greatest  test  of 
victory. 

In  order  to  have  the  best  possible  home, 
it  is  necessary  for  children  to  help  their 
parents  in  every  way  possible.  It  is  also 
necessary  for  parents  to  do  their  part  in 
giving  their  children  proper  training. 
Most  important  of  all,  God  must  be  giv- 
en first  place  in  the  heart  of  every  mem- 
ber of  the  family. 

IN  HELPING  OTHERS 
Even  if  one  does  not  think  highly 
enough  of  himself  to  keep  from  violat- 
ing laws,  he  certainly  should  remember 
that  his  wrong  acts  injure  others  as  well 
as  himself.  No  one  can  violate  moral  laws 
without  hurting  others.  There  is  no 
such  thing  as  the  right  to  personal  liber- 
ty which  injures  others. 


IN  MAKING  PEACE 
The  cost  of  war  is  beyond  measure. 
War  costs  not  only  in  lives  and  money, 
but  destroys  love,  confidence,  honesty, 
and  other  moral  values  beyond  price.  The 
way  of  peace  is  the  way  of  brotherly 
love.  Christlike  conduct.  Nations  have 
no  more  right  to  sanction  killing  in  war 
than  men  do  in  peace. 

IN  EARNING  MONEY 
It  is  the  privilege  and  duty  of  every 
person  to  do  a  fair  share  of  the  world's 
work  and  earn  money.  It  is  never  right 
for  one  to  secure  wealth  by  trickery, 
sharp  practice,  dishonesty,  or  the  op- 
pression of  others.  It  is  not  wrong  to 
earn  money;  it  is  wrong  to  get  it  with- 
out earning  it. 

IN  SPENDING  MONEY 
Money   costs   toil.      No  person     has   a 
right    to   waste   money   or      to  use  it   in 
ways  that  will  injure  others.  Wealth  is  a 
trust   from   God!      How    we   honor   that 
trust  is  a  measure  of  our  fitness     to  be 
called    faithful    or    unfaithful      stewards. 
All  wealth  comes  from  God,  and  should 
be  used  in  ways  that  honor  Him. 
IN  USING  OUR  OPPORTUNITIES 
Every  place  is  a  place  of  opportunity. 
Often  people  of  one  city  or  nation  have 
the   thought  that  the  other  place   offers 
the  best  opportunity  for  service.  The  best 
place  to  begin  serving  God  is  where  you 
are;  if  you  are  needed  elsewhere,  the  op- 
portunity will  be  discovered  in  due  time. 
IN  OUR  BROTHERHOOD 
One  of  the  great  tragedies  of  the  world 
is    that    race    prejudices    have    grown    up. 
Some  people  of  every  race   think   them- 
selves better,  more  favored  of  God,  than 
people  of  some  other  race  or  races.  It  is 
only   when   we   treat   people  of   all   races 
as  brothers  in  the  way  that  Christ  would 
treat:  them  that  we  have  learned  the  true 
meaning  of  Christian   brotherhood. 
IN  OUR  LEISURE 
As  wealth  has  increased  in  the  world, 
folks  have  had  more  spare     time.      Few 
people  are  busy  all  the  time  with  neces- 
sary tasks.  Our  characters  are  now  large- 
ly determined   by   the  ways  in  which  we 
spend  this  spare  time.  Certainly  worship, 
rest  and  wholesome  play  should     be  in- 
cluded in  our  program  of  life. 

THE  CALL  TO  SEPARATION 
These  disciples  are  not  simply  called 
from  evil  things — they  are  called  from 
more  than  evil — they  are  called  from  the 
nets  (their  business),  from  their  rela- 
tives, from  the  old  locations,  and  from 
all  the  old  home-ties.  Their  separation 
was  made  so  complete  as  to  start  entire- 
ly new  lines  of  thought,  new  motives  and 
new  purposes  in  life.  Christ  still  calls  all 
to  a  new  life  with  a  brand-new  plan.  He 
sometimes  calls  men  with  the  new  life 
and  new  purpose  to  live  in  the  old  place. 
To  one  Christ  said:  "Go  home  to  thy 
friends,  and  tell  them  how  great   things 
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the  Lord  hath  done  for  thee." 

THE  CALL  TO  LIVE  AS  WE 
TESTIFY 
"He  that  saith  he  abideth  in  him  ought 
himself  also  to  walk,  even  as  he  walked." 
Emphasize  in  the  verse:  "He  that  saith" 
and  "even  as."  "He  that  saith"  should 
live  as  well  as  he  talks.  One  says:  "Then 
I  will  not  witness."  But  God  commands 
all  believers  to  testify.  "Ye  are  my  wit- 
nesses." Certainly  as  Christians  we  must 
testify,  but  our  lives  must  be  brought 
into  harmony  with  our  words.  Holmes 
said:  "Your  life  speaks  too  loud  that  I 
cannot  hear  what  you  say."  Our  lives  and 
words  should  both  speak  loudly  for 
Christ.  We  are  to  walk  "even  as"  Christ. 
We  are  to  talk  "even  as"  Christ.  His  life 
was  one  of  simplicity  and  deepest  sacri- 
fice. Thank  God,  it  was  also  a  life  of 
grace,  of  wisdom,  and  of  power.  As  real 
Christians  our  lives  will  not  be  easy,  nor 
pleasing  to  the  flesh;  but  they  will  be 
gracious  and  mighty  for  God.  Utterly 
separated  unto  a  heavenly  life,  we  shall 
be  filled  with  that  heavenly  life.  Divine 
life  in  a  human  being  is  bound  to  lift 
others  up  to  God.  Let  us  neither  limit 
what  God  would  do  in  us,  nor  what  He 
would  do  through  us. 

LESSON  OUTLINE 

Note:  Bring  your  Bibles  and  have  a 
Bible  verse  finding  contest  at  this  meet- 
ing. Let  the  leader  call  out  the  scrip- 
tures and  see  who  can  find  them  first. 
Extend  the  contest  over  into  the  Old 
Testament  also.  At  least  a  week  before 
the  meeting  give  three  or  four  speakers 
one  each  of  these  bes  or  be  nots  and 
ask  them  to  make  a  talk.  Use  good  music 
and  plenty  of  prayer  with  your  pro- 
gram. 

Topic:  "BE  AND  BE  NOT" 

1.  Be  followers  of  God.  Eph.    5:1. 

2.  Be    filled    with    the   Spirit.    Eph.    5: 
18. 

3.  Be  strong  in  the  Lord.  Eph.  6:10;   1 
Cor.    16:13. 

4.  Be  ready  always  to  give  a  reason  of 
the  hope  that  is  in  you.  1  Pet.  3:1)". 

5.  Be    kind   one   to   another.      Eph.    4: 
32;   Rom.   12:10. 

6.  Be  ready  to  every  good  work.  Titus 
3:1. 

7.  Be   thou   faithful    unto   death.   Rev. 
2:10. 

A.  Be   not   wise   in   your  own   conceit. 
Rom.    12:16. 

B.  Be  not  hasty  to  be  angry.  Ecc.  7:9. 

C.  Be   not   rash   with   thy   mouth;   let 
thy  words  be  few.  Ecc.   5:2. 

D.  Be  not  overcome  of  evil.  Rom.   12: 
21. 

E.  Be    not    weary      in    well    doing.       2 
Thess.  3:13. 


F.  Be  not   carried   about      with   divers 
and  strange  doctrines.  Heb.    13:9. 

G.  Be   not      deceived;      God      is      not 
mocked.   Gal.    6:7-8. 

FORGIVE  US  OUR  DEBTS 

BEATRICE  ROBERTS 

(Father  and  mother  are  in  living  room. 
Mother  is  sewing  while  father  reads 
aloud  from  the  Bible.  He  reads  Matt.  5 : 
21-25;   37-48.  He  looks  at  mother.) 

(Father)  "Fannie,  Mrs.  Brown  is 
mighty  sick.  I  think  you  should  go  over 
to  see  her  and  offer  your  service." 

(Mother)  "Now  Dan,  I  have  told  you 
that  I  don't  intend  to  have  anything  to 
do  with  her  until  she  repents  over  the 
hard  things  she  said  to  me  the  other  day, 
I  suppose  the  Lord  is  whipping  her  for 
talking  so." 

(Father)  "I  know,  but  listen  to  this 
scripture  I  was  just  reading."  (He  reads 
verses  23,  24,  3  5,  42.)  "Now  you 
needn't  seek  vengeance  for  God  says 
vengeance  is  His  and  He  will  repay." 

(Mother)  "But  I  haven't  said  any- 
thing to  hurt  so  I  am  going  to  treat  her 
as  a  heathen  or  publican  as  the  Bible  says 
to  do." 

(Father)  "But  you  haven't  done  all 
the  Bible  says  to  do  before  treating 
them  this  way,  listen  to  this."  (He  reads 
Matt.  18:15-18.)  "Now  you  haven't 
even  been  to  see  her,  especially  with 
others  that  the  words  might  be  estab- 
lished,  mother." 

(Mother)  "I  haven't  said  anything  to 
hurt  her  so  I  feel  like  she  should  be  the 
one  to  come  and  see  me."  (She  turns  to 
the  little  girl.)  "Betty,  have  you  bathed 
for  bed?" 

(Betty)  "Yes  ma'am,  and  I  am  sleepy 
too." 

(Father)  "I  think  I  will  lay  down  and 
rest,  I  have  a  hard  day  ahead  of  me  to- 
morrow. I  wish  you  would  think  over 
what  we  have  been  talking  of,  good- 
night." 

(Betty  and  mother)   "Good  night." 
(Mother)    "Come  Betty,  let's  pray  then 
you  can  go  to  bed." 

(Betty  kneels  while  they  recite  the 
Lord's   prayer.) 

(Betty)  "Mother,  what  does  'forgive 
us  our  debts  as  we  forgive  our  debtors' 
mean?" 

(Mother)  "My  dear  child,  mother  is 
proud  to  see  her  baby  interested  in  the 
Bible.  We  are  asking  God  to  forgive  us 
just  as  we  forgive  others.  Now  if  you 
had  anything  in  your  heart  against  any- 
one and  didn't  forgive  them  why  then 
you  couldn't  expect  God  to  forgive  you." 

(Betty)  "Well  mother,  are  you  for- 
giving Mrs.  Brown  as  you  want  God  to 
forgive  you?" 

(Mother  looks  startled  then.)  "Run 
on  to  bed  Betty,  mother  wants  to  fin- 
ish  this   sewing   tonight."    (Betty  leaves. 


Mother  sits  looking  into  space  for  a  few 
minutes.)  "O  Lord,  is  it  me?  Am  I  be-1 
ing  too  hard?  (She  pauses.)  I  see  it  all 
now,  if  God  will  only  let  me  live  until 
morning  I  will  go  to  see  Mrs.  Brown 
and  we  will  pi  ay  this  out  together.  She 
kneels.    (Curtain  is  drawn.) 

(Continued  from  Children's  Page) 

What?— Come. 

Where? — Unto   Me. 

Who  calls?— -Jesus. 

Who  are  called?  Children,  sinners, 
whosoever   will. 

Why  come? — That  He  may  forgive 
my  sins  and   make  me  His   child. 

When  come? — Today,  now. 


(Continued   from  B.   T.   S.   page) 

the  serfs  and  gave  to  them  a  translation 
of  the  Bible  in  English. 

As  we  summarize  the  events  of  this 
period  we  cannot  fail  to  see  the  close 
parallel  that  world  conditions  and  the 
rise  and  slump  that  civilization  shows 
with  the  progress  and  decline  of  religion 
and  morals.  The  period  starts  with  the 
death  of  one  civilization  and  drags 
through  the  stagnant  remains  until  the 
debris  is  cleared  away  and  we  are  ready 
to  start  in  the  brilliant  modern  civiliza- 
tion. Men  tried  to  drag  religion  into  the 
pool  that  their  civilization  had  formed 
but  God  raised  up  men  of  courage  and 
ability  with  religious  zeal  to  clear  away 
the  filth  of  the  past;  however,  that  in- 
spiring story  comes  next  month. — James 
Henning. 


Give  Thanks 

For  the  discipline  of  sorrow, 

For  the  angel  of  distress, 
For  the  unseen  hands  that  draw  us 

Into  greater  blessedness; 
For  the  lips  that  close  in  silence, 

For  the  strong  hands  clasped  in  prayer, 
For  the  strength  of  heart  that  suffers, 

But  sinks  not   in  despair; 
For   the    penitence   and    patience 

That   are  meek   beneath   the  rod, 
And  for  hope's  great  resurrection. 

We  give  Thee  thanks,  O  God. 

For  the  hope  that  right  shall  triumph, 

For  the  lifting  of  the  race, 
For  the  victories  of  justice, 

For  a  coming  day  of  grace, 
For  the  lessons  taught  by  failure, 

Learned  in  humbleness  and  pain. 
For  the  call  to  lofty  duties 

That  will   come  to  us  again, 
For  the  hope  that  those  who  trust  in  God 

Shall  not  be  put  to  shame, 
For  the  faith  that  lives  in  all  the  world, 

O  God,  we  praise  Thy  name! 

— Marianne  Earningham. 
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What  Are  You  Doing  for  the 
Children  of  Your  Com- 
munity? 

By  the  Editor 

Stop  for  a  moment  and  think  this 
over.  You  have  a  Sunday  School?  That 
is  fine.  Have  you  made  a  canvas  of  your 
neighborhood  to  see  how  many  children, 
boys  and  girls  you  can  find  who  do  not 
go  to  Sunday  School?  If  you  have,  does 
it  not  alarm  you?  I  often  shudder  as  I 
go  to  our  own  Sunday  School  here  in 
Cleveland  to  see  the  numbers  of  chi- 
ldren on  the  streets  playing  instead  of  go- 
ing to  the  house  of  God. 

Below  is  a  recent  article  from  the 
Chattanooga  Free  Press,  which  should 
wake  us  from  our  lethargy  and  start  us 
out  in  our  community  to  find  the  boys 
and  girls  and  capture  them  for  Christ 
before  they  reach  the  stage  these  poor 
boys  have  reached.  Some  of  this  kind 
may  be  in  your  community  and  you  may 
be  responsible. 

Do  you  have  a  Junior  Y.  P.  E.  in  your 
church?  If  not,  do  you  not  feel  the  call 
of  God  to  help  save  the  children  of  your 
community?  A  Junior  Y.  P.  E.  is  a  good 
way  to  begin. 

From  Chattanooga  Free  Press: 

Sing  Sing  prison's  deathhouse  is  crowd- 
ed with  doomed  killers. 

Twenty-three  men  are  waiting  to  die 
in  the  electric  chair. 

Nine  of  them  are  still  too  young  to 
vote! 

Discussing  this  situation,  Warden 
Lewis  E.  Lawes,  one  of  America's  fore- 
most penologists,  today  declared  he  fav- 
ored a  federal  government  board  which 
would  supervise  the  activities  of  the 
various  boys'  clubs  which  he  says  are 
now  making  progress,  but  whose  work 
"should  be  co-ordinated." 

"The  problem  should  be  attacked  from 
a  national  standpoint,"  he  told  Interna- 
tional News  Service. 

Warden  Lawes  said  one  reason  so  many 
are  waiting  to  die  is  that  there  has  not 
been  an  execution  in  Sing  Sing  since  last 
August.  Another  reason  is  "multiple 
crimes" —  six  of  those  doomed  were 
caught  for  one  murder,  several  for  an- 
other. 

10  TO  DIE  IN  JANUARY 

The  total  of  23  condemned  men  is  the 
largest  number,  however,  in  13  years. 
Eighteen  executions  annually  has  been 
the  Sing  Sing  average  for  the  past  10 
years. 

Ten  of  those  now  in  the  deathhouse  arc 
scheduled  to  die  in  January. 

One  of  the  doomed  criminals  is  James 
Sullivan,  17-year-old  New  York  boy.  In 
sentencing  Sullivan,  Judge  Brancato 
called  attention  to  the  fact  that  9  of 
the  10  persons  convicted  of  first-degree 
murder  in  the  past  year  have  killed  their 


victims  during  the  commission  of  rob- 
beries. 

"These  young  fellows  are  moral  im- 
beciles," said  Warden  Lawes.  "They 
haven't  the  judgment  or  the  control  of 
the  older  and  hardened  criminal.  Usually 
they  are  members  of  some  neighborhood 
gang." 

Warden  Lawes  feels  that,  with  the 
deathhouse  occupants  showing  up  as 
younger  men  than  formerly,  the  solution 
involves  national  control  of  the  problem 
which  would  cut   across  state  lines. 

He  praised  such  organizations  as  the 
Boy  Scouts  of  America,  the  Boys'  Clubs, 
the  Boys'  Athletic  League,  and  so  forth, 
saying  they  have  cut  down  crimes  of 
violence  in  certain  neighborhoods,  but  he 
thought  the  whole  problem  should  be  un- 
der the  supervision  of  a  government 
board  so  that  crime  could  be  more  ef- 
fectively checkmated. 

OPPOSES  SUPREME  PENALTY 

Asked  if  he  still  was  opposed  to  capital 
punishment,  Warden  Lawes  said: 

"Yes,  I  am.  I  am  against  it  because — 
like  wars  — executions  cheapen  human 
life.  The  more  you  have  the  more  you 
have  to  have." 

The  warden  contended  that  the  only 
certain  thing  about  the  capital  punish- 
ment law  is  that  capital  punishment  will 
not  be  inflicted.  Only  a  small  percentage 
of  killers  are  actually  executed.  Besides 
some  states  have  capital  punishment 
laws;  others  have  not. 

Agitation  is  now  in  full  swing  to  save 
the  nine  youths  under  21  from  dying  in 
the  chair.  The  movement  is  under  the 
direction  of  Daniel  W.  Blumenthal,  presi- 
dent of  the  associated  local  school  boards, 
and  Mrs.  Alfred  Frankenthaler,  wife  of  a 
Supreme  Court  justice. 

Blumenthal  said  he  would  attempt  to 
get  5,000  signatures  to  a  petition  asking 
Gov.  Herbert  H.  Lehman  to  commute 
the  sentences  to  life  imprisonment.  De- 
claring he  was  not  unmindful  of  the 
families  of  the  murdered  ones,  Blumen- 
thal nevertheless  declared: 

"Schoolboys  must  not  be  electrocuted." 

The  crowded  Sing  Sing  deathhouse 
presages  a  busy  year  for  Robert  Elliott, 
official  executioner,  for  New  York,  New 
Jersey,  Massachusetts  and  Pennsylvania. 
Elliott  has  thrown  the  switch  for  21  per- 
sons in  New  York  alone,  his  fees  and  ex- 
penses totaling  $3,150.  This  was  $750 
more  than  he  made  in  this  state  in  1935, 
when  he  presided  at  16  executions. 

To  My  Sister 

Your  good  letter  came  to-day, 

After  a  long  and  painful  delay. 
We  thought  you  had  dropped    us    from 
your  list, 
And  to  get  back  we  would  have  to  in- 
sist, 
But  again  your  love  is  manifested 


Which  has  so  often  been  sorely  tested, 
As  we  have  neglected  you    in    so    many 
ways 
By  not  giving  you  the  deserving  praise 
That  would  have     helped     you     to  sur- 
mount, 
The  many   trials      too     numerous     to 
count. 

We  love  you  best  of  all  others 

Except  our  worthy  beloved  mothers, 

And  you  someday  without  a  doubt 
Will  whip  the  old  devil  out 

And  put   him  and  his  imps  on  the   run 
As  you  shout,  "The  victory  is  won". 

The  time  will  not  be  long, 

Till  your  nerves  will  all  be  strong 
Your  eyes  with  divine  love  will  glisten 

As  you  hear  the  angels  say,  "Listen 
To  the  footsteps  of  some  one  coming, 

It  is  Sister  Harrison,  I  hear  her  hum- 
ming. 
Open   the   gate   and  listen   to   the  song 

As  she  is    received    by    the    heavenly 
throng." 

Loved  ones  left  behind  will  shout 

When  they  hear  of  your  going  out, 
Because   your   life   has   not   been    full    of 
deceit 
But  on  the  other  hand  has  always  been 
so  sweet. 
The  writer  has  sent  many  a  dart 

And  pierced  your  dear,  loving  heart 
But  while  you  are  happy  and  contented 
I  want  you  to  know  I  have  often  re- 
pented. 

I  have  endeavored  to  do  the  right 
But  it  has  been  a  desperate  fight 
While  you,  dear  sister,  if  you  please, 
Have  you  seemed  to  make  it  with  per- 
fect ease. 
Trials  have  been  many  from  every  hand, 
Almost   as   numerous  as  the  grains  of 
sand, 
But  you  have  withstood  like  a  hero, 
Even  when  cold  criticisms  were  below 
zero, 
You  kept   yourself  under  complete  con- 
trol, 
Thus   you  are   the   conqueror   of  your 
soul. 

The   sentiments  of   your   loving   brother, 
D.  W.  Haworth. 

Note:  The  poem  above  was  written 
some  months  ago  by  my  brother,  D.  W. 
Haworth,  Dallas,  Texas.  He  did  not 
write  it  for  publication  but  we  are  going 
to  surprise  him.  He  often  gets  poetic 
when  he  writes  to  me  and  puts  his  let- 
ters   in    this    form. — Editor. 

All  other  houses  are  widest  downward 
and  have  the  largest  heart  for  earthly 
things;  the  church  only  is  widest  up- 
wards and  has  the  greatest  enlargement 
towards  heaven. — Bunyan. 
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(Continued    from   Third    Page    Story) 
To  her  the  hall  was  a   fairyland. 

But  when  the  music  struck  up,  and 
Delbert  dutifully  came  to  ask  her  for  the 
first  dance,  she  found  herself  saying, 
"O  Delbert,  let's  not  dance!  Let's  watch 
and  sit  out  on  the  stairs." 

"Suits  me,"  Delbert  responded.  "I 
didn't  think  you  would  dance.  In  fact, 
I  was  almost  afraid  you  wouldn't  come," 
he  added  with  a  close  look  into  her  eyes. 
Again  that  guilty  twinge  struck  Lou- 
anna. 

"I  wanted  to,  so  dreadfully  bad,  be- 
cause you  asked  me,"  she  confided.  He 
smiled  appreciatively,  as  he  piloted  her 
across  the  long  room.  They  found  a 
group  of  other  young  people  who  were 
not  dancing,  and  soon  such  a  merry, 
laughing  crowd  surrounded  them  that 
several  couples  left  the  dance  floor  and 
joined  their  group.  They  started  some  old 
time  games,  and  before  long  they  were 
having  a  jolly  time. 

In  a  pause  in  the  music  some  one  called 
out,  "Let's  have  a  song!  Where  is  Lou- 
anna?  Come  on,  Louanna,  and  sing  for 
us!" 

As  she  turned  toward  the  piano,  Amy 
passed  her.  In  a  low,  mocking  tone  she 
said,  "Sing  us  a  hymn,  Louanna;  that's 
all  you  know." 

Suddenly  Louanna  knew  what  she 
would  do.  She  felt  much  as  she  imagined 
Peter  felt  in  the  hall  of  judgment  after 
he  had  denied  his  Lord.  She,  too,  had  de- 
nied Him  by  her  acts  and  her  rebellious 
thoughts.  She  seemed  to  see  His  eyes  upon 
her,  and  across  the  room  Delbert's  gaze 
met  hers.  There  was  a  fixed  look  in  his 
eyes  as  though  he  said,  "Now  what  will 
you  do?"  He,  too,  had  heard  Amy's 
rude  remark. 

"Sing,  sing,"  the  cry  went  on. 
Louanna  sat  at  the  piano,  ran  her 
fingers  over  the  keys,  then  suddenly 
turned  and  said,  "Some  of  you  know 
that  after  I  have  finished  school  I  am 
going  into  Christian  work,  and  I  can't 
tell  you  how  glad  I  am.  Amy  has  sugr- 
gested  that  I  sing  a  hymn,  and  really  I 
think  I  shall  do  just  that."  In  a  moment 
her  voice  rang  out,  clear  and  strong: 
"Leaving  all  to  follow  Jesus, 

Turning  from  the  world  aivay; 
Stepping  out  upon   the  promise-. 
All  I  have  is   His   to-day. 

"Taking  up  the  cross  for  Jesus, 

Glad  for  Him  to  suffer  shame; 
All  my  gain  I  count  but  losses 
For  the  glory  of  His  name." 
A   hush   fell  on   the   room   as  she  sang. 
When    she    finished,      there    was    a    long, 
quiet   moment,  then  after  a  few  remarks 
of     "Lovely,  Louanna,"     "Your  voice  is 
beautiful,"  the  music  struck   up  and   the 
fun   went  on,  but   in   a   distinctly  quieter 
vein. 

Louanna    felt    the   drop   in   spirits    that 


comes  to  one  who  has  faced  temptations, 
won,  and  felt  that  he  has  needlessly 
made  himself  a  trifle  ridiculous. 

She  ate  her  supper  with  Delbert  and  n 
laughing  crowd,  but  she  felt  detached, 
and  was  glad  to  be  on  the  way  home. 

Suddenly  she  realized  that  Delbert  was 
speaking  and  her  thoughts  came  back 
with  a  jerk. 

"O  Louanna,  you'll  never  know  what 
your  stand  meant  to  me  tonight.  I've 
been  fighting  such  a  battle.  I've  always 
wanted  to  be  a  minister.  Mother  says  she 
gave  me  to  God  and  the  ministry  before 
I  was  born.  But  lately  I've  felt  as  if  I 
couldn't  go  through  with  it.  It  has 
seemed  sometimes  that  I  was  the  only 
boy  in  school  who  was  trying  to  keep 
clean  and  to  live  right.  I've  felt  as  if 
every  one  looked  down  on  me  and 
thought  me  queer." 

"I  know,"  interjected  Louanna  soft- 
ly as  she  remembered  her  own  struggle. 
"Then,"  went  on  Delbert,  "you  came 
to  our  school;  you  always  seemed  happy, 
seemed  to  be  having  such  a  good  time, 
yet  you  were  different,  and  some  way 
made  me  see  that  the  doubtful  things  so 
many  of  the  others  do  are  not  necessaiy 
to  happiness." 

"And  how  near  I  came  to  falling!"  she 
thought. 

"But  the  battle  seemed  too  hard;  I  had 
decided  to-day  to  give  it  all  up  and  to 
drift  with  the  crowd.  Then  you  sat  down 
there,  Louanna,  and  sang  that  song,  and 
I  knew  I  could  not  go  back  on  my 
Lord." 

He  paused,  and  Louanna  felt  a  glad 
rush  of  joy.  It  paid  to  be  true,  oh,  how 
it  paid!  That  night  she  sat  long  in  her 
window,  gazing  up  at  the  stars.  The 
moon  shone  down  with  a  yellow  glow, 
and  in  its  beam  she  saw  many  things — 
happy  college  days,  joyous  visits  home, 
and  then  the  years  of  giving  of  her  tal- 
ent to  help  win  others  for  Christ. 

"Oh,  it  pays,"  she  whispered  happily, 
"to  be  true — " 

Months  later  the  principal  of  the  Wade 
High  School  was  talking  to  Miss  Lane 
about  the  class  that  was  graduated  that 
spring. 

"I  was  surprised,"  he  said,  "at  the  re- 
sults of  our  'poll'  as  to  what  the  mem- 
bers of  the  graduating  class  intend  to  do. 
They  had  seemed  as  careless  and  frivol- 
ous as  any  class,  more  so  than  some,  but 
out  of  the  one  hundred  fifty  members 
three  boys  are  preparing  for  the  minis- 
try, several  girls  are  going  into  Chris- 
tian work,  and  that  lovely  Louanna  is 
training  for  evangelistic  work  as  a 
singer.  Even  Amy  Allen,  that  frivolous 
piece  of  thistledown,  has  entered  the 
Children's  Hospital  as  a  probationer.  It 
all  goes  to  show,"  he  added,  "that  the 
rising  generation  is  not  so  bad  after  all." 
— Georgia  Moore  Ebcrling. 


(Continued   from   Inner   Circle  Page) 

Saul;"  but  in  order  that  they  might  con- 
tinue in  the  ministry  of  the  word  it  was 
necessary  that  seven  others  be  appointed 
to  serve  tables.  The  first  man  chosen  was 
Stephen,  "a  man  full  of  faith  and  of  the 
Holy  Spirit."  The  smallest  place  in  the 
plan  of  God  is  big  enough  to  challenge 
man's  best  powers.  We  see  the  truth  in 
the  squirrel's  reply  to  the  mountain: 
"All  is  well  and  wisely  put; 
If  I  cannot  carry  forests  on  my  back, 
Neither  can  you  crack  a  nut." 
So  may  we,  being  neither  vain  of  great 
gifts  nor  despising  small  ones,  find  the 
place  God  has  for  us  in  His  plan  and  give 
of  our  best  to  Him  there. 

THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THE  UN- 
PLANNED LIFE 

The  tragedy  is  that  so  many  lives  are 
rot  planned  at  all.  We  plan  everything 
else.  The  girl  plans  her  new  spring  ward- 
robe, the  cook  plans  her  meals,  the  poli- 
tician plans  his  campaign.  No  captain 
sets  sail  without  a  chart  of  his  voyage; 
the  mountain  climber  hires  a  guide;  the 
traveler  secures  a  railroad  guide  and 
chooses  his  route.  The  Bible  tells  of  a 
foolish  man  who  started  to  build  a  house 
without  counting  the  cost — but  the 
house  was  a  failure.  The  architect  plans 
every  detail  of  his  house  before  it  is 
built.  He  must  know  whether  it  is  to  be 
a  family  residence,  an  apartment  house,  a 
church,  or  an  office  building.  He  must 
know  how  large  it  is  to  be  and  the  di- 
mension of  the  lot  on  which  it  is  to 
stand.  He  must  know  the  building  ma- 
terials adapted  to  that  section  of  the 
country,  and  how  much  money  he  may 
spend  in  its  construction.  All  these 
things  and  many  more  does  the  architect 
consider,  and  then  he  carefully  plans  it 
a'l  before  the  carpenters  begin  their  work. 

The  artist  plans  his  picture,  and  when 
he  takes  up  his  brushes  every  stroke  adds 
something  to  the  effect  which  he  de- 
sires to  create.  I  take  the  same  brush  and 
the  same  colors,  adding  one  here  and  an- 
other there  as  my  fancy  dictates.  What 
a  pitiful  contrast!  One  picture  was 
planned  by  an  artist;  the  other  is  the 
haphazard  mixing  of  colors  by  one  who 
krows  nothing  of  how  it  should  be  done. 

The  modiste  takes  a  few  yards  of  silk, 
some  ribbons  and  laces  and  fashions  a 
beautiful  di'ess.  An  inexperienced  girl 
takes  the  same  materials;  but  having 
neither  skill  nor  pattern,  she  fails,  and 
the  result  reminds  us  of  the  child  who 
said:  "Mother,  I  started  to  make  my 
dolly  an  apron,  but  it  turned  out  a 
bonnet." 

Just  as  the  house,  picture,  and  garment 
not  planned  may  turn  out  to  be  any- 
thing, so  the  life  that  is  not  planned  is 
likely  to  turn  out  almost  anything.  The 
boy  or  girl    who  drops   out  of  school    to 
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take  the  first  job  that  is  offered  or  whs 
studies  law  or  medicine,  or  goes  into  the 
ministry  because  his  parents  have  chosen 
for  him,  may  achieve  a  successful  life, 
but   the  chances   are   against   him. 

WHEN  GOD  IS  LEFT  OUT  OF  THE 
PLANNING 

Even  those  who  plan  their  own  lives 
with  an  earnest  purpose  will  miss  the 
best  when  they  leave  God  out  of  the 
planning.  To  leave  God  out  is  to  refuse 
the  services  of  the  Master  Architect, 
who  is  eager  to  help  in  planning  our 
house  of  life.  There  can  be  no  doubt 
that  the  God-planned  life  is  the  best  and 
happiest  life  possible.  We  cannot  know 
what  the  future  holds.  We  find  it  diffi- 
cult to  know  our  own  strong  and  weak 
points.  God  knows  our  dispositions,  our 
strength  and  weakness  better  than  wt 
know  ourselves.  He  knows  all  that  lies 
back  of  us  and  all  that  is  to  come.  Hi! 
sees,  as  we  cannot  see,  the  rough  places 
in  the  path  we  would  choose  because  it 
looks  to  us  so  fair.  He  sees  the  glorious 
ending  of  the  path  that  looks  dark  and 
narrow  to  us  who  can  see  only  its  begin- 
ning. Not  only  is  God  all-knowing,  but, 
being  an  all-loving  Father,  He  desires  for 
and    can    give    His   children   the   best. 

How  often  we  are  disappointed  at  not 
having  our  way,  only  to  realize  later 
that  God's  way  was  infinitely  brighter 
and  better. 

"He  knows.  He  loves,  He  cares, 

Nothing  His  truth  can  dim; 
He  gives  His  very  best  to  those 

Who  leave  their  choice  with  Him." 
Why  accept  a  second  or  third-rate 
life  when  God  plans  for  us  the  best?  The 
rich,  young  ruier  came  to  Jesus,  but  he 
was  told  to  give  up  his  wealth  and  pow- 
er. He  thought  his  own  plan  looked  best, 
and  he  went  his  way.  We  never  hear  of 
him   again. 

Peter  had  planned  to  be  a  fisherman. 
There  was  money  in  that,  and  Peter  was 
doubtless  doing  well.  But  there  came  a 
man  who  did  not  offer  Peter  a  bettei 
salary  or  easier  work  or  fame  or  power. 
He  told  Peier  that  the  birds  had  nests 
and  the  foxes  holes,  but  the  Son  of  man 
had  not  where  to  lay  His  head.  He  did 
not  promise  Peter  an  easy  life,  but  He 
did  tell  him  that  He  would  make  him  a 
fisher  of  men.  Doubtless  Peter's  friends 
advised  against  such  a  foolish  step  as  that. 
But  he  gave  up  his  own  plan  and  fol- 
lowed Jesus.  Later  on  we  hear  of  a  won- 
derful sermon  at  Pentecost  and  of  people 
seeking  to  walk  in  Peter's  shadow. 

Zebedee  had  doubtless  planned  for  his 
sons  to  be  fishermen  and  carry  on  their 
father's  business.  But  when  the  Christ 
came  by  they  left  their  father  and  their 
nets  and  followed  Jesus.  Had  they  fol- 
lowed their  father's  plan  no  one  to-day 
would  know  that  the  sons  of  Zebedee  had 
ever  lived. 


THE  WILL  OF  HIM  THAT  SENT  ME 

"Jesus  might  have  swayed  Athens  and 
Corinth,  the  centers  of  the  world's  phi- 
losophers, with  His  philosophy  of  life; 
but  He  chose  rather  to  teach  the  poor,  for 
that  was  Another's  plan  for  Him.  He 
might  have  held  in  His  steady  grasp  the 
reins  of  a  new,  earthly  government 
stronger  than  that  of  Rome;  but  He 
chose  rather  to  win  the  government  of 
men's  hearts,  for  that  was  Another's 
plan  for  those  human  years.  He  might 
have  been  the  center  of  the  highest  social 
circles  of  beautiful,  cultured  Antioch- 
on-Orontes;  but  He  choose  to  grace  and 
sweeten  with  His  presence  the  homes  of 
the  lowly,  for  so  His  Father  wished.  His 
voice  could  have  been  used  to  give  out 
music  that  would  have  classed  Him  as 
the  world's  greatest  musician;  but  He 
choose  to  sing  to  babes,  and  to  women, 
and  men  tired  out  under  heavy  loads,  for 
that  was  Another's  plan.  Those  fingers 
of  His  could  have  chiseled  marble  and 
touched  canvas  into  life  far  beyond  what 
marble  and  canvas  have  ever  known;  but 
He  used  them  in  ministering  to  sick  and 
tired-out  folks,  for  S3  it  had  been  planned 
for  Him.  He  came  to  carry  out  the  plan 
of   Another." 

This  consciousness  of  doing  "the  will 
of  him  that  sent  me"  sustained  Jesus 
through  all  that  He  was  called  upon  to 
suffer.  The  memory  of  the  Macedonian 
call  uphe'd  Paul  in  the  loneliness  and  dis- 
couragement of  his  missionary  journey. 
There  are  t.'mes  in  almost  every  life  when 
the  consciousness  of  God's  approval  is 
the  only  sustaining  force. 

Ulysses  stopped  the  ears  of  his  sailors 
and  tied  himself  to  the  mast  of  the  ship 
that  they  might  not  be  lured  away  by 
the  voices  of  the  sirens.  Orpheus  chose 
a  wiser  and  surer  course.  He  vanquished 
the  seductive  strains  of  the  sea  muses  by 
his  own  more  persuasive  song. 

The  siren  calls  of  selfishness,  fame, 
ambition,  wealth,  and  power  are  heard 
all  about  us.  We  may  seek  to  avoid  them 
by  tying  ourselves  to  the  mast  of  our 
own  purpose,  but  we  have  no  assurance 
that  the  voices  will  not  be  too  much  for 
us.  The  wise-hearted  are  they  who  are  so 
at  peace  in  the  cor sciousness  that  they 
have  found  God's  plan  and  are  so  filled 
with  the  joy  of  carrying  out  His  pur- 
pose that  the  siren  voices  lose  their 
charm.   It  is  they  who, 

"In  spite  of  the  stares  of  the  wise  and  the 

world's   derision, 
Dare   travel    t/je  star-blazed    road,    dare 

follow  the  vision." 

And  never  was  a  burdened  soul 
Of  comfort  so  bereft, 
But,  looking  up  with  steadfast  faith, 
Would  find   true  comfort   left. — Sel. 


An  Object  Lesson 


Mary  was  a  splendid  young  woman 
but  not  a  Christian.  The  fact  gave  her 
aunt,  who  lived  across  the  street,  much 
concern  and  she  often  spoke  to  Mary 
about  her  soul's  salvation.  But  Mary  on- 
ly smiled  and  shook  her  head  saying  she 
would  consider  that  later,  she  wanted  to 
enjoy  life  while  she  was  young,  but  when 
she  was  older  perhaps  she  would  seek 
the  Lord. 

Mary's  birthday  came  around  and  as 
she  was  preparing  the  table  for  her  par- 
ty she  remembered  her  aunt's  beautiful 
American  Beauty  roses  and  she  thought, 
"How  beautiful  they  would  be  for  the 
center  decoration  of  my  table!"  Know- 
ing her  aunt's  love  for  her  and  her  wil- 
lingness always  to  help  her  in  any  way, 
she  immediately  ran  over  to  her  aunt's 
and  unhesitatingly  asked  her  for  the 
roses.  Can  you  imagine  her  feelings  as 
her  aunt  replied,  "No,  Mary,  you  can- 
not have  the  roses.  I  will  not  give  them 
to  you."  Mary  was  so  surprised  and  hurt 
that  she  could  not  enjoy  her  party.  She 
kept  thinking  about  her  aunt's  Ameri- 
can Beauty  roses  and  how  pretty  they 
would  have  looked  on  her  table.  For 
several  days  she  kept  thinking  about  the 
way  her  aunt  had  treated  her,  she  didn't 
even  go  near  her  aunt's  house  but  felt 
so  hurt  as  she  thought  of  the  roses  that 
could  have  given  her  so  much  pleasure. 
At  last  her  aunt  came  over  bringing  the 
roses  ali  dead  and  dry  and  withered.  She 
held  them  out  and  said,  "Here,  Mary, 
are  the  roses  you  wanted.  I  have  brought 
them  to  you."  "But  I  don't  want  them 
now,  aunt.  I  can't  use  them,  they  are 
faded  and  withered  now.  Why  did  you 
not  give  them  to  me  when  they  were 
fresh  and  beautiful?  I  would  have  ap- 
preciated them  so  much  then."  "Mary," 
said  her  aunt,  "that  is  just  the  way  you 
are  treating  the  Lord  Jesus.  He  asks  for 
your  heart  and  life  while  you  are  young 
and  strong  and  useful.  But  you  will  not 
give  yourself  to  Him  but  when  you've 
grown  old  and  wcrn-out  with  the  pleas- 
ures of  the  world  then  you  say  you  will 
give  yourself  to  Him." 

(Heard  over  the  radio  and  sent  in  by 
Hcittic  Jackson,  Calhoun,  Ga. 


Strength 

Do  not  pray  for  easy  lives.  Pray  to  be 
stronger  men.  Do  not  pray  for  tasks 
equal  to  your  powers.  Pray  for  powers 
equal  to  your  tasks.  Then  the  doing  of 
your  work  shall  be  no  miracle.  But  you 
shall  be  a  miracle.  Every  day  you  shall 
wonder  at  yourself,  at  the  richness  of  life 
which  has  come  to  you  by  the  grace  of 
God. — Philips   Brooks.   — Gospel   Herald. 

Lord  send  a  revival  and  let  that  revival 
begin  in  me. 
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Exchange  Qdge 


AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

This  is  my  first  attempt  of  writing 
you,  but  I  want  to  thank  you  for  the 
work  you  are  doing  through  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  for  your  good 
messages  that  are  in  each  issue.  They 
mean  much  to  me.  I  have  been  a  reader 
for  almost  two  years  and  receive  a  bless- 
ing each  month  as  I  read  the  little  pa- 
per. 

I  was  in  a  wreck  on  December  1, 
1936  and  received  a  broken  leg  but  God 
healed  the  pain,  and  on  Saturday  I  was 
reading  the  Lighted  Pathway  about  the 
Christian  home  or  the  Christmas  lesson, 
and  while  I  was  reading  God  came  on  the 
scene  and  blessed  me,  so  I  felt  that  it 
was  God's  will  that  I  should  write  and 
express  my  appreciation  to  the  good  pa- 
per. I  am  a  member  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  at 
Manatee,  Fla. 

May  God  continue  to  bless  you.  Pray 
for  me. — Albert  Phillips. 


Greetings  in  the  Lord: 

I  thank  God  for  The  Lighted  Path- 
way. I  think  it  is  a  wonderful  paper  and 
I  have  been  using  it  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  It 
helps  me  out  a  lot,  as  I  use  the  Bible  les- 
sons and  also  the  stories.  I  think  it  is  the 
best  paper  I've  ever  read. — Mrs.  Vernon 
Bauders,   Dundee,   Ohio. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  thankful  for  the  Lighted  Path- 
way and  enjoy  reading  it  very  much.  I 
think  it  is  a  fine  little  paper,  it  is  help- 
ful to  the  Y.  P.  E.  We  have  a  fine  Y. 
P.  E.  at  Belton.  Our  pastor,  Brother  J. 
D.  Bright,  has  his  heart  in  the  Y.  P.  E. 
which  is  very  helpful.  We  desire  your 
prayers. — Dora  Frances  Campbell,  Bel- 
ton,  S.  C. 

Brother  Frank  Smith  writes  from  Pel- 
zer,   S.  O: 

We  have  just  organized  a  Y.  P.  E.  at 
Pelzer,  S.  C.  with  twenty-eight  mem- 
bers, and  it  is  doing  fine.  We  are  gain- 
ing new  members  already.  Please  pray 
that   it    will   prosper. — Frank   Smith,   Jr. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  enclosing  one  dollar  for  my  re- 
newal of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  don't 
want  to  miss  one  of  these  fine  papers. 
Not  only  are  they  a  great  help  to  me, 
but  to  our  Y.  P.  E.  As  I  am  president 
of  our  Young  People's  Endeavor,  I  find 
the  outlines  are  very  helpful  in  getting 
the  programs  up. 

My  two  children  can  hardly  wait  for 
me    to    read    the    Children's    Page      when 


each  new  paper  comes.  I  can't  say  any- 
thing too  good  about  this  paper. — Mrs. 
John  O.  Rockwell,  East  Corinth,  Maine. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  enclosing  the  money  for  the 
three  books  purchased  at  the  bookstand 
during  the  Assembly.  May  I  say  here  that 
they  are  worth  their  weight  in  gold.  I 
have  two  girls  who  are  devouring  them. 

I  want  to  say  also  that  my  daughter, 
Marie,  received  the  roll  of  Lighted  Path- 
ways yesterday  and  sold  three  of  them 
the  same  evening. 

May  God  bless  you  in  the  good  work. 
Remember  you  have  my  prayers. — Mrs. 
Annie   Kilgore,   Dunlap,   Tennessee. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

It  has  been  one  year  since  I  started 
selling  Lighted  Pathways  and  I  have 
really  enjoyed  working  for  the  Lord  this 
year.  I  feel  that  selling  "Lighted  Path- 
ways" is  part  of  the  Lord's  work  and  I 
enjoy    it    very   much. 

I  just  received  the  January  issue  and 
the  Editor's  Message  was  filled  with 
helps  which  did  me  so  much  good.  I 
have  never  enjoyed  this  page  as  much 
before. 

This  has  been  a  happy  year,  because 
this  is  my  first  year  with  the  precious 
Holy  Ghost.  The  devil  has  assailed  many 
times  but  this  morning  I  am  glad  to  re- 
port victory  over  sin  and  the  devil. — 
Margaret  Lewis,  Cambridge,  Md. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  want  to  sound  a  word  of  praise 
for  the  Lighted  Pathway.  We  think  it  is 
a  wonderful  paper.  There  is  so  much  food 
for  the  soul.  We  are  only  a  few  in  num- 
ber here,  but  Jesus  said,  where  two  or 
three  are  gather  together  in  His  name  He 
would  be  in  the  midst.  We  are  deter- 
mined to  work  harder  this  year  than  ever 
before,  telling  of  Jesus  and  His  love  for 
lost  sinners. 

We  desire  the  prayers  of  all  the  young 
people  that  we  will  lift  the  standard  up 
and  our  Y.  P.  E.  will  grow  in  number 
and  in  strength. — Euretha  Crews,  Hil- 
liard,  Fla. 

I  am  proud  of  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
it  does  my  heart  good  to  read  it.  I  can 
sit  down  and  read  it  anytime  and  get 
good  out  of  it. 

One  of  our  brethren  bought  a  paper 
and  I  told  him,  "If  you  don't  get  ten 
cents  worth  of  good  out  of  this  paper, 
come    back    and    I    will    give    your    dime 


back  and  I'll  stand  good  for  the  paper 
myself."  He  took  it  home.  On  the  next 
Sunday  afternoon  they  were  at  home 
alone,  just  he  and  his  wife,  his  daughter, 
thirteen  years  old,  and  a  granddaughter, 
five  years  old.  He  told  his  daughter  to 
read  some  of  it,  as  he  isn't  able  to  read 
very  well.  She  began  to  read.  The  next 
time  I  saw  him,  he  said,  "Sister  Short, 
that  paper  is  well  worth  triple  its  price. 
My  daughter  would  read  and  I  would 
cry.  It  has  done  my  heart  much  good." 
—Evelyn  Short,  Willisville,  111. 

Sister  Carrie  Ledbetter,  Steele,  Mo., 
writes: 

We  feel  grateful  to  you  and  the  Lord 
for  our  24-page  Pathway.  We  intend  to 
do  our  best  to  help  keep  it  that  way. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  are  using  the  New  Year  program 
on  New  Year's  night.  We're  to  have  an 
all-day  fellowship  meeting  here  Jan.  1, 
1937  with  Y.  P.  E.  at  7:00  p.  m.  We 
are  expecting  a  big  day  and  we  want  our 
Y.  P.  E.  to  shine  out  as  a  bright  light.  I 
have  invited  some  of  my  special  friends 
for  this  occasion,  so  remember  to  pray 
that  we,  by  God's  help,  will  make  a  last- 
ing impression. 

The  young  lady  is  improving  in  the 
hospital  and  she  likes  to  read  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  She  said  she  has  passed  many  an 
hour  reading  them  and  has  enjoyed  ev- 
ery minute  of  it.  I  have  been  doing 
quite  a  bit  of  hospital  work  and  visiting 
sick.  God  has  been  using  me  mostly 
that  way  in  the  last  month  and  I  en- 
joy it.  Just  so  I  can  win  a  soul,  it 
doesn't  matter  what  work  it  is.  I  en- 
joyed your  Lighted  Pathway  this  month 
and  I'll  send  a  subscription  later  in  the 
week.  You  can  depend  on  one  a  month 
by  God's  help.  I'm  a  Gideon  from  head 
to  foot  for  Christ.  Pray  ror  me. — Eva 
Martin,  Ephrata,   Pa. 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  sweet  name: 

I  am  writing  in  appreciation  to  The 
Lighted  Pathway.  I  have  found  within 
its  covers  food  for  my  soul.  Praise  God. 
It  is  certainly  a  splendid  paper  and  very 
good  literature  to  be  in  all  homes,  borh 
saint  and  sinner,  and  above  all  I  think 
it  should  be  in  all  Church  of  God  homes. 
It  is  so  cheap  and  worth  so  much. 

We  have  used  it  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  and 
found  it  to  be  a  great  help  and  blessing 
to  us. 

Since  we  have  no  one  in  Portland,  Me. 
who  is  selling  this  most  valuable  paper 
I  wish  to  become  a  Gideon.  I  would  like 
to  have  a  roll  sent  to  me  each  month. 
I  want  to  be  a  booster  of  the  paper  and 
help  it  to  go  over  the  top  this  year. 

May  this  new  year  be  a  bright,  hap- 
py  one   for  you.   God   bless   you   in   your 
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work  for  the  young  people.  May  God 
bless  the  efforts  of  this  wonderful  work 
everywhere,  that  prosperity  may  abound. 
— Gladys   M.   Ryan,   Portland,  Me. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I've  just  finished  looking  over  the 
New  Year's  issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway 
and  I  must  say  it  is  about  the  finest 
paper  I  believe  you've  ever  published. 
I'd  be  glad  to  see  it  prosper  so  we  could 
have  the  benefit  of  the  extra  pages  each 
month.  I'm  constantly  traveling  and 
trying  to  get  the  paper  to  the  young 
folks  all  over  the  state  from  the  roll  I 
receive  each  month,  and  furthermore 
I'll  try  to  get  each  Y.  P.  E.  in  the  state 
to  subscribe  for  a  year's  issue  to  help  this 
worthy  cause  to  succeed,  as  for  myself 
I  wouldn't  be  without  it. — Marvin  E. 
Porter. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  dear  name.  I  have 
already  read  most  of  the  January  issue 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  I  want  to 
enroll  in  the  Reading  Circle.  I  think  this 
issue  of  the  paper  is  the  best  ever  printed. 
The  piece  on  "Social  Evangelism"  can't 
be  beat.  We  need  that  so  much. — Beau- 
lah  Osbon. 

■K    -!:    •:; 

Perplexing    Problems 

Question:  Our  Y.  P.  E.  is  undecided 
about  members  joining  who  are  not 
saved.  What  about  it? 

Answer-.  There  are  many  boys  and 
girls  who  are  good  morally  but  have  not 
made  a  surrender  to  Christ.  They  may 
be  received  as  associate  members,  and 
should  be  allowed  to  sing  in  the  choir 
and  take  part  on  the  program.  This  of- 
ten shows  them  their  need  of  Christ. 
Where  there  are  good  consecrated  Chris- 
tians they  should  be  used  as  officers  and 
to  lead  the  meetings.  However,  where 
there  are  not  enough  Christians  for  offi- 
cers they  may  be  used.  We  heard  of  one 
church  that  organized  a  Y.  P.  E.  with- 
out a  single  Christian.  It  was  not  long 
until  numbers  of  them  -were  saved.  Our 
Y.  P.  E.  is  a  soul-saving  organization  and 
any  thing  you  can  do  to  help  and  up- 
lift the  unsaved  should  be  done.  They 
should  be  encouraged  and  made  to  fee! 
their  need  of  Christ.  Our  drawing  our 
skirts  aside  in  that  "better  than  thou 
attitude"  will  not  win  them  for  Christ. 
Be  careful  to  show  them  that  you  love 
them.  Y.  P.  E.  members  do  not  have  to 
be  members  of  the  church. 

Question,:  What  about  our  Y.  P.  E. 
services  during  a  revival?  Should  they  be 
discontinued?  I  think  they  should  contin- 
ue but  it  is  hard  to  get  others  to  see  that 
way. 

Ansiver:  We  think  it  is  a  great  mis- 
take to  discontinue  a  Y.  P.  E.  during 
a  revival.     Have  your  meetings  on  Sun- 


day afternooiv  or  use  an  hour  before  re- 
vival service  begins  on  your  regular  Y. 
P.  E.  night.  1  his  can  take  the  place  of 
the  usual  song  service.  You  will  find 
some  of  the  eni  husiasm  gone  if  you  dis- 
continue even  o»ie  meeting. 

Question:  Is  it  right  to  have  contests 
in  our  Y.  P.  E.?  ^ome  of  our  people  are 
opposed. 

Answer:  We  believe  that  a  contest 
conducted  in  the  right  way  is  a  great 
blessing  in  building  up  the  interest  of 
the  Y.  P.  E.,  if  it  is  carried  on  in  the 
Spirit  of  Christ.  If  every  one  has  the 
good  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  at  heart  they  will 
be  glad  to  see  both  sides  prosper  and  will 
meet  defeat  with  a  smile  and  be  ready  to 
congratulate  the  winner.  This  shows 
whether  or  not  folks  have  the  real  Spirit 
of  Christ.  Any  other  kind  of  contest  is 
wrong  and  will  cause  trouble.  Spirit- 
filled  people  may  have  a  successful  con- 
test. 

One  Sister  writes  very  pitifully  about 
conditions  in  the  Y.  P.  E.  in  her  church. 
"Our  pastor  is  such  a  good  man  but  his 
children  are  small  and  he  does  not  under- 
stand older  young  people.  My  daughter 
has  lost  interest  in  Y.  P.  E.  because  they 
do  not  use  the  lessons.  Young  people 
want  something  else  to  do  besides  singing 
and   shouting. 

Ansiver:  It  is  too  bad  that  there  are 
pastors  who  do  not  believe  in  training 
their  young  people  in  speaking  and  in 
working  for  Christ.  No  Y.  P.  E.  will  live 
long  or  hold  their  young  people  unless 
they  give  them  something  definite  to  do. 
This  is  why  we  are  spending  our  time 
providing  lessons  and  instructions  for 
their  benefit.  If  the  pastors  do  not  en- 
courage them  then  our  efforts  are  in 
vain. 

Question:  Is  it  proper  for  the  group 
captain  to  lead  the  service  each  time? 

Answer:  We  are  glad  to  answer  this 
question  for  some  of  our  Y.  P.  E's  are 
making  this  mistake.  The  group  captain 
should  lead  the  first  meeting  after  they 
are  appointed.  That  is  group  captain  No. 
1  should  lead  the  first  meeting.  Group 
captain  No.  2  the  second  (if  there  are 
only  two  groups).  Captain  No.  1  should 
appoint  some  one  from  his  or  her  group. 
Likewise  group  No.  2  should  appoint 
some  one  from  his  group  for  next  meet- 
ing and  so  on  down  the  line  until  all  the 
young  people  have  led.  This  gives  all  a 
chance  to  have  the  training  in  leading 
meetings,  which  will  mean  much  to  them 
in  later  years.  Let  some  experienced 
worker  sit  near  the  untrained  leader  to 
assist  and  encourage  them. 

I  surely  have  enjoyed  reading  the  Jan- 
uary issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It 
was   full   of  good   things   that  encourage 


me  on  my  way.  May  the  Lord  bless  you 
in  your  work  for  Him  is  my  prayer.  Let 
us  try  one  and  all  to  get  this  paper  into 
more  homes.  It  is  really  a  blessing  to  the 
young  people. — Mrs.  Carl  Milligan, 
Easton,  Md. 

To    the    Readers    of  The 
Lighted  Pathway 

It  was  my  pleasure  to  read  an  article 
in  the  Lighted  Pathway  recently,  in 
which  some  of  the  problems  of  the 
young  people  were  discussed.  I  wish  to 
say  that  I  gave  this  article  a  critical 
reading,  and  I  desire  to  give  my  hearty 
approval  to  that  which  Sister  Harrison 
has  recommended. 

Young  people  are  not  old  people,  and 
young  people  have  a  social  side.  This  can- 
not be  ignored.  Now  the  problem  is  to 
supply  this  need  in  a  way,  that  at  least 
will  not  hinder  their  Christian  life.  For 
lack  of  this  very  thing  many  young  peo- 
ple have  been  lost  to  the  cause  of  the 
Master.  There  is  a  way  to  meet  this  need. 
Every  problem  or  situation  of  humanity 
is  met  in  the  great  gospel  provision,  and 
that  includes  the  social  side  too;  but  it 
is  necessary  that  it  be  handled  in  the 
proper  spirit  and  with  godly  wisdom. 
We  do  not  believe  in  going  to  the  silly 
and  godless  extremes  practiced  by  the 
world  and  some  churches;  but  we  do  be- 
lieve that  with  the  aid  of  Christian  par- 
ents and  others,  as  Sister  Harrison  has 
suggested,  there  is  a  way  to  bring  our 
young  people  together  on  proper  occas- 
ions that  they  may  get  acquainted  and 
cultivate  friendship  in  a  manner  to  harm 
no  one,  and  at  the  same  time  possibly 
interest  others  in  their  general  walk. 

I  pray  God's  blessings  upon  the 
young  people  and  their  work. — Sam  C. 
Perry. 


The  Best  Cure  For  Heart 
Sorrow 

The  best  cure  for  heart  sorrow  is 
ministry  to  others.  There  is  deep  truth 
in  the  old  Hindu  story  of  how  a  moth- 
er, who  had  lost  her  onlv  son,  was  bid- 
den to  get  a  handful  of  flour  from  a 
house  in  which  there  was  no  sorrow.  Of 
course,  when  she  came  to  ask  her  neigh- 
bors for  sucn  a  boon,  she  found  that 
there  was  no  house  without  its  secret  an- 
guish. And  in  bearing  and  sympathizing 
she  found  the  pressure  of  her  own  grief 
less. 

God  sometimes  passes  us  into  the  val- 
ley of  shadow  that  we  may  learn  the 
way,  and  know  how  to  lead  others 
through  it  into  the  light.  To  get  com- 
fort we  must  comfort  wherewith  we 
ourselves  have  been  comforted.  In  wip- 
ing the  tears  of  others  our  own  will 
cease   to   fall. — Publisher  Unknown. 
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Card  of  Thanks 

My  heart  was  made  glad  this  Christ- 
mas time  by  the  many  beautiful  Christ- 
mas cards  received  from  Lighted  Path- 
way readers.  Last  night  we  laid  them  all 
out  before  us  and  wished  it  were  possible 
to  answer  them  all  personally,  but  we 
knew  it  would  be  impossible  with  all  our 
work  to  do  so.  Then  we  decided  we 
would  answer  through  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. 

We  do  appreciate  it  all  more  than  we 
can  express.  May  God  bless  every  one  of 
you. — Editor. 

Stop!  Look!  Listen! 

The  193  5  Yearbooks  are  still  as  valua- 
ble as  they  were  in  1935.  This  is  a  book 
that  will  be  good  fifty  years  from  now. 
It  is  filled  with  articles,  poetry  and  in- 
formation that  will  never  lose  its  power 
to  inspire,  encourage  and  enlighten.  You 
may  have  them  now  at  the  low  price  of 
2  5c.  They  make  lovely  presents  for  your 
friends.  Address  The  Lighted  Pathway, 
Cleveland,  Tcnn. 

193  6  Bound  Lighted  Path- 
ways 

They  are  now  ready  for  you.  Every 
home  should  have  one.  Some  have  been 
asking  for  them.  You  will  be  able  to  pass 
away  many  hours  with  the  good  reading 
material  in  this  book.  Your  children  will 
enjoy  it  and  will  be  blessed  and  inspired 
by  its  pages.  Price  5  0c.  Address  The 
Lighted   Pathway,    Cleveland,   Tenn. 

Have  You  Enlisted? 

If  not  already  in  the  contest  for  sub- 
scription why  not  enter  at  once!  How 
easy  it  would  be  for  some  Y.  P.  E.  to 
win  the  $2  5  for  your  treasury  or  some 
individual  who  needs  the  money.  Llere 
is  something  we  are  adding  to  this  con- 
test this  month  which  will  give  you  a 
better  chance  to  win.  You  may  ask  your 
friends  in  other  places  to  send  in  sub- 
scriptions in  your  name  and  you  will  re- 
ceive credit  for  them.  Here  is  the  offer: 
We  are  giving  three  cash  prizes  for  sub- 
scriptions to  the  Lighted  Pathway.  We 
are  asking  for  five  hundred  subscriptions 
at  once.  The  person  or  Y.  P.  E.  sending 
in  the  largest  number  in  the  five  hun- 
dred will  receive  $2  5.00  cash.  The  one 
sending  in  the  second  largest  number, 
$15.00,  and  the  third,  $10.00.  Come  on 
and  make  some  money  for  your  Y.  P.  E. 
or  for  yourself.  Address  The  Lighted 
Pathway,   Cleveland,    Tenn. 

Notice  to  Gideons 

Dear  Gideons: 

Do  you  want  to  make  life  easier  for 
us  as  we  try  our  best  to  serve  you?  Do 
you  want  to  keep  our  hair  from  turning 
gray?    If    so,   just    be    prompt    with    your 


payments.  We  give  you  thirty  days  to 
sell  your  papers  and  get  the  remittance 
back  to  us.  I  am  sure  if  you  will  make 
a  little  greater  effort  you  can  do  this. 
We  have  over  $400.00  out  now  and  are 
running  behind  at  the  Publishing  House. 
We  know  you  mean  well  but  just  forget. 
God   bless   you. — Editor. 

New  Gideons 

Ernestine  Fowler,  Moorhead,  Miss.;  J 
K.  Ashley,  Honea  Path,  S.  C;  Mrs.  H. 
C.  Swanson,  Switzer,  W.  Va.;  Edith 
Bowers,  Baltimore,  Md. ;  Percy  Lee  Lott, 
Yazoo  City,  Miss.;  Mrs.  Edna  Loggan, 
Parkersburg,  W.  Va.;  Gertrude  Rogers, 
Daisy,  Tenn.;  Miss  Edith  Abner,  Win- 
chester, Ky.;  Armelene  Cousineau,  Big 
Rapids,  Mich.;  Mrs.  H.  H.  Hungate,  Coal 
City,  W.  Va.;  Doris  Wilson,  Prichard, 
Ala.;  Velvia  Yarbrough,  York,  S.  C; 
Mrs.  A.  C.  Wiseman,  E.  Rainelle,  W. 
Va.;   Russeil   Berry,  Alvin,  111. 

Marvin  Green,  Kirksville,  Mo.;  Miss 
Grace  Holt,  Atlanta,  Ga.;  Miss  Robbie 
Lee  Chesser,  Atlanta,  Ga.;  Mrs.  D.  W. 
Coker,  Gainesville,  Ga.;  Mrs.  Wesley 
Thompson,  Dahlonega,  Ga.;  Mrs.  C.  F. 
Terry,  Cummings,  Ga.;  Mr.  Austin  Fow- 
ler, Lawrenceville,  Ga.;  Rhennett.  e 
Rickles,  E.  Gadsden,  Ala.;  Margaret  Se- 
ward, Grasonville,  Md.;  Galena  Ratcliff, 
Huntington,  W.  Va.;  Miss  Edith  Smith, 
Lindale,  Ga.;  Mrs.  Nell  Trail,  Eldorado, 
111.;  Junior  Sitticks,  Harrisburg,  111.; 
Leonard  Newton,  W.  Frankfort,  111.; 
Marshall  Hendricks,  Ravenna,  Ky.;  Miss 
Margaret  Cross,  Bitely,  Mich.;  Sparkman 
Cooper,  Bowling  Green,  Ky. ;  Vivian  Kile, 
Petersburg,  W.  Va.;  Mrs.  M.  E.  Cassady, 
Davis,  W.  Va.:  W.  H.  Bowen,  Babson 
Park,  Fla.;  G.  W.  Cleghorn,  LaFayette, 
Ga.;  Miss  Fanrie  Black,  Roanoke,  Va.; 
Thelma  Floyd,  Oak  Grove,  La.;  Vola 
Sittig,  Harrisburg,  ill.;  Mr.  O.  A.  El- 
liott, Macon,  Ga.;  Nellie  Smith,  Ches- 
ter, S.  C;  Mildred  Deal,  Edinburg, 
Texas;  Wanda  Byrne,  Ferris,  Texas;  C. 
M.  Pitts,  Omega,  Ga.;  Mrs.  J.  R.Moore, 
Glendale,  Ariz.;  Marie  Jones,  Monroe, 
La.;  Mrs.  John  F.  Mullis,  Alma,  Ga.; 
Mrs.  Marie  Sullivan,  Graniteville,  S.  O; 
Paul  Gladfelter,  Canton,  Ohio;  Gladys 
M.   Ryan,  Portland,  Me. 

Senior  Bible  Box 

1.  How  long  after  the  children  of  Is- 
rael left  Egypt  was  the  tabernacle  first 
set  up? 

2.  What  direction  did  the  Lord  give 
Moses  as  to  making  trumpets? 

3.  On  which  day  did  the  cloud  move? 

4.  Of  what  was  the  moving  of  the 
cloud  to  inform  the  Israelites? 

5.  When  all  were  ready  for  marching 
what  prayer  did  Moses  offer? 

6.  How  did  Joshua  show  his  affection 
for  his  master  and  zeal  for  his  honor? 

7.  Is   gluttony   reproved   in    the   Bible? 


8.  What  was  the  sin  of  Miriam  and 
Aaron? 

9.  What  did  Moses  command  Aaron 
to  do  when  he  knew  that  judgment  was 
about   to   fall   on   the  people? 

10.  How  did  he  know  of  this  judg- 
ment? 

Junior  Bible  Box 

1.  How  long  had  the  children  of  Is- 
rael  remained   at   Sinai? 

2.  What  are  some  of  the  most  remark- 
able events   that  occurred  there? 

3.  What  did  God  command  Moses  to 
do  on  the  first  of  the  second  month? 

4.  When  the  first  alarm  of  the  trum- 
pets was  given  which  tribes  marched 
first? 

5.  How  many  encamped  on  the  east 
of  the  tabernacle? 

6.  Of  what  did  the  Lord  feed  Israel 
while  at  Sinai? 

7.  How  many  spies  were  sent  out  to 
view   the  land  of  Canaan? 

8.  How  long  were  the  spies  in  search-. 
ing  the  land? 

9.  How  did  the  spies  show  the  good- 
ness of   the  land? 

10.  How  far  did  the  spies  go? 
Answers  will  be  given  next  month. 


Remember  Thy  Creator  in  the 
Days  of  Thy  Youth 

Composed  October  16.  1936 
Have  you  found  the  Savior, 

Precious  to  your  soul ; 
To  guid"'  your  you'hful  footsteps. 

And  cheer  you  when  you're  old? 

In  Him  you'll  find  great  conso'ation, 
A  companion  for  every  need. 

He'll  guide  your  youthful  footsteps, 
And  help  you  sow  good  seed. 

Wh"n  youth  males  life's  vocation 
What  path  will  you  choose? 

If  you  seek  the  comfort  of  this  world 
Destruction  you'll  reap  and  life 
you'll  lose. 

When  you're  seeking  for  a  companion, 
Do  you  take  the  guide  along, 

To  choose  for  you  a  friend  in  Christ, 
Who'll  never  treat  you  wrong? 

When  you're  sad  and  your  heart  is  aching, 
You're  seeking  rest  and  finding  none; 

Just  remember  how  the  scripture  says. 
Serve — God — while — you're — young. 

— Elsie  Tinsley,  Cawood,  Ky. 


The  Bible  is  a  treasure.  It  contains 
enough  to  make  us  rich  for  time  and 
eternity.  It  contains  the  secret  of  happy 
living.  It  contains  the  key  to  heaven.  It 
contains  the  title-deeds  of  an  inheritance 
incorruptible,  and  that  fadeth  not  away. 
It  contains  the  pearl  of  great  price.  Nay, 
in  so  far  as  it  reveals  them  as  the  portion 
of  us  sinful  worms,  it  contains  the  Sav- 
ior and  the  living  God  Himself. — James 
Hamilton. 
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Tithing 


Our  Giving 


Nine  dollars   for  me  and  one     for     the 
Lord; 
Can  I   spare  that  dollar  now? 
Ah,   yes,    I    have   promised   the   tenth    to 
Him, 
And  so  I  will  keep  my  vow. 
That  certainly  is  enough   to  give, 

It  costs  so  much  in  these  days  to  live! 

Nine  dollars   for  me   and  one      for     the 
Lord; 
Somehow  that  seems  very  small 
When  I  think  how  He  counted  not  the 
cost 
But  freely  poured  out  His  all. 
Shall   I   stop   with   giving   a   tenth,   when 
He 
Has   given      Himself — priceless   Gift — 
for  me? 

Dear  Lord,  all  I  have,  and  am,  is  Thine, 

Redeemed  with  Thy  Blood  one  day; 
Oh  take  every  bit  of  this  life  of  mine 


And 


use  it  i 


n  Th 


ine  own  way 


I  love  Thee,  my  Savior,  Redeemer,  King, 
And  gladly  my  all  to  Thy  feet  I  bring. 

— Source  Unknown. 

TITHING 

Winifred  Higginson 

John  was  a  clerk  in  a  shoe  store.  He 
was  not  yet  a  Christian  but  had  been 
raised  in  a  godly  home  and  had  weighed 
the  pros  and  cons  of  tithing  and  ac- 
cepted the  Bible  promises  of  blessing  to 
those  who  practiced  the  same,  and  de- 
termined to  give  it  a  fair  trial.  So  week- 
ly the  tithe  was  set  aside  to  the  Lord's 
work.  Prosperity  and  promotion  came 
his  way,  and  still  the  outflow  was  kept 
in  motion. 

One  day  an  inventor  came  to  him  with 
a  model  of  a  fruit  jar  top  which  he  was 
unable  to  patent  and  offered  the  whole 
for  one  hundred  dollars.  "It  is  sure  to 
be  a  winner  if  it  can  be  got  on  the 
market,"  the  inventor  said.  "Some  one 
will  come  along  who  will  give  you  more 
for  it  when  it  is  patented." 

So  John  paid  the  price  and  laid  the 
model  away.  Finally  he  did  apply  for  a 
patent,  and  later  decided  to  manufac- 
ture a  few  thousand  to  see  how  they 
would  sell.  The  result  was  a  factory  in 
a  large  western  city,  where  for  years  that 
type  of  fruit  jar  was  a  leader  and  John's 
prosperity  assured.  Meanwhile  he  con- 
tinued tithing. 

But  during  his  absence  in  another  state 
a  great  fire  took  place  and  wiped  out  the 
center  of  that  huge  city.  Thousands  of 
people  were  rendered  homeless  and  num- 
bers who  had  retired  in  supposed  finan- 
cial security   awoke  to  find      themselves 


ruined. 

John  wired  regarding  the  fate  of  his 
factory.  The  reply  was  that  it  was  sure- 
ly burned  as  the   fire  was  raging  in  that 


When  Christians  All   Learn 
How  to  Tithe 

Sing  to  music  of  "Since  Jesns  Came 
into  My  Heart" 

1 
What    a    wonderful    change   in   the 
world  will  be  wrought, 
When    Christians    all    learn    how 
to  tithe, 
We   will    reach   then      a   goal      for 
which  long  we  have  sought, 
When  Christians  all  learn  how  to 
tithe. 
Chorus: 
When    Christians   all    learn    how   to 

tithe, 
When   Christians   all    learn    how    to 

tithe. 
Oh,  the  dollars  will  roll,     bringing 

joy  to  each  soul, 
When   Christians   all   learn   how    to 
tithe. 

2 
Not   a    child   will   be  homeless      or 
wanting   a   friend, 
When    Christians    all    learn    how 
to  tithe, 
And  old  preachers'  sorrows  will  all 
have  an  end 
When  Christians  all  learn  how  to 
tithe. 

3 

Not  a  soul  will  be  left  to  its  dark- 
ness  and   woe, 
When  Christians  all  learn  how  to 
tithe, 
But    of    God    and    His    love    every 
creature    shall    know, 
When  Christians  all  learn  how  to 
tithe. 

4 
We  will  then  have  a  peace  we  have 
ne'er  had  before, 
When  Christians  all  learn  how  to 
tithe. 
And  our  hearts  will  be  glad  and  re- 
joice evermore, 
When  Christians  all  learn  how  to 
tithe. — Rev.  A.  Imnan  Townsley. 

(The  lines  of  this  song  were  sug- 
gested by  a  newly  converted  Jew, 
who  asked  the  author  to  write 
something  that  would  stir  people 
up  to  tithe.) 


district   and   no  one   might   approach. 

John  still  believed  in  God's  merciful 
providence.  He  carried  no  insurance. 
Again  a  message  flashed  over  the  wire, 
and  again  the  answer  was  the  same.  No 
frame  buildings  could  survive  the  wave 
of  flame  that  had  swept  over  that  area. 


Still  he  trusted. 

When  he  arrived  upon  the  scene  he 
rode  through  mile  after  mile  of  devasta- 
tion until  he  came  to  the  place  where 
the  factory  should  be.  There  it  stood! 
The  only  building  intact!  The  fire  had 
swept  everything  until  it  came  to  the 
high  board  fence  that  surrounded  the 
property  when  the  wind  suddenly 
changed  and  swept  it  in  another  direc- 
tion. 

There  was  at  least  one  thankful  heart 
that  day  in  the  midst  of  the  desolation 
of   human  hopes. 

His  wife  still  lives,  and  is  carrying  on 
the  ministry  of  stewardship  as  in  the 
former  days. 


When  John  Wanamaker 

Learned  the  Joy 

Of  Giving 

He  was  a  poor  boy  of  sixteen,  work- 
ing in  his  father's  small  brickyard  in 
Philadelphia.  He  attended  the  church  on 
Broad  Street,  near  the  City  Hall,  of 
which  Dr.  John  Chambers  was  the  pas- 
tor, and  heard  him  more  than  once  call 
attention  from  the  pulpit  to  the  long- 
neglected  brick  pavement  around  the 
church.  When  at  last  the  pastor  patheti- 
cally described  his  grief  over  the  shame- 
ful neglect,  the  heart  of  the  young  man 
in  a  rear  pew  was  stirred. 

"I'll  see  whether  I  can  get  it  done,'* 
he  resolved.  It  took  only  a  few  days 
of  soliciting  among  the  wealthy  brick- 
makers  to  secure  enough  bricks,  and 
by  his  own  generous  contribution  with 
that  of  others  he  paid  for  laying  them. 
Before  the  next  Sunday  the  firm  new 
pavement  made  the  church  and  all  its 
surroundings    look   remarkably   improved. 

John  went  early  that  Sunday  and  hid 
behind  a  projecting  corner  to  see  how 
Dr.  Chambers  would  view  his  work. 
With  his  head  bowed,  thinking  of  his 
morning's  message,  the  grand  old  man 
did  not  see  the  pavement  until  he  actual- 
ly stepped  upon  it.  Then  he  excitedly 
stepped  hard,  as  if  to  assure  himself  that 
it  was  real;  he  walked  half  way  to  the 
corner  and  back  over  it  and  then  stood 
with  a  beaming  face  and  inspected  it  the 
entire  length.  Unconsciously  John  had 
fallen  into  step  behind  the  preacher.  Dr. 
Chambers  suddenly  turned  and  seeing 
John  behind  him,  shouted,  "You  had 
something  to  do  with  this,  my  boy! 
Thank  you,  thank  you,  with  all  my 
heart!" 

When  Mr.  Wanamaker,  years  after- 
ward, told  the  story  he  added:  "It  was 
my  first  taste  in  giving  to  the  Lord's 
cause.  I  had  never  known  anything  so 
satisfying  and  inspiring.  Do  you  wonder 
that  I  kept  on  giving  more  and  more  as 
I  became  able  to  do  so?" — Apples  of 
Gold. 
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Mary  s  Secret 


"I  have  the  joy,  joy,  joy,  down  in  my 
heart  to  stay."  Mary  Brown  was  busy, 
but  this  song  seemed  to  burst  forth  from 
her  very  heart  as  she  hurried  about  in  her 
tidy  little  kitchen  preparing  breakfast, 
mixing  light  bread  and  packing  a  lunch 
for  the  school  teacher.  It  was  Monday 
and  that  meant  washing,  cleaning  and 
bread  baking  at  the  Browns'.  Charles  was 
even  then  carrying  wash  water  from  the 
nearby  spring,  joining  in  Mary's  song  as 
it  floated  to  him  on  the  gentle  breeze. 

There  was  another  hearing  the  song 
but  it  struck  no  responsive  chord  in  her 
breast.  Isabelle  Allen  was  trying  to  mus- 
ter enough  courage  to  get  up  and  face 
another  day.  "J°y"  sounded  like  mock- 
ery to  her.  Had  she  not  spent  the  last 
eight  years  seeking  for  something  to  sat- 
isfy, only  to  come  to  this  drab  life  of 
teaching  a  country  school?  How  could 
Mary  be  so  radiantly  happy  doing  such 
commonplace  things?  Isabelle  was  really 
puzzled. 

Eight  years  before  the  opening  of  our 
story  these  girls  were  two  of  a  college 
graduating  class.  They  had  been  insepara- 
ble pals  since  they  became  acquainted  in 
their  first  year  at  Jefferson  High  School 
until  Mary  became  engaged  to  Charles 
Brown,  who  was  majoring  in  theology. 
Isabelle  was  preparing  for  a  career  and 
she  felt  Mary  was  throwing  her  life 
away  to  become  the  wife  of  a  holiness 
preacher.  Soon  after  commencement 
Mary  and  the  preacher  were  married  and 
accepted  a  call  to  pastor  a  struggling 
country  church.  The  little  parsonage  had 
been  given  a  thorough  cleaning  by  the 
ladies  of  the  Missionary  Society,  and  no 
mansion  ever  sheltered  a  happier  pan 
than  the  Rev.  and  Mrs.  Charles  Brown. 
They  were  thrilled  as  they  arranged  and 
rearranged  their  few  belongings,  in  this, 
their   first  home. 

In  the  meantime  Isabelle  had  started 
on  her  slippery  road  to  success  by  way  of 
a  painter's  brush  and  canvas.  She  had 
wanted  the  thrill  of  the  limelight  and 
started  immediately  on  a  large  painting 
which,  she  felt  sure,  would  take  the  eye 
of  the  critics.  She  worked  for  months, 
only  to  have  her  work  rejected  because 
she  had  failed  to  carefully  reproduce  the 
details  of  the  background.  While  in  the 
grades  she  had  learned  a  little  motto, 
"If  at  first  you  don't  succeed,  try,  try 
again."  But  instead  of  remembering  and 
practicing  this  she  gave  up  her  painting 
altogether. 

Since  that  failure  she  had  successively 
tried  her  abilities  as  a  business  woman, 
nurse  and  teacher.  Each  time  the  minute 
details  of   the   work   became   monotonous 


and  she  quit.  To  her,  success  seemed 
elusive.  She  and  Mary  Brown  had  kept 
in  touch  with  one  another,  so  when  the 
"depression"  found  Isabelle  with  a  very 
depressed  bank  account  and  no  work,  she 
had  turned  to  Mary  for  advice.  As  a  re- 
sult, she  secured  a  contract  to  teach  the 
district  school  near  the  Browns'  home, 
and  thus  she  was  privileged  to  again  be 
with  her  old  pal. 

The  months  had   dragged   by,   for  the 
newness   soon   wore   off,    and  now    theie 
were  only  two  more  weeks  of  school.  Isa- 
belle  had   held   aloof   from      the     simple 
country    folk — she   had   no      interest      in 
them     or     their     problems.     She     went 
through   the  routine  of  each  day  as  one 
in  a  dream.  She  did  come  down  to  earth 
once   in    a    while    to   puzzle    over      Mary 
•  Brown   and   her   happy   family,   but   even 
here  she  seemed  as  one  apart  from     the 
group.   At   times  Isabelle  was   captivated 
with    adorable      Rut  hie — she      was      only 
three   and  her  plump  little  body,   golden 
brown   curls,   twinkling   blue      eyes      and 
cute  lisp,  combined  with  a  loving  heart, 
were  irresistible.   However,   she,   too,   be- 
came commonplace   after  a   time.   David 
only  annoyed  her;  he  was  just  six  months 
old   and   had    to  cry   sometimes — his   hair 
was  straight  and  his  eyes  gray,  anyway. 
Charles  Brown   had  made  a   real  shep- 
herd for  the  flock  he  was  called  to  serve. 
He   had   prayed,      called,      studied,      and 
preached  faithfully;  and  even  Isabelle  had 
to  admit  he  was  making  a  success  of  the 
work  God  had  called  him  to  do.  Some  of 
his    messages    had   seemed      to      penetrate 
through    Isabelle's    indifference,    but    the 
soil  was  too  stony  for  them  to  take  root. 
The  change  in  Mary  was  too  evident  to 
escape  notice,  however,  and  her  constant 
radiance  was  slowly  making     an  impres- 
sion. Isabelle  had  been  a  church  member 
"since  childhood,  but  had  never  known  a 
lasting  joy.  Once  in  a  while  she  tried  to 
drown  her  depressed  feeling  by  having  a 
fling  with  some  of  the  crowd  of  pleas- 
ure seekers,   but  she  always     came  back 
disgusted  and  more  despondent  than  ever. 
Surely,  there  was  a  secret  to  this  "joy" 
Mary    was    singing      about;      she      never 
seemed   discouraged      with      the     endless 
round   of   duties    which   were      her   lot — 
washing,   ironing,   sewing,   cleaning,   bak- 
ing, calling,  caring  for  her  own  children 
or   teaching  a  group  of   the  parishioners' 
children — she   was   always   the   same!    She 
seemed  to  feel  it  was  all  so  worth  while, 
too. 

Isabelle  was  the  nearest  melted  she  had 
been  in  years.  Why  had  she  failed  in  ev- 
erything she  had  undertaken?  She  had 
tried  to  "hitch  her  wagon  to  a  star"  on- 


ly to  find  herself  in  the  "slough  of  de- 
spond." A  panorama  of  her  past  life 
seemed  to  pass  before  her  as  she  made  her 
morning  toilet.  She  had  a  hard  time  con- 
trolling her  emotions  while  she  made  a 
pretense  of  eating  breakfast  with  the  rest 
of  the  family. 

The  Browns'  worship  service  had  been 
a  real  trial  to  Isabelle;  at  first  she  had 
offered  a  little  formal  prayer,  and  read 
in  her  turn,  but  her  part  seemed  so 
stereotyped  in  comparison  to  the  ferven- 
cy evidenced  by  Mary  and  Charles  that 
she  finally  asked  to  be  excused  from  tak- 
ing part,  even  though  she  stayed  for  the 
service.  When  they  retired  to  the  living 
room  this  morning  the  hunger  in  her  soul 
asserted  itself  and  she  listened  to  the 
reading  of  God's  Word  with  open  ears, 
and  a  receptive  heart.  Charles  was  read- 
ing from  the  eleventh  chapter  of  Mac- 
thew's  Gospel.  The  last  three  verses 
gripped  her  heart — "Come  unto  me,  all 
ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy  laden,  and 
I  will  give  you  rest."  Jesus  was  giving 
that  invitation!  Could  that  mean  her? 
Was  that  where  she  had  failed?  Had  she 
taken  her  way  instead  of  God's  way?  As 
they  knelt  to  pray  a  sob  opened  the  way 
for  a  flood  of  tears  as  Isabelle  realized 
her  soul  need.  Mary,  who  had  noticed 
the  suppressed  emotion  and  lack  of  appe- 
tite, was  quick  to  sense  the  working  of 
the  blessed  Holy  Ghost.  She  led  out  in 
mighty  prevailing  prayer  for  this  needy 
soul  for  whom  she  had  been  praying  so 
long.  Charles  followed,  and  as  they  held 
on  in  prayer,  Isabelle  counted  the  cost 
and  paid  the  full  price  in  genuine  repent- 
ance and  faith  soon  brought  the  witness 
to  her  acceptance  in  the  Beloved.  She 
then  could  sing  with  a  full  heart, 
"Hallelujah,   I  have  found  Him, 

Whom  my  soul  so  long  has  craved. 
Jesus   satisfies    my   longing; 

Through     His   blood     I  nuw      am 
saved." 

As  they  arose  from  their  knees,  Isa- 
belle turned  to  embrace  Mary,  saying, 
"Won't  you  teach  me  your  'Joy'  song? 
I've  found  the  secret  of  your  happiness." 
— Mabel  Yonally.  From  The  Sunday 
School  Banner. 

The  River 

Claribcl  Weeks  Avery 

I  hear  the  river  all  the  time 

Through  noise  of  cars  and  mills. 

It  sings,  in  scorn  of  dust  and  slime, 
Its  slow   song   to  the  hills. 

It  bows  its  pride  to  dam  and  thong, 
Its  neck  to  bridge  and  pier, 

But  never  pauses  in  the  song 
It   knows   the  hills   can   hear. 

The  Bible  is  a  window  in  this  prison- 
world,  through  which  we  may  look  into 
eternity. — Timothy   Dwight. 
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He  Careth 


MARTHA  M.  HESKETT 


Jean  Dickson  surveyed  the  silent 
rooms  with  dry,  aching  eyes.  They 
seemed  so  bare,  so  forlorn,  so  empty.  Her 
heart  was  torn  and  bleeding,  and  upon 
her  slim  young  shoulders  a  heavy  burden 
rested.  Mother  was  gone.  She  must  now 
take  up  her  duties  as  homemaker. 

She  sank  into  the  little  rocking  chair 
and  sat  staring  at  the  log  on  the  hearth. 
She  must  place  it  on  the  fire,  so  Daddy 
and  Donny  could  get  warm  when  they 
came  in  from  the  chores.  But — oh,  why 
did  God  have  to  take  Mother  now? 

Jean  had  asked  herself  that  question 
innumerable  times  in  the  last  three  days. 
Somehow  she  had  gone  through  the  fun- 
eral, numb,  blinded,  unfeeling — acting 
only  at  the  kindly  suggestions  of  neigh- 
bors. But  since  they  were  all  gone,  and 
Dad,  Esther,  Donny  and  she  were  left 
alone,  the  question  was  ever  present. 

Again  and  again  she  relived  that  ter- 
rible evening.  She  could  hear  the  wind 
howl  around  the  little  house,  rushing  thru 
the  pine  trees,  bowing  them  in  its  fury, 
then  catching  up  the  snow  and  whirling 
it  madly  at  any  object  in  its  path.  Inside 
the  house  Daddy  was  firing  heavily,  en- 
deavoring to  keep  the  kitchen  and  living 
room  warm.  Then  had  come  that  crush- 
ing hour  when  Mother  said  good-bye  to 
everyone  and  told  them  to  carry  on — and 
especially  Jean.  She  had  been  so  calm,  so 
fearless,  and  had  said  she  was  not  afraid 
to  die. 

The  tall  fifteen-year-old  daughter  was 
experiencing  the  first  heartbreak  of  her 
life,  without  the  comforting  presence  of 
Christ.  Mother  had  been  a  Christian,  but 
Dad  had  never  allowed  her  to  go  to  the 
little  Union  Sunday  School  at  the  coun- 
try schoolhouse,  and  only  on  rare  oc- 
casion did  he  take  her  into  the  village  to 
church.  Jean  had  assumed  the  attitude  of 
her  unbelieving  father,  while  Esther,  the 
sweet  little  thirteen-year-old,  had  ac- 
cepted   her    mother's   Savior   as    her   own. 

The  Dickson  home  was  located  in  a 
valley  near  the  small  Captina  creek. 
Rugged  hills  rose  on  either  side  of  the 
creek  and  shut  off  the  family  from  the 
rest  of  the  community.  There  were  no 
houses  near  Dicksons'  and  they  lived 
very  much  to  themselves.  They  were 
three  miles  from  a  telephone  and  seven 
miles  from   the  village. 

Their  beautiful,  frail  mother  had  tak- 
en pneumonia  and  nothing  could  be  done 
to  allay  its  ravages.  The  kind,  old  doc- 
tor had  done  everything  within  his  pow- 
er, and  neighbors  had  prayed  earnestly, 
but  Mother  weakened  noticeably  with 
each  passing  hour.  Three  days  ago  they 
had  laid  her  to  rest  in  Center  cemetery. 


Esther  came  in  from  an  errand  to  a 
neighbor  and  broke  in  upon  Jean's  sad 
meditations.  "Mrs.  Wood  is  very  kind, 
Jean;  she  sent  mince  pies,  a  loaf  of  bread, 
and  some  baked  beans.  She  told  me  to 
look  up  Romans  8:2  8,  and  1  Peter  5:7 
in  Mother's  Bible  and  keep  saying  them 
over  and  over,  and  we'd  feel  better." 

"Uh-huh.  Where's  the  food?  Guess  I'd 
better  get  supper,"  answered  Jean  disin- 
terestedly. Why  did  Mrs.  Wood  always 
have  to  be  talking  about  the  Bible? 

But  Esther's  enthusiasm  was  not  to  be 
dampened  by  Jean's  lack  of  interest.  She 
went  immediately  to  Mother's  Bible  and 
found  the  passages.  Bringing  the  Bible  to 
the  kitchen  she  read,  "And  we  know 
that  all  things  work  together  for  good 
to  them  that  love  God,  to  them  who 
are  called  according  to  his  purpose," 
and  "Casting  all  your  care  upon  him;  for 
he  careth  for  you."  She  sat  for  a  mo- 
ment staring  at  the  passage  in  Romans, 
then  looked  up  at  Jean.  "Does  that  really 
mean  that  Mother's  death  will  work  out 
all  right?  And  is  God  really  caring  for 
us?" 

"Well,  I  don't  love  God  much,  and  I 
don't  know  what's  going  to  happen.  Get 
busy  and  set  the  table,  and  don't  bother 
your  head  about  the  Bible,"  snapped  Jean 
peevishly. 

The  days  dragged  by  for  Jean.  Esther 
seemed  to  have  found  some  strength  and 
comfort,  and  once  again  her  sunny  smile 
was  seen.  But  Jean  felt  more  alone,  more 
bereaved,   as  each  sunset  came. 

Months  passed,  and  finally  spring 
came.  School  was  dismissed  for  the  sum- 
mer vacation,  thus  lightening  Jean's  bur- 
dens, for  she  and  Esther  had  continued 
going  to  high  school  in  the  village,  while 
Donny  went  to  the  country  grade  school. 
Esther  had  taken  her  share  of  the  work 
and  cheerfully  did  her  duty,  although 
Jean  was  often  cross  and  irritable. 

Esther  read  her  Bible  faithfully  and 
each  night  knelt  to  pray.  At  first  Jean 
teased  her  and  laughed  at  her,  but  their 
father  demanded  that  Esther  be  left 
alone.  He  had  surprised  them  by  saying, 
"Mother  read  her  Bible  and  prayed,  and 
if  Esther  will  grow  up  to  be  as  sweet  a 
woman  as  she,  I  will  not  hinder  her  in 
her  beliefs."  That  was  quite  a  conces- 
sion on  the  part  of  this  rough  farmer. 

While  Esther  seemed  to  scatter  sun- 
shine in  the  home,  Jean  scattered  gloom. 
She  grew  more  and  more  bitter  toward 
God  every  day,  and  more  unhappy.  She 
seldom  smiled  now. 

One  day  Esther  and  their  father  went 
to  the  city   twenty  miles   away,   leaving 


Jean  and  Donny  to  take  care  of  the 
house.  They  were  not  planning  to  re- 
turn until  late  that  evening.  Jean  was 
busily  baking  bread  and  pies,  and  Donny 
was  helping  in  ever/  way  a  ten-year-old 
boy  could.  When  the  wood  box  became 
empty  he  went  out  and  started  to  break 
up  some  old  rails.  But  the  ax  slipped,  and 
cut  a  large  gash  in  his  foot.  He  screamed 
for  Jean. 

When  she  reached  him  the  blood  was 
spurting  forth  and  already  Donny  was 
weak  and  sick.  Her  heart  had  failed  her. 
What  could  she  do?  She  was  alone! 

She  caught  sight  of  the  old  dinner  bell 
and  rang  it  frantically.  Then  tearing  her 
apron  in  shreds,  she  made  a  tourniquet 
and  stopped  the  blood  from  gushing.  But 
what  more  could  she  do?  She  must  have  a 
doctor!  There  would  have  to  be  several 
stitches  taken,  and  Donny  had  fainted. 

Lifting  him  in  her  arms  she  struggled 
to  the  house.  Dashing  water  on  his  face, 
she  revived  him,  and  he  mumbled  feebly, 
and  went  unconscious  again.  Feverish  and 
sick  herself  she  thought  of  what  to  do 
next.  She  dare  not  leave  Donny,  yet  she 
must  have  help.  Rushing  out  she  rang 
the  old  dinner  bell  again.  But  it  would 
take  their  closest  neighbor  several  min- 
utes to  reach  them. 

Fear  seized  her  heart  as  she  looked  ;t 
Donny,  lying  there  so  pale  and  still.  Was 
God  going  to  take  him,  too?  Her  heart 
was  torn  with  anxiety.  Then  dropping 
on  her  knees,  she  cried  aloud,  "Oh  God, 
help  me!  Help  Donny!  Send  some  one 
quick!  And  oh  God,  I'm  sorry  I've  said 
mean  things  about  you.  Help  me  now!" 

God  heard  Jean's  prayer,  and  while 
she  was  preparing  the  only  suitable  ban- 
dage she  could  find,  she  heard  the  hum 
of  a  car.  Looking  out  she  saw  the  old 
doctor  step  from  his  car.  She  ran  to  him. 

"Oh,  Dr.  McMillen!  God  sent  you! 
Donny's  hurt!" 

The  old  doctor  quickly  tended  to  the 
injured  boy  and  soon  Donny  had  rallied 
again,  and  after  a  bit  of  warm  broth  had 
fallen  into  a  natural  sleep. 

When  all  was  calm,  Jean  and  Dr.  Mc- 
Millen went  out  on  the  porch.  "Jean,  I 
felt  I  must  come  and  see  you.  It  surely 
was  the  Lord's  guiding.  How  have  you 
been  getting  along  since  Mother  went  to 
be  with  her  Lord?" 

Before  the  kindly  and  friendly  ques- 
tioning of  this  Christian  man  who 
so  wonderfully  combined  his  religion  and 
his  medical  practice,  Jean  broke  down. 
She  felt  she  could  trust  him,  and  she 
poured  out  her  heart  to  him. 

"I've  been  miserable,  Doctor,  because 
I  haven't  been  willing  to  accept  Mother's 
Christ.  I  couldn't  understand  why  a  so- 
called  God  of  love  would  let  Mother  die. 
Esther  has  found  comfort  in  the  Bible, 
but  I  haven't  been  willing  to  read  it. 
But  after  today,  I'm  going  to  be  a  Chris- 
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tian,  too.  God  heard  my  prayer,  even 
though  I  have  questioned  His  care,  and 
sent  you.  He  really  has  been  caring  for 
me  all  along,  and  I  wasn't  willing  to  ad- 
mit  it." 

Together  the  old  doctor  and  the  young 
girl  knelt,  and  Jean  accepted  Christ  as 
her  Savior.  Later  she  was  the  means  of 
leading  her  father  and  Donny  to  the  foot 
of  the  Cross,  and  they  are  all  able  to  say 
that  Romans  8:2  8  and  1  Peter  5:7  are 
true. — The  Gospel  Herald. 


(Continued  from  Treasured  Glean- 
ings   Page) 

pan  in  the  16th  century.  On  one  oc- 
casion a  nobleman  of  the  highest  rank, 
his  wife  and  their  six  young  children, 
with  upwards  of  forty  other  Christians, 
were  sent  to  the  stake.  It  was  a  dark 
night  before  fire  was  set  to  their  several 
piles;  but  as  soon  as  the  smoke  had 
cleared  away  the  martyrs  were  seen  amid 
the  bright  flames  in  which  they  stood, 
with  eyes  fixed  on  Heaven,  their  forms 
motionless  and  erect  as  though  they  had 
been  chiseled  out  of  stone.  In  very  hor- 
ror the  spectators  were  silent,  and  the 
hush  of  death  was  upon  the  midnight 
air  when  suddenly  from  out  of  that 
fiery  furnace  a  flood  of  melody  was 
poured — men  and  women  and  children 
singing  the  praises  of  the  living  God  as 
sweetly  and  with  notes  as  true  as  though 
the  red  and  thirsty  flames  had  been  but 
the  dews  of  heaven  upon  their  brows. 
The  sighs  and  prayers  of  the  Christian 
watchers,  which  could  no  longer  be  re- 
pressed, the  shouts  and  execrations  of  the 
soldiers  and  executioners,  soon  mingled 
with  this  death-song.  The  music  of  that 
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marvelous  choir  died  gradually  away; 
the  sudden  failing  of  each  gladsome 
voice,  the  silent  sinking  of  each  upright 
form  telling  that  another  and  yet  an- 
other had  yielded  to  his  doom. — The 
Da  icii. 

The  Victor  Over  Death 

It  is  said  that  the  late  Robert  G.  In- 
gersoll,  the  well-known  infidel,  used  to 
tell  this  story:  "I  was  never  nonplussed 
except  once.  I  was  lecturing  one  nighi 
and  took  occasion  to  show  that  the  resur- 
rection of  Lazarus  was  probably  a  planned 
affair  to  bolster  the  waning  fortunes  of 
Jesus.  His  sisters  were  to  bury  him  and 
send  for  Jesus.  Lazarus  was  to  feign  death 
till  Jesus  should  come  and  say,  'Lazarus, 
come  forth'.  To  emphasize  the  situation, 
I  said,  'Can  anyone  here  tell  me  why  Je- 
sus said,  'Lazarus,  come  forth?'  Down  by 
the  door  a  white-haired  man  arose  and 
with  a  shrill  voice  said,  'Yes,  sir,  I  can 
tell  you!  If  my  Lord  had  not  said,  'Laza- 
rus,' He  would  have  had  the  whole 
graveyard  of  Bethany  coming  out  to 
Him!'  " 

— Author  Unknown. 

Divorce  and    Crime 

Professor  Burchard,  of  the  University 
of  Pittsburgh,  has  been  making  a  studv 
of  crime  and  its  causes.  For  four  months 
he  ate  and  slept  with  convicts,  studying 
individual  cases  of  more  than  a  thousand 
native  white  prisoners  in  Western  Peni- 
tentiary at  Pittsburgh.  His  survey  lists 
several  conclusions,  but  heading  the  list 
is  that  of  divorce  or  separation  of  par- 
ents, which,  he  says,  "exerts  a  most  de- 
moralizing influence  on  the  formation 
and  habits  of  stability  and  integrity  in 
children."  Another  conclusion  was  that 
"bad  leisure  habits  played  a  part  in  more 
than   half  the  crimes  committed." 

;;.     ;;.     jj. 

Clearing  His  Conscience 

There  was  once  in  Boston  an  old  cod- 
fish dealer,  a  very  earnest  and  sincere 
man,  who  lived  prayerfully  every  day. 
One  of  the  great  joys  of  his  life  was  the 
family-worship    hour. 

One  year  two  other  merchants  per- 
suaded him  to  go  into  a  deal  with  them 
by  which  they  could  control  all  the  cod- 
fish in  the  market,  and  greatly  increase 
the  price.  The  plan  was  succeeding  well, 
when  this  good  man  learned  that  many 
poor  people  in  Boston  were  suffering  be- 
cause of  the  great  advance  in  the  price 
of  codfish.  It  troubled  him  so  that  he 
broke  down  in  trying  to  pray  at  the 
family  altar,  and  went  straight  to  the 
men  who  led  him  into  the  plot,  and  told 
them  that  he  could  not  go  on  with  it. 

Said  the  old  man:  "I  can't  afford  to 
do  anything  which  interferes  with  my 
family  prayers.  And  this  morning  when 
I    got    down    on    my    knees    and    tried    to 


pray,  there  was  a  mountain  of  codfis 
before  me  high  enough  to  shut  out  th 
throne  of  God,  and  I  could  not  pray, 
tried  my  best  to  get  around  it,  or  ge 
over  it,  but  every  time  I  started  to  pra) 
that  codfish  loomed  up  between  me  an 
my  God.  I  won't  have  my  family  prayer 
spoiled  for  all  the  codfish  in  the  Atlanti 
Ocean,  and  I  shall  have  nothing  to  d 
with  it,  or  with  my  money  made  fron 
it." — Selected. 

The  Perfect  Hour 

Somewhere  between  the  dawning  and  th. 
dying 
Of    this    brief,    fleeting   day    that    met 
call   life, 
With  all  its  intermingled  joy  and  sighing 
There    comes   one   perfect     hour     amic 
the  strife — 
One  hour  that   bears  no  tinge  of  woe  01 
weeping, 
One    hour    whose    roses    wear    no    dew 
of   tears; 
And  memory  rejoices  in   its  keeping 
As   in   a    treasure   bright      among      the 
years. 

It    is    an    hour    when   every    woe    is   van- 
ished, 
Each  teardrop  dried,  or  else  as  yet  un- 
shed, 
An   hour   when   every    leaden      cloud      is 
banished, 
And   all   is   bright,   whate'er   the   path 
ahead: 
An    hour    when    sunny      is      each      early 
meadow, 
One   fair   oasis   blooming   on   the   sand, 
One  sunbeam  in  the  midst  of  cloud  and 
shadow, 
One  blossom  where  all  else  is  arid  land. 

Life   brings  its   round   of  toil,     of  disap- 
pointment, 
Of  shattered  hopes,  of   lost   and  brok 
en  dreams; 
But    this    one    hour    brings    its    sufficient 
ointment — 
This  morn  of  gladness   with   unbroken 
beams. 
If    it    were   all,   life   would    be    worth   the 
living. 

Worth   all   its   cost   in  struggle   and  in 
pain, 

Worth    all   the  effort      of     our     onward 
striving — 
This  solitary  rose  amid  the  rain. 

— Clarence  E.   Flynn 


God  Answers  Prayer 

"If  the  radio's  slim  fingers  can  pluck 
a  melody  from  out  of  the  night,  and 
toss  it  over  a  continent  or  sea;  if  the 
petaled  white  notes  of  a  violin  are  blowr 
across  a  mountain  or  a  city's  din;  m 
songs  like  crimson  roses  are  pulled  frorr! 
thin  blue  air;  why  should  mortals  won, 
der  if  God  hears  prayer?" 

— The  Gospel  Hcrald.\ 
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JESUS    THE    LIGHT    OF    THE    WORLD 


Live  For  Something 


Live  for  something,  have  a  purpose, 

And  that  purpose  keep  in  view; 
Drifting  like  a  helmless  vessel, 

Thou  canst  ne'er  to  life  be  true. 
Half  the  wrecks  that  strew  life's  ocean, 

If  some  star  had  been  their  guide, 
Might  have  now  been  riding  safely, 

But  they  drifted  with  the  tide. 

Live  for  something,  yes,  and  something 

That  is  -worthy  of  thy  life; 
Something  that  will  well  repay  thee 

When  'tis  won,  for  all  the  strife. 
Be  not  dazzled  by  the  glitter 

And  the  tinsel  of  the  world; 
O'er   the   noble,   true   and  lasting 

Let  thy  banner  be  unfurled. 


Live  for  something,  and  live  earnest, 
Though  thy  work  may  humble  be, 

By  the  world  of  men  unnoticed, 
Known  alone  to  God  and  thee. 

Every  act  has  priceless  value 
To  the  Architect  of  fate; 

'Tis  the  spirit  of  thy  doing, 

This  alone  that  makes  it  great. 

Live  for  something.  God  and  angels 

Wields  the  scepter  of  a  king; 
Every  soul  may  waken  echoes 

That  shall  never  cease  to  ring. 
We  are  living  for  the  ages, 

To  the  farthest  end  of  time, 
And  the  weakest  life  is  mighty, 

And  the  humblest  is  sublime. 


Live  for   something.  God  and   angels 

Are  the  watchers  in  the  strife, 
And  above  the  smoke  of  conflict 

Gleams  the  victor's  crown  of  life. 
Live  for  Jesus!  God  has  given 

Freely  of  His  stores  Divine, 
Richest  gifts  of  earth  and  Heaven, 

If   thou   wiliest,   may   be  thine. 

— Robert  Whitaker. 
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"Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  un- 
to my  path."  Psalm  119:105 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

I  wish  I  might  be  able  sometime  to 
find  words  to  express  to  you  just  what 
a  joy  I  find  in  talking  to  you  each 
month.  When  I  see  the  beautiful  Christ- 
mas cards  and  the  unanswered  letters  lay- 
ing around  in  my  home  and  at  the  office 
and  know  I  can  never  find  the  time  to 
write  personally  to  all  of  you,  then  I 
realize  what  a  wonderful  opportunity  i 
have  in  sending  out  this  message  to  you 
each  time.  Now  I  will  tell  you  how  to 
make  this  a  personal  message  to  you.  Here 
it  is.  If  your  name  is  John  or  Mary  or 
whatever  it  may  be  just  place  your  name 
in  the  first  line  and  say,  Dear  John  or 
Dear  Mary.  Now  wouldn't  that  seem  per- 
sonal? Well,  I  don't  know  how  you  feel 
about  it,  but  when  I  write  to  you  that 
is  just  the  way  I  feel.  Those  sweet  words 
of  encouragement  you  write  me  each 
month  and  the  good  work  you  are  do- 
ing for  us  makes  us  feel  very  near  to  you. 

A  few  days  ago  when  we  were  work- 
ing in  the  kitchen  and  praying  and  medi- 
tating about  our  message  to  you  we  be- 
gan to  see  our  boys  and  girls  on  the 
field  who  are  struggling  against  the  tide 
of  sin  and  worldliness  and  we  were  im- 
pressed to  write  along  that  line.  Our 
subject  will  be,  "Drifting  With  The 
Tide."  Our  scripture  as  a  base  for  our 
message  will  be  Dan.  3:8-30. 
'Tis  easy  to  drift  with  the  current  swift, 

Just  lie  in  your  boat  and  dream; 
But  in  nature's  plan  it  takes  a  real  man, 

To  paddle  the  boat  upstream. 

I  am  sure  you  know  what  this  subject 
means  because  each  of  us  are  traveling. 
We  have  our  little  boat  to  steer  through 
this  world.  If  you  ever  went  out  on  the 
river  in  a  row  boat  and  had  the  rowing 
to  do,  you  will  understand.  Some  of  the 
time  you  had  to  row  upstream  to  reach 
your  destination.  Didn't  you  get  tired? 
Yes,  you  wished  you  could  just  lay  down 
the  oars  and  drift.  Your  arms  ached  and 
you  felt  that  you  couldn't  go  any  farth- 
er, but  you  thought  of  the  place  you 
were  going  and  decided  you  must  press 
on.  Perhaps  your  little  boat  is  being 
tossed  and  turned  and  you  are  wonder- 
ing just  how  you  are  going  to  make  it 
to  the  end  of  the  way.  Your  eyes  are 
riveted  on  the  waves  below.  Our  aim  in 
this  message  is  to  try  to  get  your  eyes  off 
the   waves   and   on   the   prize   just    ahead. 

If  the  Hebrew  children  spoken  of  in 
our  scripture  lesson  had  drifted  with  the 
tide,  they  would  have  failed  to  show  the 
wonder  working  power  of  God  to  those 
about  them.  Great  things  can  only  be 
done  by  those  who  are  willing  to  step 
out  against  the  current  of  worldliness, 
infidelity    and   unbelief   we   find      among 


professed  Christians  to-day.  This  is  why 
we  are  seeing  so  few  people  saved.  God's 
way  is  a  narrow  way  and  often  the  way 
of  suffering  and  opposition,  and  He  is 
looking  for  your.g  men  and  women  like 
these  who  will  stand  the  test.  There  is 
music  and  sweetness  in  these  words  of 
Shadrack,  Meshack  and  Abednigo,  "O 
Nebuchadnezzar,  we  are  not  careful  to 
answer  thee  in  this  matter.  If  it  be  so, 
our  God  whom  we  serve  is  able  to  de- 
liver tis  from  the  burning  fiery  furnace, 

LXiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiuiiiiiiiiitrmitiiiiiiiiiiMiiiiitiiiiiiitiiiiiiu 

SAIL  ON 

=  Upon  a  wide  and  stormy  sea, 

=  Thou'rt  sailing  to  eternity,  = 

|  And  thy  great  Adm'ral  orders  thee:     | 

=  Sail  on!  sail  on!  sail  on!  = 

=                               Chorus:  E 

|  Sail    on!    sail   on!    the    storms  will     § 

=               soon  be  past,  = 

=  The  darkness  will   not   always  last;     £ 

|  Sail  on!   Sail  on!  God  lives,  and  He     | 

I               commands:  = 

=  Sail  on!   sail  on!  = 

=  Art  far  from     shore,     and       weary  | 

=  worn  1 

=  The  skv  o'ercast,  thy  canvas  torn?  = 

|  Hark  ye!  A  voice  to  thee  is  borne;  | 

z  Sail  on!   sail  on!   sail  on!  = 

E  Do  comrades  tremble  and  refuse  E 

|  To  further  dare  the  taunting  hues?  = 

I  No  other  course  is  thine  to  choose,  | 

=  Sail  on!   sail  on!   sail  on!  E 

|  Do  snarling  waves  thy  craft  assail?  = 

=  Art   pow'rless,  drifting     with      the  E 

1  gale?  f 

5  Take  heart!  God's  Word  shall  never  | 

|  fail!  | 

=  Sail  on!   sail  on!   sail  on! 


II I  llllllll  till)  Nil  III  I  III  Ml  HII  111  I 


IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIT 


and  he  will  deliver  us  out  of  thine  hand, 
O  king.  But  if  not,  be  it  known  unto 
thee,  O  king,  that  we  will  not  serve  thy 
gods,  nor  worship  the  golden  image  which 
thou  hast  set  up."  They  just  meant  live 
or  die,  sink  or  swim,  they  would  be  true 
to  God,  and  their  firm  stand  caused  the 
king  to  acknowledge  that  there  was  no 
other  god  except  their  God. 

In  these  last  days  when  the  way  of 
truth  shall  be  evil  spoken  of,  2  Peter  2: 
1,  2,  we  will  find  it  is  going  to  be  hard 
to  stand  and  fight  the  good  fight  of 
faith,  and  we  must  be  able  to  say  like 
Moses,  I  had  rather  suffer  afflictions  and 
be  misunderstood  and  cast  off,  if  needs 
be,  than  to  loiter  around  down  in  Egypt 
(which  is  a  type  of  sin)  and  have  all  the 
applause  of  the  world.  Moses  had  all  the 
opportunity  possible  to  be  great,  and  the 
temptation  was  strong  without  a     doubt, 


far  he  had  a  chance  of  making  a  fortune 
and  to  have  been  of  service  to  Israel  al- 
so, with  his  interest  at  court.  He  was  in  a 
great  way  obligated  to  Pharaoh's  daugh- 
ter, and  yet  he  obtained  a  glorious  vic- 
tory by  faith  over  his  temptation.  He 
reckoned  it  much  more  his  honor  and 
advantage  to  be  a  son  of  Abraham  than 
to  be  the  son  of  Pharaoh's  daughter.  He 
was  greatly  concerned  for  his  poor  broth- 
ers in  bondage,  with  whom  he  chose  to 
suffer  affliction.  He  looked  on  their 
burdens  as  one  that  not  only  pitied  them, 
but  was  resolved  to  venture  with  them. 
Oh,  what  a  strong  tie  between  Moses  and 
his  people.  Should  there  not  be  as  strong 
a  tie  between  God's  children  who  are 
walking  the  narrow  way  as  Moses  had? 
Let  us  be  determined  to  stand  in  the  hard 
places  and  fight  the  good  fight  of  faith. 
We  hear  much  talk  these  days  about 
higher  criticism,  modernism,  and  infideli- 
ty existing  in  our  midst,  and  it  is  alarm- 
ing, but  we  believe  the  professed  Chris- 
tian church  members  are  to  blame.  I 
mean  those  who  profess  and  do  not  pos- 
sess. If  Christians  would  be  willing  to 
row  a  little  upstream  and  stand  out  for 
what  the  Bible  teaches  and  live  it,  we 
would  soon  see  the  power  of  God  mani- 
fested in  our  midst  in  such  a  way  so  that 
the  Nebuchadnezzars  of  our  day  would 
have  to  acknowledge  that  our  God  and 
Christ  is  real,  and  our  Bible  is  the  in- 
spired Word  of  God.  I  hear  some  say, 
"Well,  I  know  that  I  am  not  standing 
out  as  I  should  for  the  whole  truth,  but 
the  way  is  hard  and  my  friends  would 
forsake  me.  It  is  too  much  for  me.  Just 
let  my  little  boat  float  along.  The  way 
of  least  resistance  is  the  best  way  for 
me."  All  right  we  will  allow  you  to  do 
so,  but  your  little  boat  will  finally  reach 
the  precipice  and  it  will  soon  be  too  late 
to  change  your  course. 

You  may  think  that  your  taking  a 
stand  will  separate  you  from  your  friends, 
but  if  it  does  God  will  give  you  others  to 
take  their  place,  who  will  march  right 
on  up  the  narrow  way  with  you.  That 
young  man  or  that  young  woman  with 
whom  you  are  keeping  company  may  not 
choose  to  go  with  you,  but  there  are 
others  who  will.  God  always  gives  some- 
thing better  to  those  who  are  willing  to 
make  the  sacrifice  for  Him.  If  your 
heart  is  hungry  for  a  closer  walk  with 
God,  be  in  a  hurry  to  move  up.  In  this 
day  when  the  enemy  and  his  forces  are 
working  overtime  to  overthrow  our  little 
boat,  it  is  a  dangerous  thing  to  put  off 
(Continued    on    page    16) 
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In  Mysterious  Ways 


"Now,  what's  the  matter  with  you, 
Jim?  Come  along  and  be  one  of  the 
bunch!  What's  the  use  of  hanging  back 
in   that   fashion?" 

Frank  Harris  was  rapidly  becoming 
angry  with  his  classmate,  James  Benson. 
But  James  remained  cool  and  unruffled. 

"I've  tried  several  times  to  explain 
that  I  can  not  be  a  party  to  such  things, 
Frank,"  he  said,  calmly.  "I  would  advise 
you  fellows  to  have  fun  in  some  other 
way.  To  me,  it's — it's  downright  thievery 
if  you  carry  out  such  plans.  I'm  sorry 
I  must  speak  so  frankly,  but  it's  the 
truth." 

For  a  moment  the  other  six  boys  were 
silent.  LarK  Summer's  face  flushed,  and 
his  eyes  were  downcast.  Some  of  the 
others  seemed  impressed.  But  Frank  was 
almost  angry  now. 

"We  don't  need  any  preaching  from 
you,  Jim,"  he  said  crisply.  "We've  been 
gentlemen  enough  to  ir-vite  you  into  this 
affair  as  a  classmate,  and  if  you  don't 
care  to  accept,  you  need  not.  But  we're 
going  ahead.  And  of  course — of  course, 
as  a  loyal  member  of  this  class  we  shall 
expect  you  to  keep  mum  about  the  whole 
matter.  Do  you  understand  me?" 

James  looked  grave.  "I  believe  I  do, 
Frank.  And  I'm  sorry  if  you  think  un- 
kindly of  me  for  my  stand.  But  I  be- 
lieve that  after  you've  thought  the  mat- 
ter over  seriously  you'll  agree  that  I  am 
correct.  I  sincerely  hope  you'll  all  decide 
not  to  do  it.  There  are  other  ways  of 
having  fun,  you  know." 

"Come  on,  fellows,"  snapped  Frank, 
turning  on  his  heel  abruptly,  "we  must 
be  going,  before  this  preacher  convinces 
some  more  of  you  that  we're  thieves  and 
robbers."  There  was  a  distinct  sneer  in 
his  tone,  which  cut  James'  sensitive  na- 
ture to  the  quick. 

James  watched  the  six  lads  disappear 
around  the  corner.  Then  he  sighed  deeply. 
For  almost  four  years,  now,  the  seven  had 
been  chums  in  high  school.  This  was  the 
first  distinct  break  of  which  he  could 
remember.  And  to  think  that  his  stand 
had  been  responsible  for  it  was  annoying. 
Yet,  in  his  heart,  James  felt  certain  he 
was  correct;  and  in  this  knowledge  he 
tried  bravely  to  bear  the  criticism  to 
which  he  was  subjected. 

The  members  of  the  junior  class  were 
to  spend  a  social  evening  at  the  home  of 
Mary  Jennings,  one  of  their  members. 
There  were  only  six  in  that  class,  three 
girls  and  three  boys.  Ice  cream  was  on  the 
bill  of  fare,  and  in  some  manner  the 
seniors  had  learned  that  it  was  to  be  de- 
livered at  nine  o'clock,  to  the  back  porch 
of  Mary's  house.  To  "snatch"  it  and  have 
a  joke  (?)   on  the  hungry  juniors  was  the 


plan  to  which  James  had  objected  most 
strenuously. 

The  more  he  thought  over  the  matter, 
the  more  he  became  convinced  it  would 
be  wrong  to  do  so.  The  boys  were  all 
members  of  his  own  Sunday  School  class 
and  would  not,  he  felt  certain,  think  of 
stealing  ice  cream  from  a  factory  or 
truck.  He  was  confident  that  they  didn't 
realize  the  seriousness  of  this  offense.  It 
was  just  "snitching,"  to  them;  just  a 
good  joke,  in  addition  to  a  good  "feed'" 
of  cream.  The  other  parts  of  the  matter 
didn't  enter  their  minds,  he  reasoned. 

"If  only  I  could  present  it  to  them  in 
a  way  they'd  see  the  light,"  was  his 
thought.  "If  only  God  would  give  me  the 
power — " 

He  knew  that  God  moves  in  mysteri- 
ous ways  His  wonders  to  perform,  some- 
times. And  so,  although  the  way  seemed 
uncertain  just  then,  he  kept  his  faith  and 
trust  strong.  He  hoped  God  would  use 
him  in  some  manner  to  save  his  friends 
from   committing   a   crime. 

Should  he  tell  any  one  about  it?  Should 
he  warn  Mary  to  keep  her  cream  in  a 
safe  place?  If  he  did  so,  would  he  be 
breaking  his  promise  to  the  seniors?  He 
hadn't  promised  in  so  many  words;  yet 
he  felt  that  the  boys  believed  he  would 
not  reveal  their  plans.  But  if  he  didn't, 
how  would  he  prevent  their  doing  that 
which  he  felt  was  wicked  and  sinful? 

It  was  Tuesday  night.  The  group  was 
coming  Thursday  evening.  Whatever  he 
did  must  be  done  quickly.  Still  no  solu- 
tion entered  his  tired  brain,  and  he  re- 
tired with  a  heavy  heart,  to  dream  that 
he  and  his  class  were  all  in  jail  charged 
with  larceny  of  a  thousand  gallons  of 
ice  cream  from  Mary  Jennings'  back 
porch. 

James  took  a  long  walk  the  next  after- 
noon into  the  beautiful  woodland  back 
of  the  town.  There  was  a  little  dell,  al- 
most completely  surrounded  by  under- 
brush, in  the  center  of  which  bubbled  a 
tiny  spring  of  clear,  cold  water.  James 
felt  as  if  this  spot  was  his  especial  prop- 
erty, and  he  loved  to  come  there  to  rest 
and  sometimes  to  study.  He  had  come 
there   now   to   think  out  his  problem. 

The  words  of  the  beautiful  old  hymn 
seemed  to  come  to  him,  "Take  it  to  the 
Lord   in   Prayer!" 

Kneeling  in  the  seclusion  of  his  little 
dell,  by  a  fallen  log,  James  poured  out 
his  heart  to  God.  To  him  Jesus  was  a  real 
Friend,  in  whom  he  could  confide.  It  was 
his  habit  to  pray  very  definitely  for  what 
he  desired;  to  tell  Jesus  all  of  his  troubles. 
He  was  doing  this  now. 

"***And,  dear  Master,  please,  please, 
spare   the   boys  from   this   crime!    Touch 


Frank's  heart  that  he,  too,  may  learn  to 
know  Thee,  whom  to  know  is  life  eter- 
nal! In  some  way  warn  Mary  that  she 
may  not  suffer  through  this  prank  of 
theirs.  Thou  knowest  that  she's  not  able 
to  lose  the  ice  cream;  possibly  she's 
worked  hard  to  buy  it.  ;:':|::"0,  dear  Lord, 
use  me,  or  some  one,  to  change  this  ter- 
rible thing!" 

A  feeling  of  peace  came  into  his  heart 
after  the  tryst  with  his  Friend.  Some  way, 
he  felt,  the  danger  would  be  averted. 

When  he  reached  home,  a  telegram 
awaited  him,  calling  him  at  once  to  the 
bedside  of  a  cousin  who  was  very  ill  in 
a  distant  city.  He  had  to  go.  And  there 
was  no  time  to  do  more  about  the  ice 
cream. 

The  cousin's  condition  was  grave,  and 
it  was  not  until  the  following  Saturday 
afternoon  that  James  could  return  home. 
He  was  apprehensive  and  almost  dreaded 
to  learn  what  had  transpired  during  his 
absence.  But  he  saw  none  of  the  boys  on 
his  way  home  and  was  none  the  wiser, 
until  he  chanced  to  meet  Agnes  Bretz, 
one  of  the  junior  girls,  that  evening. 

"We  had  a  wonderful  time,"  she  said, 
"and  the  best  eats!" 

James'  heart  beat  faster  at  this  remark, 
but  he  dared  not  ask  questions.  Surely, 
he  reasoned,  if  they  had  such  a  "a  won- 
derful time"  and  "the  best  eats,"  the 
seniors'  plan  must  have  failed  in  some 
manner.  Even  though  he  had  been  called 
out  of  town,  had  God  answered  his  fer- 
vent prayer  through  some  one  else?  Mary 
Jennings  and  James'  sister,  Phoebe,  were 
fast  friends.  Casually,  James  made  some 
indirect  inquiries  of  Phoebe  (who  had 
been  at  the  meeting,  although  not  a 
member  of  the  class). 

From  her  he  learned  that  there  had 
been  delicious  ice  cream — a  whole  freezer 
of  it — with  the  most  delicious  cake. 

"And  mind  you,  Jim,"  she  added, 
laughing,  "we  had  the  greatest  mystery 
about  one  of  those  cakes — the  very  larg- 
est and  most  delicious  of  all.  It  was  on 
the  back  porch  when  we  went  for  the 
cream.  Mary  declares  she  didn't  order  it, 
and  it  wasn't  a  baker's  cake  either.  It 
was  made  by  some  one  who  surely  knows 
how.  And — " 

James  gasped  in  surprise.  "Where  in 
the  world  did  it — " 

"Just  wait,"  continued  his  sister  mys- 
teriously, "when  we  cut  that  cake, 
Mary's  knife  struck  something  in  its 
center,  and  when  we  got  it  out,  what 
do  you  think  it  was?  Well,  it  was — oh, 
wait  a  minute,  please,  'til  I  answer  the 
bell;  some  one's  coming." 

And  while  James  was  waiting  impa- 
tiently for  the  continuation  of  this  story, 
he  heard  Phoebe  greeting  Mary  effusive- 
ly. The  greeting  was  followed  by  some 
excited  undertoned  conversation,  some 
(Continued  on  page  15) 
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Your  Corner  and  Mine 

1.  Jesus  bids  us  shine  with  a  clear,  pure 

light, 
Like  a  little  candle  burning  in  the  night; 
In    the   world   is    darkness,      so    we    must 

shine — 
You  in  your  small  corner,  and  I  in  mine. 

2.  Jesus   bids   us   shine,   first  of   all      for 

Him; 
Well  He  sees  and  knows  it  if  our  light  is 

dim; 
He  looks  down  from   Heaven   to  see  us 

shine — 
You  in  your  small  corner,  and  I  in  mine. 

3.-   Jesus   bids    us   shine,      then,      for      all 

around, 
Many    kinds    of    darkness    in    this    world 

abound: 
Sin,   and  want,  and  sorrow;   so  we  must 

shine — 
You  in  your  small  corner,  and  I  in  mine. 

{Found  in  many  of  the  old  song  books) 

LESSON   PROGRAMS 
Consider  the  Lilies 

Matt.  6:28-33 

1.  Bring  a  rose,  or  lily,  or  some  other 
flower  to  this  meeting.  Let  it  be  as 
bright  and  pretty  as  possible.  Perhaps  a 
plant  in  bloom  would  be  better  than  a 
single  blossom,  as  showing  how  flowers 
grow. 

2.  Ask  the  children  to  watch  carefully 
as  you  examine  it.  Show  them  how  won- 
derfully it  is  made;  how  perfect  and 
beautiful  in  every  part;  not  one  little 
thing  forgotten. 

3.  Ask,  (a)  who  made  it?  (b)  whether 
or  not  God  cares  for  the  flowers  He 
makes?  (c)  what  God  has  made  that  is 
worth  more  than  flowers?  (d)  what,  of 
all  the  things  God  has  made,  He  cares 
most   for? 

4.  Teach  that  the  flowers  should  lead 
us  to  trust  God.  If  He  thinks  of  them, 
how  sure  we  should  feel  that  He  will 
never  forget  us,  in  whom  He  has  put  a 
spirit  that  can  praise  Him,  and  that  can 
never  die. 

Loaves  and  Fishes 

John   6:5-14 

1.  It  was  a  small  offering. 

2.  It  was  brought  by  a  little  lad. 

3.  He  was  not  ashamed  to  offer  it. 

4.  It  was  all  he  had. 

5.  He  did  not  wait  until  he  had  more; 
thousands  might  have  starved  if  he  had. 

6.  What  he  had  was  put  to  the  best 
use. 


7.  Without  Christ's  blessing  it  was 
scarcely  enough  for  one;  with  Christ's 
blessing   enough    to   feed   five    thousand. 

8.  Jesus  might  have  worked  the  mira- 
cle without  the  lad's  help,  but  it  was 
not  His  way. 

Question — Did  the  lad  himself  fail  to 
receive  all  he  needed? 

Christ  waiteth  for  our  barley  loaves. 

Memory  Work 

l 

Matthew,    Mark,    and    Luke,      and   John, 

tells  us  of  God's  only  Son; 
Acts    by   Luke    was    written,      Paul    then 

wrote  the  Romans; 
Then   he   wrote    a    lot   of   letters,   to  Co- 
rinthians wrote  he  twice, 
Galatians,    Ephesians,    Phillippians    are    so 

nice. 

Chorus: 
Come  on,  folks,  and  learn  about  the  Bible, 

God's  holy  Word. 
Will  help  you  when  in  trouble,  His  home 

above  and  God's  great  love 
Are  given  to  us  free, 
Oh  love  Him  and  serve  Him  today. 

2 
Then  a  letter  to  Colossians,  Thessalonians, 

one   and   two; 
First    and    Second    Timothy,      Titus    and 

Philemon, 
Hebrews,    James      and    two    from    Peter, 

three  from  John  and  one  from  Jude. 
And  Re-and-  ve-1-a-t-i-o-n. 

We  have  published  this  before  but  we 
publish  again  as  a  memory  gem.  You 
may  not  be  able  to  sing  this  but  it  can 
be  used  as  a  poem. 

Third  Beatitude 

"BLESSED    ARE    THE    MEEK;    FOR 

THEY   SHALL  INHERIT  THE 

EARTH" 

I.  The  Fact. 

"Blessed    are    the    meek." 

1.  What  is  meekness? 

"Soft    answers    to   rough   words." 

2.  Illustration.      The      meekest      man. 
Num.    12:3. 

How  did  he  suffer  for  losing  his 
meekness  just  once?  Num.  20:1-12. 
Who  is  our  pattern?  He  "who  when 
He  was  reviled,  reviled  not  again, 
when  He  suffered,  threatened  not." 

3.  How   may  we   become     meek?      By 
learning  of  Christ.  Matt.   11:29. 

If  Christ,  the  Son  of  the  Highest, 
could  be  meek  and  lowly,  how 
much  more  should  we,  who  are 
called   "worms  of   the  dust." 

II.  What  Does  He  Promise? 
"They  shall  inherit  the  earth." 


In  one  sense  they  inherit  the  earth — 
joy  of  health,  beauty  of  flowers,  etc. — 
already,  but  when  Christ  comes  as  King, 
His  people  also  will  be  kings  and  priests 
and  will  reign  on  the  earth.  Rev.   5:10. 

Childrens'  Bible  Lesson 

Topic:  "CLEAN  BODIES" 
Scripture   lesson:    "Know   ye   not    that 
your   body  is   a    temple     of      the     Holy 
Spirit?" — 1    Cor.   6:19. 

When  God  made  our  bodies,  He  knew 
that  we  could  not  keep  them  well  unless 
we  kept  them  clean.  So  God  made  us  like 
to  feei  the  cool  water  about  our  toes  and 
our  knees.  He  wants  us  to  use  water  on 
our  bodies,  and  use  it  often,  in  order  to 
keep  us  clean  and  keep  us  well.  People 
know  this  now  pretty  well.  So  people  are 
glad  that  there  is  water  in  the  sea,  and 
water  in  the  river,  and  water  in  the  brook 
so  we  can  have  water  to  drink,  that  is,  to 
wash  ourselves  with  inside;  and  water  to 
bathe  in — that  is,  to  wash  ourselves  with 
outside.  And  so  people  have  waterworks 
and  hydrants  and  pipes  that  bring  the 
water  from  the  lake  and  the  river  and 
the  mountains,  down  to  our  houses;  and 
so  people  have  washbasins  and  wash- 
bowls and   bathtubs,   too. 

One  of  the  kings  of  Israel  was  named 
Hezekiah.  Here  is  an  interesting  Bible 
verse  about  Hezekiah:  "The  rest  of  the 
acts  of  Hezekiah,  and  all  his  might,  and 
how  he  made  the  pool  (for  drinking  and 
washing  water),  and  the  conduit  (that 
is,  the  water  pipes),  and  brought  water 
into  the  city  (waterworks),  are  they  not 
written  in  the  book  of  the  chronicles  of 
the  kings  of  Judah?"  The  book  of  these 
chronicles  we  cannot  find  nowadays,  or 
we  should  read  more  about  Hezekiah's 
waterworks;  but  at  any  rate  we  know 
that  Hezekiah  brought  water  from  the 
mountains  into  the  city  through  pipes,  so 
the  people  could  wash  and  be  clean  and 
be   well. 

Questions  that   we  all  ought  to  ask  our- 
selves every  morning 
1.   Are    my    hands,    face,    neck,    and   ears 
clean   to-day? 

2.  Are  my  finger  nails  clean  and  neat- 
ly filed  to-day? 

3.  Are  my  shoes  clean  and  neatly  laced 
to-day? 

4.  Did  I  brush  my  teeth  before  going 
to  bed  last  night,  and  before  coming  to 
school   this  morning? 

5.  Have  I  a  clean  handkerchief  to-day? 

6.  Do  1  look  neat  to-day?  (Hair 
combed,  necktie  in  order,  ribbons, 
dresses,  etc.,  neat  and  clean.) 

MY  BODY   IS  THE  TEMPLE  OF  MY 
SOUL 
I  will  keep  my  body  clean,  within  and 
without. 

I  will  breathe  the  pure  air,  and  I  will 
live  in  the  sunlight. 

(Continued    on   page    15) 
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CHILD    TRAINING 

BY  THE  EDITOR 
(Continued  from  last  issue) 
Dear  Fathers  and  Mothers: 

We  have  been  thinking  much  since 
last  month  about  what  we  should  write. 
Isn't  it  wonderful  how  God  walks  and 
talks  with  us?  I  love  that  good  old  song: 

"And  He  walks  with  me, 

And  He  talks  with  me, 

And  He  tells  me  I  am  His  own." 

If  it  were  not  for  the  privilege  of  hav- 
ing Jesus  walk  and  talk  with  us,  it  would 
seem  sometimes  that  our  case  is  hopeless 
because  of  the  busy  rush  of  things  in  our 
lives.  Especially  the  fathers  and  mothers 
who  are  rearing  their  little  families — so 
little  time  to  be  alone  with  God.  But  the 
beautiful  thought  to  me  is  that  it  is  pos- 
sible to  be  alone  in  a  great  crowd.  Did 
you  ever  try  it?  Out  on  the  streets,  in 
the  department  stores  among  the  throng, 
many  times  I  have  been  alone  with  God. 
It  is  this  kind  of  praying  many  of  us 
find  necessary.  If  there  are  any  people 
who  need  to  pray,  it  is  the  fathers  and 
mothers  in  these  perilous  times. 

As  we  meditated  on  our  message  for 
you  this  month  we  wondered  whether  we 
should  leave  our  children  at  the  age  we 
discussed  last  issue  and  go  on  into  the 
adolescent  age,  but  we  decided  we  would 
stay  with  them  back  in  that  plastic,  plia- 
ble age  for  awhile  yet,  as  this  is  un- 
doubtedly the  most  important  time  of 
their  lives. 

Here  is  something  especially  that  we 
want  to  emphasize.  That  is,  to  arrange 
a  family  evening  at  home  at  least  once 
each  week,  sometime  when  it  is  conven- 
ient for  all,  and  it  may  be  you'll  just  have 
to  make  it  convenient,  for  if  anything  is 
so  important  as  this,  old  Satan  will  surely 
make  a  lot  of  things  loom  up  before  you. 
There  will  be  meetings  here  and  there  to 
attend,  you're  sure  to  be  too  tired  if  you 
will  listen  to  his  voice.  But  it  will  pay 
you,  out  in  the  future,  to  say,  "Get  be- 
hind me,  Satan,"  and  study  and  plan  for 
these  little  darlings. 

Now  this  is  what  I  want  to  suggest. 
Announce  to  your  children  that  a  cer- 
tain evening  you  will  give  entirely  to 
them.  Then  make  your  plans  to  be  with 
them.  Start  the  evening  with  a  good 
romp.  Perhaps  some  games  you  may  think 
of  or  I  may  suggest.  After  an  hour  of 
real  play  with  them,  then  read  them  an 
interesting  bedtime  story  with  a  good 
moral,  read  a  chapter  in  the  Bible  and 
teach  each  child  to  lead  in  prayer.  This 
will    be    the    greatest    memory    of      their 


lives.  Oh,  how  my  heart  has  been  pained 
when  I  think  of  the  little  darlings  that 
are  whipped  and  sent  to  bed  without  a 
prayer.  I  shall  never  forget  one  time  I 
was  rooming  at  a  certain  place  and  was 
left  one  evening  in  care  of  a  little  boy, 
a  fine  little  fellow.  I  had  seen  his  daddy 
send  him  to  bed  with  harsh  words  sev- 
eral times  and  one  time  I  saw  him  kick 
him  as  he  went  up  the  stairs.  This  night 
when  I  was  all  alone  I  went  with  him  to 


It  would  be  easier  to  give  some  time 
now  to  your  child  than  to  spend  time 
later  on  visiting  in  a  place  like  this, 
looking  through  iron  bars  and  regretting 
your  neglect  in  earlier  years.  Sin  and 
crime  are  no  raspeetor  of  persons. 


his  room  and  tucked  him  in  bed.  Then  1 
knelt  by  his  bedside  and  we  prayed  to- 
gether. Bless  his  little  heart.  I  said, 
"Don't  your  mother  tuck  you  in  bed?" 
and  he  said,  "No."  God  pity  a  home  like 
that.  But  there  are  thousands  of  them 
now-a-days.  This  home  was  a  professed 
Christian  home.  Father  and  mother  were 
both  members  of  the  church. 

This   little    poem    comes      to   me      just 
now: 
If  we  knew    the    baby    fingers     pressed 

against  the  window  pane, 
Would   be  cold    and    stiff    tomorrow — 

never  trouble  us  again. 
Would  the  bright  eyes    of    our    darling 

catch  the  frown  upon  our  brow; 
Would  tlx  prints  of  rosy  fingers  vex    us 


then  as  they  do  now? 
Ah!   those    little    ice-cold    fingers,    how 

they  point  our  memories  back 
To   the  hasty  words  and  actions  strewn 

along  our  backward  track; 
How  those  little  hands  remind  us,  as  in 

snowy  grace  they  lie. 
Not  to  scatter  thorns  but  roses,  for  our 

reaping  by  and  by. 
The  thought  that  our  little  ones  might 
be  taken  from  us  perhaps  would  cause 
us  to  go  too  far  to  the  other  extreme, 
and  make  us  too  lenient  with  them, 
which  is  just  as  bad  as  the  other  extreme 
and  should  also  cause  us  remorse  of  con- 
science. The  child  who  is  allowed  to  go 
its  own  way  will  usually  go  the  wrong 
way.  They  must  be  guided  in  love  and 
with  a  firm  hand  to  the  right  path.  It 
would  be  much  more  deplorable  to  see 
them  go  the  way  of  the  world  and  land 
behind  prison  bars  than  to  fold  their  lit- 
tle hands  now  across  their  breast  and  say 
good-bye. 

We  feel  like  saying  over  and  over, 
God  bless  the  young  mothers  and  fathers 
of  today.  Some  of  our  Christian  boys  and 
girls  get  married  now  days  without  a 
thought  of  what  the  future  holds  for 
them.  The  little  ones  begin  to  arrive  and 
come  along  year  after  year  until  the 
house  is  full  and  running  over  with 
babies.  Mother  with  no  strength  and  no 
money  to  take  care  of  them;  half  the 
time  daddy  out  of  a  job;  Johnie,  Mary 
and  all  the  rest  running  the  street  with 
any  and  all  kinds  of  boys  and  girls,  learn- 
ing bad  habits  and  will  soon  be  among 
the  criminals  that  we  are  constantly 
reading  about  in  our  daily  paper.  Much 
of  this  condition  is  because  our  boys  and 
girls  are  not  taught  the  serious  side  of 
life.  And  right  here  we  are  branching 
out  into  the  adolescent  period.  We  will 
leave  this  for  another  time. 

It  is  this  class  of  mothers  and  fathers 
we  would  like  to  help  especially,  to  show 
them  a  way  to  keep  their  little  brood  at 
home  under  their  own  supervision.  First, 
children,  you  should  think  and  plan  for 
the  future  before  you  take  the  all-impor- 
tant step.  To  see  boys  and  girls  get  mar- 
ried and  start  a  home  with  no  money  or 
perhaps  no  job  in  sight  is  not  doing  jus- 
tice to  your  offspring  and  no  couple 
should  ever  get  married  with  any  other 
thought  in  mind,  than  that  of  rearing  a 
family. 

Now  we  want  to  go  back  to  the 
suggestion  in  the  first  part  of  this  ar- 
ticle. We  are  talking  now  to  fathers  and 
mothers  of  all  classes,  rich  and  poor,  high 
and  low.  This  suggestion  will  hold  good. 
Have  an  evening  at  home  with  the 
children  at  least  once  a  week.  Make  it 
the  brightest  spot  in  their  lives.  But  you 
say,  What  shall  we  do  to  interest  them? 
Now  this  is  the  way  we  are  going  to  try 
(Continued  on  page  14) 
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When  the  Sun  Breaks  Through 


Are  you  weary  and  worn,  my  brother? 

Are  the  clouds  hanging  dark  over  you? 
Just  pray   and  keep  on   believing, 

You'll  smile  when  the  sun  breaks 
through. 

Are    you    burdened    down    with    a   heart- 
ache 
Because   your    best    friend   proved    un- 
true? 
Just   keep  on   trusting   the  Savior, 

There'll  be  joy  when  the  sun  breaks 
through. 

Are   you   carrying  a      cross      that      seems 
heavy? 
Are    you    lonely    and      downhearted, 
too? 
Just  keep  on  claiming  God's  promise, 
You'll  shout  when     the     sun     breaks 
through. 

Do  you  feel  that  your  life  is  a  failure? 

Just  remember  that  Jesus  loves  you; 
Hang  on  and  pray  on,  my  brother, 

And  sing  till  the  sun  breaks  through. 

— Selected. 

Words  of  Comfort 

A.  W.  Luse 

In  this  world  of  trouble  and  discour- 
agement we  all  need  words  of  comfort 
sometimes.  Thousands  of  unfortunate 
people  have  taken  the  gloomy  route  of 
suicide  to  get  out  of  this  world  because 
no  one  prayed  for  them  and  spoke  words 
of  comiori  to  them.  Some  discouraged 
souls  have  given  up  salvation  and  no 
longer  walk  the  Heavenly  Pathway,  all 
because  some  kind-hearted  brother  or  sis- 
ter failed  to  do  their  duty  by  speaking 
words  of  cheer  and  comfort   to  them. 

Rouse  yc  up,  O  Christian  soldier,  and 
cheer  your  faint-hearted  comrade  in  the 
warfare  of  King  Immanuel!  "Help  Some- 
body To-day,"  as  the  song  enjoins.  Drive 
away  sorrow  from  the  heavy-hearted  by 
a  few  words  of  comfort.  You  can  lift  a 
heavy  load  from  the  heart  of  a  brother 
or  sister  passing  through  a  valley  of  de- 
pressing trial,  by  a  few  words  of  real 
godly  cheer.  The  question  is,  Will  you  do 
it?  If  you  do  so,  you  will  be  laying  up 
treasure  in  heaven. 

Present  circumstances  that  press  so 
heavily  against  you  may  be  a  tool  in 
God's  hands  to  mold,  modify,  and  purify 
you  in  a  spiritual  way  and  to  fit  you  for 
a  work  of  importance  lying  ahead  of 
you,  and  also  to  enable  you  to  more  fully 
sympathize    with    some    other    poor    suf- 


ferer in  like  distress  as  you  are.  See  Rom. 
8:2  8  and  just  believe  it;  yea,  rest  upon  it, 
for  it   is  true. 

You  may  not  like  your  present 
circumstances  but  be  comforted  with  the 
thought  that  "all  things  work  together 
for  good  to  them  that  love  God."  Praise 
the  Lord  Jesus! 

Please  remember  too  that  God's  way  is 
best  even  if  it  does  lead  through  rivers 
of  grief,  great  losses,  cruel  disappoint- 
ments,   and    shocking    calamities.    In    the 


THE  NEEDED  STRENGTH 

Y.  P.  E.  MOTTO:  "I  can  do  all  things 
through  Christ  who  strengthened  me." — 
Phil.  4:13. 

Ar.  I  wandered  oVr  a  mountain-side 
Where    rocks    lay    all    around, 

W.thin    a    tiny    crevice   there, 
A    little    tree,    I    found. 

Though   crushed   between   two   cold, 
gray    rocks. 

The    sapling    still    did    try 
To   grow    into   a    tree,    and    reached 

Ity    branches    toward    the    sky. 

"You  may  as  well  give  up,"   I  said, 
"You  cannot  grow   in   there: 

Against  such   odds,   you   try    in   vain 

To  you,  life   was  not  fair." 

The  years  rolled  by,  and  once  again, 
I    wandered    through    that    land; 

And  in   that  crevice,   I   beheld 
A    tree,    both    tall   and   grand; 

And    as    I    closer    drew,    I    saw 

That  the  rocks  \vere  pushed  aside. 

And  that  crevice,  once  so  very  small. 
Was  many  inches  wide. 

"I  might  have  known,"  I  whispered 
then, 

"That  God  who   made   the   seed, 
Would  put  within   its  tiny  form. 

The   strength    for   every   need." 

"A  lesson,  you  to  mortals  teach." 

I   said   unto   the   tree, 
"For  God  will  give  to  each,  the  strength 

To  be  what  he  should  be: 

"But,  when  to  us  great  troubles  come. 
We   then  sit  down   and  sigh; 

And   so   fall   short   of   what  "we'd   be, 
If  we  would  only  try. 


"We'd  win,  if  we'd  rem 

For  it  is  very  true 

'Through    Jesus   Christ, 
me, 
All   things,   I   e'er  can  do.' 
— Katie  L.    Brackett  in   Youths  Leader 


ember  this, 
who    strengthens 


long  run  some  good  may  grow  out  of 
all  life's  unpleasant  trials.  Praising  God 
for  our  trials  will  help  us  to  bear  them. 
Amen. 

And  don't  complain  because  of  ob- 
struction, for  obstruction  may  actually 
count  for  progress.  You  may  be  held 
back  for  a  purpose,  a  wise  purpose.  You 
may  have  your  hopes  and  plans  blasted 
and  torn  to  pieces,  that  God  may  give 
you  something  better  than  what  you  had 
hoped  for.  So  be  it. 

You  may  be  kept  back  physically  or 
financially   that   you  may  be  helped   and 


advanced  spiritually.  Despise  not  your 
trials  for  they  have  a  purifying  effect 
upon  you.  Suffering  has  a  purifying  ef- 
fect upon  a  person.  Today  God  sits  as 
a  Great  Refiner;  and  after  He  has  re^ 
fined  you,  you  will  come  forth  as  gold, 
more  valuable,  and  more  useful.  The  re- 
fining fire  of  trials  is  necessary  to  our 
purification.  Some  good  may  come  to  us 
too  even  from  our  dark,  discouraging 
periods.  It  is  claimed  that  a  certain 
amount  of  darkness  is  necessary  for  the 
proper  growth  of  vegetation.  The  old 
saying  has  it  that  "the  darkest  hour  is 
just  before  dawn,"  and  there  is  some 
truth  in  it. 

To  you,  O  melancholy  one,  I  say, 
Cheer  up;  for  there  are  better  times  ahead 
for  you  if  you  just  remain  willing  and 
obedient  to  your  heavenly  Father!  An- 
other comforting  thought  is:  This  world 
of  woe,  trouble,  and  distress  shall  not 
forever  last.  We  are  promised  new  heav- 
ens and  a  new  earth.  Praise  the  Lord! 

Come  Out  of  That  Cave! 

Praise  the  Lord,  friends,  for  another 
day  to  live,  a  day  of  responsibility! 

In  this  beautiful  history  record  of  that 
wonderful  character,  Elijah,  we  find  so 
many,  many  inspirations!  I  am  glad  that 
God's  Book  states  things  as  they  are.  If 
we  were  writing  this  man's  biography, 
we  would  not  touch  his  weak  points;  we 
would  point  out  the  high,  strong  char- 
acteristics. Not  so  with  God!  God  meas- 
ures men,  and  He  shows  just  what  they 
are!  Here  is  one  of  God's  most  rugged 
prophets,  a  man  to  whom  God  had  spok- 
en; a  man  who  obeyed  God;  a  man  who 
wrought  such  marvelous  miracles  in  the 
name  of  God;  a  man  whose  prayers  were 
heard  and  answered;  a  man  who  had 
power  over  the  heavens  and  over  the 
earth! 

Here  is  this  man  in  a  cave!  This  man 
in  a  cave!!  How  strange!  He  is  the  last 
man  one  would  expect  to  find  hiding  in 
a  cave!  The  Word  says,  "He  came  thither 
unto  a  cave,  and  lodged  there;  and,  be- 
hold, the  word  of  the  Lord  came  to  him 
and  he  said  unto  him,  What  doest  thou 
here,  Elijah?"  God  knew  him  by  name 
and  God  knew  where  he  was.  God  under- 
stands and  can  read  your  heart  and  my 
heart;  God  knows  all  about  us! 

Here  was  a  discouraged  man!  It  was 
not  that  Elijah  failed  to  live  for  God! 
It  was  not  that  he  thought  God  had  for- 
saken him.  No,  that  was  not  it!  He  was 
discouraged  because  he  thought  there  was 
no  one  who  cared  for  his  message  and 
his  God!  The  people  whom  he  loved  had 
gone  into  idolatry,  broken  down  the  al- 
tar of  the  most  High  and  sought  after 
Baal.  He  thought  he  was  the  only  one 
left,  worshiping  the  true  God.  God  said, 
"There  are  others!"  Elijah,  you  can't  see, 
( Continued    on    page    15) 
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THE  DISCOVERY  OF 
GOD'S  PLAN 

From   "Choice  of  a  Career."      (Used  by 

permission.) 
CHARACTER,    THE    FOUNDATION 

The  will  of  God  is  boundless  and 
would  seem  to  be  unfathomable.  Never- 
theless, He  not  only  has  endowed  us  with 
wills,  but  He  has  invited  us  to  think 
His  thoughts  after  Him  and  to  reason 
with  Him,  assuring  us  that  we  may 
know  His  will.  But  how  may  we  know 
His  will?  First  of  all  we  may  be  sure  that 
His  plan  presupposes  positive  Christian 
character.  The  life  God  has  planned  for 
us  cannot  be  built  on  a  weak,  negative 
foundation.  "We  must  be  willing  to  say: 
"Search  me,  O  God,  and  know  my 
heart;  try  me,  and  know  my  thoughts; 
and  see  if  there  be  any  wicked  way  in 
me."  Nor  will  it  be  sufficient  simply  to 
expel  the  evil.  The  heart  must  not  only 
be  swept  and  garnished;  it  must  be  so 
filled  with  the  good  that  there  is  no  room 
for  evil  to  return.  Removing  the  weeds 
of  vice  is  only  a  part  of  the  process — 
the  flowers  of  positive  virtue  must  be 
planted  and  nurtured  there.  God's  plan 
for  our  lives  must  have  the  sure  founda- 
tion of  a  positive,  strong,  winsome, 
Christian  character  on  which  to  build. 

We  may  consider  only  those  vocations 
which  are  in  harmony  with  the  charac- 
ter of  God  and  His  purpose  for  the 
whole  universe.  God  never  plans  for  any 
man  to  engage  in  any  occupation  which 
dishonors  Him.  We  know  that  God  is 
righteous,  just,  true,  merciful,  benefi- 
cent, and,  above  all,  a  God  of  love. 
Whatever  He  plans  for  us  will  surely 
help  to  extend  His  kingdom  of  righteous- 
ness, justice,  and  love.  Any  occupation 
which  does  not  help  to  make  this  world 
a  better  and  happier  place  in  which  to 
live  must  be  without  the  pale  of  His 
plan  for  us.  This  leads  us  to  the  need 
of  studying  God's  Word  to  know  what 
His  purposes  are  and  by  constant  com- 
munion and  prayer  to  become  aware  of 
the  character  of  God. 

LIMITS  WITHIN  HIS  WILL  IS 
FOUND 

We  need  not  look  for  God's  outside 
the  limits  of  a  life  of  service.  God 
never  planned  any  life  to  be  useless,  al- 
ways to  be  getting,  never  giving.  Nature 
itself  abhors  uselessness.  When  any  species 
ceases  to  use  an  organ,  that  organ  tends 
to  disappear.  How  much  of  Jesus'  con- 
demnation was  for  those  who  did  it  not? 


No  outstanding  evil  is  reported  of  the 
pious  travelers  who  passed  by  on  the 
other  side  leaving  a  wounded  man  on  the 
Jericho  road.  Dives  did  no  positive 
wrong  to  Lazarus  lying  at  his  gate.  The 
man  who  hid  the  talent  in  the  napkin 
did  not  steal  it  or  lessen  its  value.  The 
sin  in  each  case  was  that  they  did  noth- 
ing. In  the  parable  of  the  judgment  no 
sin  of  commission  is  charged  to  those 
who  are  sent  to  outer  darkness.  The  sin 
is  that  those  in  prison  were  not  visited, 
the  hungry  not  fed,  the  naked  not 
clothed.  According  to  Jesus,  useless  chaff 
must  be  consumed,  weeds  burned,  salt 
that  has  lost  its  savor  trodden  under 
foot,  and  the  fig  tree  that  bears  no  fruit 
cut  down  that  it  cumber  not  the  ground. 
The  surest  way  to  miss  the  God-planned 
life  is  to  do  nothing.  His  will  is  never 
found  outside  the  limits  of  a  positive  and 
active  service. 

The  man  who  counts  for  most  in  the 
business  world  or  on  the  mission  field 
is  not  the  star  player,  but  rather  the  man 
who  can  do  teamwork. 

In  the  Middle  Ages  a  St.  Simeon  Styl- 
ites  could  think  he  was  pleasing  God 
when  he  crucified  his  body  and  built  him 
a  tower  that  he  might  live  sinless  above 
the  world.  But  Jesus  prayed  "not  that 
thou  shouldest  take  them  out  of  the 
world,  but  that  thou  shouldest  keep 
them  from  the  evil."  A  God-planned  life 
is  always  lived  down  where  folks  are. 
Nor  does  this  necessarily  conflict  with 
the  achievement  of  the  highest  personal 
development.  It  but  gives  a  deeper 
motive  and  a  new  impulse  to  the  achieve- 
ment of  personality.  It  leads  us  to  "make 
the  most  of  our  best  for  the  sake  of 
others."  It  makes  us  see  our  transfigura- 
tion and  Pentecostal  experiences  as  pre- 
paration for  healing  demoniac  boys  and 
for  making  the  blind  to  see  and  the  lame 
to  walk.  Some  one  has  said,  "Self-sacrifice 
is  not  therefore  a  bitter  amputation  of 
our  personalities.  It  is  an  enlargement 
of  our  personalities  to  comprehend  thi 
interests  of  others  ....  Self-sacrifice 
and  self-realization  flow  together."  A 
river  that  "gets  to  keep"  becomes  a 
swamp.  It  is  only  those  who  "get  to 
give"  that  achieve  the  highest  personali- 
ty, and  only  in  our  highest  achievement 
and  largest  service  do  we  find  the  will  of 
God. 

THE  YIELDED  LIFE 

Realizing  that  God  has  a  plan  for  me 
which  it  will  be  the  glory  of  my  life  to 
achieve,   and   knowing  something  of   the 


limits  within  which  all  God-planned 
lives  are  found,  how  may  I  find  His 
particular  plan  for  me? 

The  first  essential  to  finding  God's 
plan  is  willingness  to  be  guided.  We 
must  abandon  the  idea  of  making  any 
plan  of  our  own  and  commit  ourselves 
to  whatever  plan  God  has  without  wait- 
ing to  know  what  it  may  be  or  where 
it  may  lead.  We  must  put  ourselves  in 
His  hands  without  reservation.  It  is  not 
necessary  to  decide  at  once  whether  we 
shall  be  preachers,  lawyers,  nurses,  or 
teachers.  Let  us  first  decide  that  we  shall 
seek  God's  plan  and  follow  it  wherever  it 
leads  or  whatever  be  the  cost.  Let  uj  put 
our  trust  in  Him  for  whatever  the  fu- 
ture holds. 

This  commitment  to  God's  plan  can- 
not be  a  provisional  matter.  One  who 
says,  "I  am  willing  to  go  to  China,  but 
not  to  Africa;  I  am  willing  to  be  a 
teacher,  but  not  an  evangelist,"  will 
never  find  the  will  of  God.  God  does  not 
hand  out  plans  on  approval — but  all  His 
plans  are  guaranteed.  Neither  must  we 
expect  God  to  show  us  all  the  plan  at 
once.  It  is  true  that  "God  will  give  ev- 
ery girl  a  piece  of  ready-stamped  em- 
broidery by  which  to  work  her  life  and 
to  every  young  man  a  blue  print  by 
which  to  build  his  life,"  but  He  does  not 
promise  to  show  the  whole  pattern  at 
once.  We  must  follow  step  by  step  as  His 
will  is  revealed,  knowing  that 
"It  is  better  to  walk  in  the  dark  with 
God 

Than  to  walk  alone  in  the  light; 
It  is   better  to  walk  with   Him  by   faith 

Than  to  walk  alone  by  sight." 

"We  must  so  believe  that  God  has  a 
wise  and  good  purpose  for  every  child 
of  His  that  we  deliberately  put  ourselves 
at  His  disposal."  That  does  not  mean  that 
we  are  to  be  content  with  passive  wil- 
lingness. It  does  not  mean  resignation, 
but  active  co-operation.  We  are  not 
servants,  but  friends  and  coworkers.  It 
is  not  enough  to  yield  our  wills.  We  must 
yield  them  in  an  enthusiastic  endeavor  to 
lose  them  in  the  will  of  God. 

ACTIVELY   SEEK  TO  KNOW  HIS 
WILL 

When  we  actively  seek  the  will  of 
God,  we  discover  many  ways  by  which 
we  may  learn  what  He  would  have  us 
do.  One  way  is  daily  Bible  study,  prayer, 
and  meditation.  The  daily  devotion,  quiet 
and  unhurried,  enables  one  to  see  God's 
plan  as  it  was  worked  out  in  the  great 
characters  of  the  Bible,  particularly  in 
the  life  of  Jesus.  It  gives  us  time  to 
think  on  the  character  of  God  and  to 
consider  His  great  purpose  for  all  life.  It 
gives  us  opportunity  definitely  to  seek 
the  guidance  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  It  was 
a  pagan  philosopher  who  said:  "Know 
thyself."  It  was  the  Psalmist  who  said: 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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The  Power  of  Definite 
Testimony 

It  is  the  clear  and  definite  testimonies 
to  the  sanctifying  power  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  that  God  uses  to  bring  others  to 
the  knowledge  of  this  great  salvation. 
Here  is  the  testimony  of  one  who  was 
brought  into  this  state  of  full  salvation 
through  reading  a  good  book.  As  she  read 
she  exclaimed,  "This  is  not  for  me;  I 
don't  like  these  ultraisms;  I  don't  be- 
lieve in  perfection;  and  for  this  second 
experience — this  sanctification — I  don't 
believe  there  is  such  a  thing.  But  as  I 
read  on,  I  began  to  be  doubtful  whether 
my  former  views  were  not  mere  preju- 
dice. The  book  troubled  me;  it  met  sat- 
isfactorily every  objection  I  could  raise; 
and  though  I  seemed  to  have  many 
doubts  there  was  at  length  a  prevailing 
conviction  that  the  experience  of  which 
it  speaks  is  possible  to  one  who  will  seek 
it.  Then  came  the  longing  that  I  might 
find  it.  There  was  a  perfect  fascination 
in  the  book — I  could  not  lay  it  down, 
neither  could  I  see  what  it  was.  If  I  could 
only  talk  with  some  one  who  had  felt  it, 
but  I  could  not.  I  was  surrounded  with 
people  of  the  world  who  I  knew  would 
not  understand  me.  I  took  the  book  to 
God  and  begged  Him  to  direct  me,  to 
show  me  what  the  blessing  was  and  to 
bestow  it  upon  me.  Slowly  it  came  upon 
me  as  I  read  on;  and  as  I  read  the  old 
familiar  words,  'I  am  the  Vine,  ye  are 
the  branches';  'as  the  branch  cannot  bear 
fruit  of  itself,  except  it  abide  in  the 
vine;  no  more  can  ye,  except  ye  abide  in 
me',  then  it  rushed  over  me  like  a  flood, 
and  joy  unutterable  filled  my  soul.  I  saw 
it  was  the  entire  consecration  of  self; 
leaving  myself  in  God's  hand,  willing  to 
be  led  by  Him,  drawing  constantly  from 
Him  needed  strength  as  the  branch  con- 
stantly draws  nourishment  from  the 
vine.  The  change  is  as  perfect  and  real 
to  me  as  was  my  first  experience  eigh- 
teen years  ago. 

"The  Bible  is  to  me  a  new  Book;  old 
truths  come  upon  me  with  unwonted 
freshness.  The  promises  are  so  real,  I  feel 
they  are  mine.  The  Epistles  are  so  de- 
lightful, they  seem  to  speak  directly  to 
me  and  for  me.  The  world  never  ap- 
peared half  so  beautiful;  the  flowers,  al- 
ways lovely,  are  doubly  so,  because  I 
trace  in  them  my  Father's  hand.  My 
heart  is  so  filled  with  love  to  my  precious 


Saviour  that  I  no  longer  feel  that  void, 
that  homesick  longing  for  what  I  have 
lost.  God  comes  to  me  and  says,  'My 
child,  lean  on  Me.'  I  am  never  alone.  No 
hours  in  the  day  are  so  sweet  to  me  as 
those  from  nine  to  eleven,  when,  without 
interruption,  I  can  have  such  sweet  com- 
munion with  God;  then  I  go  to  Him 
with  all  my  cares,  and  seek  strength  and 
wisdom.  God  is  to  me,  All  in  all,  such  a 
living  God,  so  full  of  love,  so  strong  to 
help.  Here  I  find  a  perfect  contrast  be- 
tween the  present  and  the  old,  weary 
time  when  I  was  trying  to  bear  my  bur- 
dens myself.  The  7th  and  8th  chapters 
of  Romans  explain  the  difference  per- 
fectly. I  never  thought  to  find  in  this 
world  happiness  like  this.  Jesus  is  ever  at 
my  side,  and  when  a  cross  lies  in  my 
way,  I  seem  to  hear  His  kind  voice  say- 
ing to  me,  "Take  it  up,  my  child;  1  will 
help  you  bear  it."  Attendance  upon  the 
church  services  seems  like  spending  a  day 
in  my  Father's  house,  and  being  loaded 
with  presents,  and  then  my  Father  always 
comes  home  with  me,  because  He  loves 
me  so. 

Reading    a  Stepping-stone 

Reading  should  be  the  stepping-stone 
to  further  thinking  and  better  living.  If 
what  we  read  does  not  stimulate  our 
thinking  along  profitable  lines,  then  we 
have  read  in  vain.  "The  Sunday  papers," 
says  a  Russian  writer,  "contain  enough 
words  and  ideas  to  forestall  a  person's 
thinking  for  a  week  ahead."  This  does 
not  mean  that  the  reading  in  the  Sunday 
paper  will  have  no  effect  on  one's  life. 
Quite  the  cor.trary.  We  cannot  expect  to 
pour  into  our  minds  a  lot  of  evil  sug- 
gestions, silliness,  and  cheapness,  and  open 
up  to  others  later  a  well  of  purity  and 
uplift.  When  one  starts  dabbling  in  un- 
desirable literature,  he  soon  finds  him- 
self sunk  so  deeply  that  he  has  no  desire 
to  get  on  firm  ground  again.  A  taste  for 
cheap  literature  soon  leads  to  a  distaste 
for  the  feast  that  the  Bible  contains.  As 
the  thoughts  dwell  on  the  foolishness  of 
the  stories  that  have  been  read,  there  is 
no  room  for  the  problems  of  this  life,  or 
for   those  that  concern  the  life  to  come. 

In  Genesis  6:5  we  read  this  statement 
concerning  the  time  of  Noah:  "God  saw 
that  the  wickedness  of  man  was  great  in 
the  earth,  and  that  every  imagination  of 


the  thoughts  of  his  heart  was  only  evil 
continually."  Christ  told  His  disciples, 
"As  the  days  of  Noe  were,  so  shall  also 
the  coming  of  the  Son  of  man  be." 
Matthew  24:37.  Surely  if  the  magazines 
and  books  are  an  indication  of  what  peo- 
ple are  thinking,  an  application  of  that 
text  can  be  made  to  this  generation.  It  is 
time  to  take  an  inventory  of  what  we 
have  stored  or  are  storing  in  our  minds, 
remembering  Christ's  word:  "Blessed  are 
the  pure  in  heart:  for  they  shall  see  God." 
:;-    :;-    :!■ 

Our  Reading  Circle    Members 

Our  reading  circle  is  growing  slow 
but  sure.  We  believe  that  soon  we  will 
have  a  great  company  of  young  people 
interested  in  reading  The  Lighted  Path- 
way and  many  of  the  good  books  we  may 
suggest  from  time  to  time.  Here  are  the 
names  of  those  who  have  enlisted.  If  any 
name  has  been  overlooked  please  let  us 
know: 

Eunice  Hefner,  Knoxville,  Tenn.;  Em- 
ily W.  Abbott,  Denton,  Md.;  Miss  Car- 
rie Ledbetter,  Steele,  Mo.;  Beulah  Osbon, 
Aiken,  S.  C. ;  Manuel  F.  Campbell,  E. 
Chattanooga,  Tenn.;  Beatrice  Dodson, 
Bonham,  Tex.;  Mary  Ruth  Dixon, 
Greensboro,  N.  C. ;  Harry  Hatcher,  High 
Point,   N.   C. 

Remember,  to  join  this  circle  you  are 
to  promise  to  read  the  Lighted  Pathway 
from  cover  to  cover;  this  makes  you  a 
member.  This  will  create  a  desire  for 
good  literature  and  you  will  want  to 
read  the  good  books  we  suggest  from 
time  to  time. 

Suggested  Books 

The  Christian  Hero  Series  would  be 
fine  in  your  home  or  church  library. 
Here  are  the  books  in  this  set:  "Wm. 
Carey,"  "John  G.  Paton,"  "Adoniram 
Judson,"  "James  Hudson  Taylor,"  "Hen- 
ry Martyn,"  "David  Livingstone,"  "John 
Bunyan,"  "D.  L.  Moody,"  "Martin  Luth- 
er," "Charles  H.  Spurgeon,"  "John  Wes- 
ley," "George  Whitefield."  Nine  dollars 
per  set  or  75c  each.  You  may  pay  $2.00 
down    and    $1.00   per  month  on   this  set. 

It  would  be  fine  if  you  cannot  buy  all 
of  these  at  once  to  buy  them  separately 
until  you  have  them  all.  However,  if  you 
buy  them  all  they  come  in  a  gold  craft 
case  that  is  handy  to  keep  them  in. 

We  also  recommend,  "The  Prince  of 
the  House  of  David,"  3  5  c.  "My  Beloved 
Armenia,"  $1.2  5.  These  two  books  are 
wonderful. 

Order  from  The  Church  of  God  Pub- 
lishing House,  Cleveland,  Tennessee. 
Don't  forget  to  write  us  what  books  you 
are  reading. 

Many  of  you  will  have  access  to  good 
libraries  and  will  not  need  to  buy;  how- 
ever, every  church  should  have  its  own 
library  and  encourage  its  young  people 
to  read. 
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Well  All  Pull  Together 


(Dialogue) 

By  the  Editor 
Characters: 

George  Smith — President  of  Y.  P.  E. 

Luther  Jones — Vice-president. 

Janie  White — Secretary. 

Anna  Parks — Treasurer. 

Sam   Prescott — Chorister. 

Mildred  Green — Pianist. 

Sadie  Moore — Chairman,  Good  Cheer 
Committee. 

Ruby  Wheeler — Chairman,  Friendly 
Committee. 

Martha  Black — Chairman,  Social  Com- 
mittee. 

Pastor — Rev.  J.  N.  Parker. 

Scene  I — In  the  sitting  room  in  Martha 
Black's  home.  Platform  arranged  as  sit- 
ting room. 

Martha  sits  in  rocker  by  table  reading 
when  she  hears  a  knock  on  door.  She 
goes  to  door  and  opens  and  the  others 
enter,  the  pastor,  Rev.,  Parker,  leading 
the  way.  Each  one  is  made  to  feel  wel- 
come by  the  hostess.  (Some  one  should 
take  this  part  who  knows  how  to  do 
this  in  the  right  way.)  When  all  are 
seated  a  few  friendly  remarks  are 
passed. 

Martha — "I'm  surely  glad  to  see  you 
all.  I've  just  been  reading  in  the  little 
booklet  on  'How  to  Organize  and  Con- 
duct a  Y.  P.  E.'  and  I  can  see  we  are 
falling  far  short  in  our  own  Y.  P.  E." 

Pastor — "That  is  just  why  we  are  here. 
We  ran  in  on  you  because  you  were 
nearest  the  church.  We  want  to  talk 
things  over  and  see  just  what  can  be 
done.  First,  let  us  sing  a  good  song  or 
two  and  have  prayer.  God  is  able  to 
help  us  out  of  all  our  difficulties." 

All  sing — "Jesus,  Hold  My  Hand," 
after  which  the  pastor  leads  in  prayer. 

Pastor — "We  have  met  here  to  talk 
over  our  Y.  P.  E.  work  and  see  what 
can  be  done." 

George — "Well,  as  I  am  president,  I 
presume  it  is  up  to  me  to  speak  first.  I, 
for  one,  am  greatly  discouraged.  I  feel 
that  we  had  just  about  as  well  give  up. 
Perhaps  we  should  have  a  report  from 
our  different  officers  and  committees. 
And  I  suppose  I  should  come  first." 

Martha — "As  I  was  just  reading  this 
little  booklet  when  you  came  in,  sup- 
pose we  read  the  duties  of  each  officer 
as  we  proceed  with  our  meeting." 

Pastor — "That's  fine.  This  will  let  us 
see  where  we  are   falling  down." 

(Martha  reads  duties  of  president.) 
"The  duty  of  the  president  is  to  preside 
at  all  business  meetings  and  meet  with 
all  committees  and  keep  the  young  peo- 
ple  stirred   to   activities   along  their  line 


of  work." 

George — "Well,  this  shows  me  up.  We 
haven't  been  doing  much  and  I  guess 
it's  my  fault.  The  fact  is,  I've  been  busy 
with  other  things  and  just  haven't  taken 
the  time  to  think  things  out." 

Pastor — "Yes,  Brother  George,  young 
people  must  be  given  something  to  do. 
And  the  church  needs  so  many  things 
that  there  is  no  reason  why  we  have  not 
found  some  definite  thing  for  them  long 
ago.  We  will  talk  further  about  this 
when  all  our  duties  have  been  read." 

Martha — "The  vice-president  comes 
next.  The  duties  of  the  vice-president 
are  to  assist  the  president  in  any  way  pos- 
sible and  to  always  be  ready  to  take  up 
the  work  of  the  president  in  case  of  his 
absence." 

Luther  Jones — "Well,  I  do  not  remem- 
ber one  time  we  have  gotten  together, 
George,  to  discuss  the  work.  I,  for  one, 
have  nothing  to  report.  I  am  beginning 
to  see  why  our  Y.  P.  E.  is  not  prosper- 
ing." 

(Martha  reads  from  book  the  duties 
of  secretary.)  "The  secretary  is  responsi- 
ble for  the  record  of  each  meeting  and 
for  keeping  the  roll  of  the  class." 

Janie  White — "I  plead  guilty.  There 
has  been  so  little  system  about  our  work 
that  it  is  so  hard  to  keep  track  of  our 
members  that  I  just  gave  up  in  despair 
and  left  my  book  at  home.  Anyway  this 
part  of  the  work  is  to  be  taken  care  of 
in  the  monthly  business  meetings  and  so 
far  we  have  never  had  one." 

(Martha  reads  from  book  the  duties  of 
treasurer.)  "The  duties  of  the  treasurer 
are  to  collect  and  disburse  moneys  for  the 
class." 

Anna  Parks — "Well,  I  haven't  been 
kept  busy  for  we  have  had  nothing  out- 
lined to  do  with  our  money  and  people 
do  not  like  to  give  unless  they  know 
what  they  are  giving  to.  There  is  very 
little  in  the  treasury." 

(Martha  reads  the  duties  of  the  chor- 
ister.) "The  duties  of  the  chorister  is  to 
direct  the  music  and  try  to  develop  the 
musical  talents  in  the  class." 

Sam  Prescott — "Well,  I've  nothing 
outstanding  to  report.  I've  been  there  oc- 
casionally and  led  the  singing,  but  I 
haven't  done  much  to  develop  the  musi- 
cal talent,  because  it  seemed  that  every- 
thing else  has  been  dragging  and  I  just 
lost  interest  in  the  whole  thing.  The  fact 
is,  I  don't  see  much  use  going  on  if 
something  can't  be  done  to  stir  up  in- 
terest." 

(Martha  reads  the  duties  of  the  pian- 
ist.) "The  duty  of  the  pianist  is  to  work 
in  harmony  with  the  chorister  in  every 
way  possible,  and  he  or  she  should  never 


be  late  or  absent  when  it  is  possible  to 
avoid  it.  His  or  her  place  is  very  im- 
portant  to  the  success  of  the  meeting." 

Mildred  Green — "That  sure  strikes  me 
pretty  hard.  I've  been  away  a  number  of 
times.  It  seeems  that  some  one  comes 
along  every  meeting  night  with  an  invi- 
tation for  me  to  go  with  them  some- 
where. Of  course,  I  do  not  go  to  worldly 
things  but  to  other  meetings  here  and 
there,  and  so  I  just  think,  well,  the  meet- 
ings are  so  uninteresting  that  I  don't  feel 
it's  hardly  worth  while  to  go.  I'm  going 
to  resign." 

Martha — "I  believe  this  is  all  the  offi- 
cers, and  now  we  have  some  committee 
chairmen.  First,  the  Good  Cheer  com- 
mittee. I  will  see  what  they  have  to  say." 
She  reads  from  book:  "The  Good  Cheer 
committee  is  a  visiting  committee,  to 
visit  the  sick  and  needy  and  carry  sun- 
shine into  the  homes  where  it  is  needed. 
This  chairman  should  be  one  who  will 
read  the  Word  of  God  and  pray  with 
the  sick.  A  nice  bunch  of  flowers,  a 
basket  of  fruit,  or  glass  of  jelly  taken 
along  would  be  appreciated." 

Sadie  Moore — "I  guess  I'm  in  the  same 
class  with  the  rest  of  you.  I  just  haven't 
done  anything.  Of  course,  there  are 
plenty  of  sick  people  who  need  cheering; 
plenty  of  poor  and  discouraged  young 
people  in  our  neighborhood.  I've  no  ex- 
cuse only  I  just  didn't  feel  like  getting 
out.  I've  so  many  things  to  take  my 
time.  I  plead  guilty.  I'm  sorry  that  I 
didn't  have  somebody  to  stir  me  up." 

George  Smith — "That  is  where  I 
failed." 

Luther  Jones — "Yes,  we  should  have 
used  our  influence  over  those  who  are 
under  our  supervision.  It's  our  fault  I 
guess." 

Martha — "Next  we  will  have  report  of 
Friendly  Committee."  (Reads  duties.) 
"The  Friendly  committee  is  to  keep 
watch  at  all  services  for  strangers,  me.t 
them,  and  make  them  welcome,  take 
their  names  and  addresses  and  visit  them 
in  their  homes  as  soon  as  possible.  Noth- 
ing is  needed  more.  God's  work  cannot 
be  built  up  in  a  cold-hearted  way.  True 
religion  will  shine  out  and  we  can't  help 
being  friendly  if  we  have  it.  Strangers 
should  be  asked  to  have  something  to  say 
when  they  visit  our  Y.  P.  E.  This  com- 
mittee should  see  to  that  also." 

Ruby  Wheeler — "I  know  the  Friendly 
committee  is  a  very  important  one  and 
I  was  real  glad  to  be  placed  as  chairman 
but  everybody  nearly  froze  me  to  death. 
I  couldn't  do  it  all  myself  so  I  just  quit. 
I  tried  to  speak  to  some  of  the  strangers 
but  it  seemed  so  useless  when  everybody 
else  took  so  little  interest.  For  my  part 
I  think  we're  all  selfish  and  think  more 
about  ourselves  and  our  own  comforts 
than  we  do  of  others." 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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(Continued  from  last  issue) 

As  this  is  a  very  important  question 
we  are  continuing  our  message  along  this 
line  in  this  month's  issue.  This  is  a  ques- 
tion that  has  been  causing  much  discus- 
sion among  the  holiness  ranks  for  a  good 
many  years  and  most  people  are  afraid 
to  discuss  it  or  sanction  social  life  for  our 
young  people,  fearing  they  might  be 
criticized  by  those  who  oppose  or  for  fear 
of  our  young  people  taking  too  much 
rope  and  going  too  far.  Only  yesterday 
we  asked  a  splendid  man,  a  minister  of 
the  gospel  in  the  Church  of  God,  just 
what  his  opinion  was  along  this  line.  All 
I  could  get  him  to  say,  was  "Well,  we 
have  to  be  very  careful  along  this  line." 
We  agreed  with  him,  but  that  was  not  a 
solution  to  the  problem  that  confronts  us 
every  day  in  the  work  of  our  young  peo- 
ple. Of  course,  we  must  be  careful. 

Social  instincts  are  woven  into  the 
very  fabric  of  human  life  by  an  all-wise 
Creator.  They  form  the  basis  of  the  very 
highest  development  of  the  moral  and 
spiritual  life  of  man.  The  desire  for 
social  life  by  our  young  people  is  there- 
fore natural  and  right,  and  like  all  other 
proper  impulses  should  be  encouraged  and 
directed. 

It  is  not  at  all  surprising  that  an  ele- 
ment of  human  life  which  is  so  full  of 
possibilities  for  individual  happiness  and 
blessing  to  others,  should  be  the  special 
object  of  Satan's  attacks.  Satan  well 
knows  that  the  perversion  of  the  best  is 
the  worst.  He  understands  that  it  is  the 
mistakes  of  youth  that  mar  the  whole 
life,  and  that  it  is  on  the  restless  sea  of 
adolescence  that  he  can  most  successful- 
ly make  his  attacks.  Just  as  in  the  de- 
velopment of  the  reasoning  powers  dur- 
ing this  period,  there  is  great  danger  of 
skepticism  and  doubt,  so  with  the  awak- 
ening of  the  social  instincts  comes  the 
danger  of  their  perversion  into  the  desire 
for  mere  selfish  gratification. 

The  craving  for  pleasure  at  once  so 
natural  and  so  dangerous  is  another  open- 
ing to  weakness.  Youth,  sunny,  light- 
hearted  youth  ought  to  be  happy  and  is 
made  to  be  so.  Dull,  pleasureless  youth  is 
another  name  for  disease  and  oppression. 
The  merry  laugh,  the  bright  smile,  the 
rejoicing  spirits  are  gifts  of  God,  to  be 
used,   not   repressed   and   forbidden. 

Our  Lord  and  Master  was  not  a  re- 
cluse. He  constantly  mingled  with  the 
people  and  enjoyed  the  hospitality  of 
their  homes.  He  attended  social  gather- 
ings. His  first  miracle  was  performed  at 
a  wedding  feast  which  has  always  been 
one  of  the  happiest  occasions  of  human 
life. 

Perhaps  you  will  say,  Yes  but  He  went 


there  to  perform  that  miracle.  We  be- 
lieve that  wherever  Jesus  went  He  went 
with  the  thought  of  doing  good.  So 
should  we.  If  we  are  in  one  of  these 
social  gatherings  for  anything  else  ex- 
cept the  glory  of  God  then  we  should 
not  be  there.  We  may  not  turn  water  in- 
to wine,  but  we  may  do  something  far 
greater  than  that.  We  may  turn  some 
young  man  or  woman  away  from  the 
pitfalls  of  sin  by  that  little  touch  of 
social  life  their  heart  is  craving.  We 
may  help  them  to  see  that  they  do 
not  have  to  go  to  the  world  and  do  ques- 
tionable things  to  have  that  social  touch. 

We  are  living  on  the  very  borders  of 
the  eternal  world  and  Church  of  God 
young  people  have  no  time  for  sociabili- 
ty, only  as  it  is  made  a  blessing  to  them- 
selves and  others,  but  in  God's  plan  for 
our  lives  there  is  time  for  soul  winning, 
sociability,  and  as  Church  of  God  young 
people  we  should  make  an  effort  to  find 
it. 

One  young  people's  worker  has  said, 
"Are  you  making  the  social  life  of  your 
young  people,  'a  savor  of  life  unto 
life'?"  Or  does  the  social  gate  in  your 
society  hang  on  rusty  hinges  while  the 
young  people  of  the  church  one  by  one 
backslide  and  go  out  after  the  sociabilities 
that  the  world  can  offer  them?  If  this 
is  true,  then  wake  up  and  let  God  speak 
to  your  heart.  Then  following  His  guid- 
ance carefully,  very  carefully,  do  some- 
thing to  make  the  social  life  of  your 
young  people,  "Social  to  save." 

The  social  life  of  our  young  people 
should  be  one  of  the  strongest 
agencies  in  the  Church  of  God,  as 
they  mingle  with  others  in  a  social 
way.  We  will  admit  that  most  of  the 
social  gatherings  for  young  people  today 
are  detrimental  to  moral  and  spiritual 
development,  but  it  does  not  need  to  be 
so.  It  seems  to  me  that  if  any  people 
should  be  able  to  refine  and  purify  the 
social  life  of  the  youth  of  our  land  it 
should  be  the  holiness  people  who  hold 
the  standard  high. 

Now  we  promised  to  give  you  some 
suggestions  this  month  for  having  these 
social   gatherings. 

If  you  do  not  have  one  of  the  book- 
lets on,  "How  to  Organize  and  Conduct 
Y.  P.  E.  Meetings,"  send  for  one  and  let 
us  work  together. 

We  have  decided  in  our  first  attempt 
to  help  to  tell  you  something  about 
some  of  the  things  we  have  tried  out  our- 
selves. 

We  took  a  Sunday  School  class  of 
young  married  women  here  in  Cleveland 
church  a  little  over  six  months  ago.  I 
think,    as    well    as   I   remember,    the   first 


Sunday  after  I  was  appointed  as  teacher 
there  were  five  in  the  class.  We  began  to 
work  on  the  class  and  by  the  next  Sun- 
day we  had  around  sixteen.  On  that  day 
I  invited  those  in  the  class  to  my  home 
on  the  next  Thursday  night.  We  met  and 
talked  over  our  class  work  and  decided 
to  meet  once  each  week  in  some  home. 
We  also  decided  to  have  a  mothers'  pro- 
gram each  time,  exchanging  ideas  and 
talking  over  child  problems.  After  we 
had  our  business  meeting  we  had  a  nice 
social  time  and  I  served  some  sandwiches 
and  cake.  We  also  decided  it  was  good  to 
get  together  and  get  acquainted,  realiz- 
ing we  could  work  better  if  we  knew 
each  other  better.  The  last  week  in  each 
quarter  we  would  have  a  special  meeting 
and  invite  all  the  husbands.  These  meet- 
ings have  been  very  successful  and  the 
class  has  grown  to  be  a  large  class  and 
they  are  interested  more  in  the  Sunday 
School  than  they  have  ever  been.  Each 
Sunday  morning  after  the  class  is  over 
we  give  a  few  moments  to  shaking  hands 
and  getting  acquainted. 

Now  we  will  tell  you  some  of  the 
things  we  did.  In  our  weekly  meetings 
as  we  have  said  before,  we  had  a  mothers' 
program  opened  with  song  and  prayer. 
After  this  was  over  each  time  we  served 
refreshments,  different  ones  taking 
charge  of  this  each  time.  Then  at  our 
joint  meeting  with  the  husbands  present 
we  made  it  a  fathers'  night  and  gave  a 
good  program  for  them.  We  then  turned 
it  into  a  social,  get-acquainted  meeting. 
These  are  some  of  the  things  we  did: 

One  time  we  wrote  Bible  verses  and 
cut  them  in  two.  We  divided  those  pres- 
ent in  two  groups  and  passed  out  the  first 
half  of  the  verses  to  one  side  and  the  sec- 
ond half  of  the  verses  to  the  other  side. 
(Be  sure  to  have  just  enough  to  supply 
the  number  at  your  meeting  as  an  over 
supply  will  get  you  mixed  up.)  After 
they  are  distributed  you  ask  each  one  to 
find  the  other  part  of  their  verse.  When 
all  have  found  the  verse  they  must  spend 
so  many  minutes  talking  to  their  partner 
on  some  subject,  perhaps  about  the  verse 
they  have  in  their  possession.  The  most 
familiar   verses   should   be   used. 

One  time  we  had  a  Bible  verse  contest, 
seeing  who  could  quote  the  most  verses. 
We  appointed  two  captains  to  choose  out 
as  in  an  old-fashioned  spelling  match. 
Another  time  we  brought  our  Bibles  and 
had  a  contest,  seeing  who  could  find 
verses  in  the  Bible  first.  Some  leader 
called  out  the  verses  for  the  others  to 
find.  This  is  very  interesting  and  is  a 
great  help  in  becoming  familiar  with  the 
Bible.  "Cut  the  Bible"  is  another  good 
Bible  game  which  is  both  interesting  and 
instructive.  A  thick  Bible  with  heavy 
paper  rather  than  the  thin  India  paper 
should  be  used.  A  thin  silver  knife  or 
(Continued    on    page    15) 
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A  Sure  Foundation 

"See,  father,"  said  a  small  boy,  who 
was  walking  with  his  father  by  the  river, 
"they  are  knocking  away  the  props  from 
under  the  bridge.  What  are  they  doing 
that  for?  Won't  the  bridge  fall?"  "They 
are  knocking  them  away,"  said  the 
father,  "that  the  timbers  may  rest  more 
firmly  upon  the  stone  piers  which  are 
now  finished."  So  often  God  takes  away 
our  earthly  props  that  we  may  rest  more 
firmly  upon  Him. — War  Cry. 

A  Colored  Preacher's  Sermon 

In  preaching  on  the  text,  "Adam, 
where  art  thou?"  a  negro  preacher  said: 
"I  make  three  divisions  to  dis  tex.  Fust- 
ly,  in  de  fust  place,  ebery  man  got  to 
be  somewhar.  Secondly:  Some  men  is 
whar  dey  ought  not  to  be.  Third,  dey  dat 
is  whar  they  ought  not  to  be,  is  gwine  to 
find  demseives  whar  dey  don't  want  to 
be." 

The  man  who  walks  in  the  counsel  of 
the  ungodly  is  where  he  ought  not  to  be. 
And  he  is  destined  to  find  himself  where 
he  doesn't  want  to  be. — By  Robert 
Greene  Lee. 

Influence  of  a  Slow  Clock 

A  little  clock  in  a  jeweler's  window  in 
a  certain  Western  town  stopped  one  day 
for  half  an  hour,  at  fifteen  minutes  to 
nine.  School  children,  noticing  the  time, 
stopped  to  play;  people  hurrying  to  the 
train  looked  at  the  clock  and  began  to 
walk  more  slowly;  professional  men,  af- 
ter a  look  at  the  clock,  stopped  to  chat 
a  minute  with  one  another;  working 
men  and  women  noted  the  time  and  lin- 
gered a  little  longer  in  the  sunshine,  and 
all  were  half  an  hour  late  because  one 
small  clock  stopped.  Never  had  these  peo- 
ple known  how  much  they  had  depended 
upon  that  clock  till  it  had  led  them 
astray. 

Many  are  thus  unconsciously  depend- 
ing upon  the  influence  of  Christians; 
you  may  think  you  have  no  influence, 
but  you  can  not  go  wrong  in  one  little 
act  without  leading  others  astray. — Se- 
attle Churchman. 

Cluttered  Hearts 

When  the  great  Bush  building  was  to 
be  built  in  London  a  great  many  old 
buildings  were  torn  down.  For  several 
years  some  of  the  land  lay  idle.  To  the 
surprise  of  many,  strange  flowers,  alien 
to  England's  soil,  began  to  appear  on  the 


vacant  lot.  Expert  botanists  said  they 
were  of  Italian  origin.  It  was  later  found 
that  this  had  been  the  site  of  a  Roman 
villa  centuries  before.  These  flowers  had 
waited  centuries  for  a  chance  to  bloom. 
Are  we  preventing  the  blossoming  of 
the  seed  of  Christian  truth?  Are  our 
hearts  cluttered  up  with  useless  "build- 
ings"? 

"Sent  Back" 

Four-year-old  Barbara  sometimes  ut- 
ters cryptic  sayings.  Resentful  at  the  ac- 
tion of  her  nursery-school  teacher  she 
said  to  her  mother,  "Miss  Jones  is  cruel 
to  the  children.  She  ought  to  be  sent 
back  to  the  shop."  After  the  difficulty 
had  to  be  smoothed  out,  the  teacher  asked 
Barbara  what  she  had  meant  by  wanting 
her  "sent  back  to  the  shop."  Barbara 
answered,  putting  her  tiny  finger  on 
what  is  necessary  for  those  who  have 
need  for  forgiveness  of  their  sins,  "I 
meant  that  you  ought  to  go  back  to  God 
who  made  you,  and  get  fixed." — New 
Century  Leader. 

A  Modern  Reading 

If  the  evangelist  Luke  were  describing 
modern  instead  of  primitive  Christianity, 
he  would  have  to  vary  the  phraseology  of 
Acts  4:32-3  5,  somewhat  as  follows: 
"And  the  multitude  of  them  that  pro- 
fessed were  of  hard  heart  and  stony  soul, 
and  every  one  said  that  all  the  things 
which  he  possessed  were  his  own;  and 
they  had  all  things  in  the  fashion.  And 
with  great  power  they  gave  witness  to 
the  attractions  of  this  world  and  the  love 
of  gold,  and  great  selfishness  was  upon 
them  all.  And  there  were  many  among 
them  that  lacked  love,  for  as  many  as 
were  possessors  of  lands  bought  more, 
and  sometimes  gave  a  small  part  thereof 
for  the  public  good,  so  their  names  were 
heralded  in  the  newspapers,  and  distribu- 
tion of  praise  was  made  to  every  one  ac- 
cording as  he  desired." — Regions  Beyond. 

A  Warm  Hiding  Place 

In  Australia  a  Bible  was  baked  in  a 
loaf  of  bread.  Some  wicked  men  came  in- 
to the  house  to  find  the  Bible  and  burn 
it,  but  the  good  woman  of  the  home, 
who  was  just  going  to  bake  the  bread 
for  her  family,  rolled  up  her  Bible  in  a 
big  loaf  and  put  it  in  the  oven.  When 
the  intruders  went  away  she  took  out  the 
loaf,  and  the  Bible  was  uninjured.  A 
good  loaf  in  which  to  hide  the  Bible  is 
a  warm  heart. — Glad  Tidings. 


Social  Service    vs.  Evangelism 

Some  time  since  I  sat  in  the  back  of  a 
church  while  a  lady  explained  a  "church- 
pantry"  to  some  forty  women.  There 
was  a  place  where  the  women  of  an  area 
brought  samples  of  their  preserves  and 
jellies,  and  stacked  them  before  they 
were  distributed  to  orphanages  and  other 
places  where  people  were  not  apt  to  have 
such  things.  These  ladies  got  very  much 
excited  about  it,  and  fell  to  work  at 
once.  I  chanced  the  same  day  to  lunch 
with  the  lady  who  was  doing  the  talking 
and  I  asked  her  a  very  blunt  question.  I 
said,  "How  many  of  the  women  on  your 
committee  do  anything  for  the  street- 
women  in  the  southern  part  of  the  city?" 
She  said,  "You  know,  its  curious.  There 
are  a  dozen  women  like  that  in  a  hospi- 
tal in  South  and  only  yesterday 

I  called  up  fourteen  of  our  ladies  to  see 
if  some  of  them  would  not  go  down  and 
visit  them,  but  they  all  declined." 
Orange  marmalade,  my  friends,  is  a  good 
deal  easier  to  make  than  Christians! — 
The  Conversion  of  the  Church. 

Grieving  the  Savior 

Dr.  Alexander  Whyte  tells  the  story 
of  a  man  who  dreamed  that  he  saw  Je- 
sus tied  to  a  whipping  post  and  a  soldier 
was  scourging  Him.  He  saw  the  whip  in 
the  soldier's  hand,  with  its  thick  lashes 
studded  here  and  there  with  bits  of  lead, 
which  were  intended  to  cut  into  the 
flesh.  As  the  soldier  brought  the  whip 
down  on  the  bare  shoulders  of  Jesus,  the 
dreamer  shuddered  as  he  saw  the  marks 
and  blood  stains  it  left  behind.  When  the 
soldier  raised  his  hand  to  strike  again,  the 
dreamer  rushed  forward,  intending  to 
stop  him.  As  he  did  so,  the  soldier  turned 
around  and  the  dreamer  recognized — 
himself! 

We  often  think  how  cruel  those  men 
must  have  been  who  scourged  and  cru- 
cified Jesus.  But  whenever  ««»  do  wrong, 
we,  too,  cause  the  heart  of  Jesus  to  bleed 
with   sorrow   and   pain. — S.    S.    World. 

Stopping  the  Paper 

An  acquaintance  met  Horace  Greeley 
one  day,  and  said:  "Mr.  Greeley,  I  have 
stopped  your  paper."  "Have  you?"  said 
the  editor.  "That's  too  bad,"  and  he  went 
on  his  way. 

The  next  morning  Mr.  Greeley  met  the 
man  again,  and  said,  "I  thought  you  had 
stopped  the  'Tribune'?" 

"So  I  did." 

"Then  there  must  be  some  mistake," 
said  Mr.  Greeley,  "for  I  just  came  from 
the  office  and  the  presses  were  running, 
the  clerks  were  as  busy  as  ever,  the  com- 
positors were  hard  at  work,  and  the  busi- 
ness was  going  on  the  same  as  yesterday 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow   more   impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  in  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  bf 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
•  in    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
handed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  yon  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
if  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in    a    T.    P.    E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    friends. 


BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:   "THE  TEMPLE  OF  CHARAC- 
TER 
Scripture  Lesson:    1    Cor.    3:9. 
LEADER'S    THOUGHT 

"We  arc  God's  building."  This  figure 
represents  human  character,  which  is  to 
be  wrought  upon,  point  by  point,  stroke 
upon  stroke,  as  each  day  God  works  with 
His  building  to  perfect  the  structure, 
and  make  it  a  holy  temple  for  Himself. 

Yes,  how  true  it  is  that  every  day, 

"We   are   building   in   sorrow  or   joy 
A  temple  the  world  may  not  see, 

Which   time  cannot  mar  nor  destroy: 
We  build  for  eternity." 

There  are  two  kinds  of  character 
structures  we  may  build.  Our  temple  of 
character  may  be  built  for  God  or  for 
self,  for  heaven  or  for  earth,  for  eternal 
life  or  for  everlasting  destruction.  Dear 
young  friends,  what  is  your  goal?  Think 
it  over  seriously.  Yotr  are  rightfully  God's 
building.  Jesus  has  purchased  ^  you  with 
His  precious  blood.  He  wishes  to  help 
you  erect  a  structure  which  will  stand 
firm   through  the  trials  of   this  life  and 


at   last   adorn   His   kingdom. 

Of  what  must  this  temple  of  charac- 
ter be  made  if  it  is  to  last  eternally? 
How  must  it  be  constructed?  What  will 
be  its  appearance?  Let  us  consider.  In 
God's  precious  Word  we  find  the  plan. 
THE  FOUNDATION 
Paul  tells  us:  "Other  foundation  can 
no  man  lay  than  that  is  laid,  which  is 
Jesus  Christ."  Yes,  we  must  build  on  the 
Rock  of  Ages.  Any  other  foundation 
would  be  treacherous. 

"On  Christ,  the  Solid  Rock,  I  stand; 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand." 
And  we     need     never     worry     about 
storms,    for    with    this      sure   foundation, 
our  house  will  stand  forever. 

SELECTING  MATERIAL 
Next  we  must  select  our  materials. 
Only  the  very  best,  the  most  costly,  will 
serve  our  purpose,  for,  dear  young 
friends,  it  does  cost  a  great  deal  to  build 
character.  That  is  the  reason  it  is  priced 
so  highly.  What  then  is  our  material? 
Again  we  quote  from  the  apostle  Paul: 
"Now  if  any  man  build  upon  this  foun- 
dation gold,  silver,  precious  stones,  wood, 
hay,  stubble;  every  man's  work  shall  be 
made  manifest:  .  .  .  and  the  fire  shall 
try  every  man's  work  of  what  sort  it  is." 
Wood,  hay,  and  stubble  will  not  serve 
our  purpose,  for  they  will  not  stand  the 
burning  test.  Many  characters  are  being 
made  of  these  materials  today,  but  they 
will  only  be  consumed  at  last.  They  are 
worthless   in   God's   sight. 

For  our  material  we  will  choose  gold, 
silver,  and  precious  stones.  They  are  ex- 
pensive and  hard  to  obtain.  But  after  all, 
no  material  that  is  easy  to  get  is  worth 
putting  into  our  temple  of  character,  and 
our  Master  Architect  is  ever  ready  to 
help  us  secure  those  things  that  will  make 
our  structure  substantial  and  everlasting. 
READY  TO  BUILD 
Now,  with  firm  foundation  and  good 
materials,  we  are  ready  to  begin  the  con- 
struction. Exquisitely  simple  in  design  is 
our  temple.  It  is  several  stories  high,  but 
is  not  a  skyscraper.  The  world  builds  a 
tower  of  Babel;  the  Christian  builds  no 
higher   than  the  cross. 

And  what  are  these  stories,  these  ele- 
vations of  character?  The  apostle  Peter 
tells  us:  "Add  to  your  faith  virtue;  and 
to  virtue  knowledge;  and  to  knowledge 
temperance;  and  to  temperance  patience 
and  to  patience  godliness;  and  to  godli- 
ness brotherly  kindness;  and  to  brotherly 
kindness,  charity  love."  Here  they  are, 
eight  stories,  fashioned  of  pure  gold: 

Let  us  build  from  the  bottom  of  this 
list: 

Love 

Brotherly   kindness 

Godliness 

Patience 

Temperance 

Knowledge 


Virtue 
Faith 
We  need  every  story.  Faith  is  the 
ground  floor,  built  upon  the  Rock, 
Christ  Jesus.  And  through  faith  the  door 
opens  which  admits  Christ.  Added  to 
faith  are  all  other  attributes  of  Christian 
character,  with  love  as  the  capstone. 

Windows?   Surely,   windows  of  prayer 
are  found  in  each  story,  through  which 
we  breathe  in  the  atmosphere  of  heaven. 
The   shining    gold      exterior      of      our 
building   we    will    adorn    with      precious 
stones,   fit     representation     of     pure 
thoughts,  kind  words,  and  noble  deeds. 
"Ev'ry  thought  we've  ever  had 
Its  own  little  place  has  filled; 
Ev'ry  deed  we  have  done,  good  or  bad, 
Is  a  stone  in  the  temple  we  build. 

"Ev'ry  word  that  so  lightly  falls, 
Giving  some  heart  joy  or  pain, 
Will  shine  in  our  temple  wall, 
Or  ever  its  beauty  stain." 
The  outside  of  our  temple  of  charac- 
ter is  now  complete.  Let's  proceed  with 
the  inside.  And  it  must  be  just  as  grand 
as  the  outside;  for  character  is  not  mere- 
ly  an  empty   shell,   a   skeleton   of   form. 
The  floors  and  stairways  we  shall  make 
of  gold;  and  silver  shall  line  the  walls  of 
our  temple.  The  sterling  worth  of  char- 
acter is  well  reflected  in  the  silver  walls. 
FURNISHING  THE  TEMPLE 
Beautiful,  surely,  yet  bare  indeed  is  our 
majestic    temple.      Perchance      a      visitor 
should    walk   in,    what   welcome   can   we 
give?  what  entertainment  can  we  offer? 
Truly  our  character  temple     must     have 
something   more.   But   what   shall   it   be? 
Ah,  here  it  is  in  a  word  from  Timothy, 
"Thoroughly    furnished   unto      all      good 
works."  Good  works,  then,  is  the  furni- 
ture of  our  temple  of  character.  And  ev- 
ery  floor,   from   faith   to  love,   must   be 
"thoroughly   furnished."    Thus   equipped, 
we   successfully    welcome,   entertain,   and 
influence  him  whose  life     touches  ours, 
be  he  friend  or  stranger. 

LIGHTING  THE  TEMPLE 
Yet  one  important  thing  is  lacking. 
Listen  to  Jesus'  words  to  Zacchaeus: 
"Make  haste,  ...  for  today  I  must 
abide  at  thy  house."  Surely,  our  temple 
must  have  the  abiding  presence  of  Christ, 
today,  every  day.  And  if  it  does,  then 
will  shine  within  our  temple,  and  cut 
from  it,  a  light,  a  marvelous  light,  which 
will  not  only  add  greatly  to  the  beauty 
of  the  structure,  but  will  serve  to  draw 
many  to  our  temple,  where  they  can  gain 
a  closer  knowledge  of  "the  Light  of  the 
world." 

CLOSING  REMARKS 
Dear  young  friends,  you  yourself  may 
become  this  structure.  Your  life  may  be 
just  as  beautiful  as  the  temple  we  have 
pictured;  your  thoughts  as  pure,  your 
words  as  kind,  your  deeds  as  noble  as  are 
the  precious  stones,  your  good  works  as 
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serviceable  as  the  furniture;  you  may 
have  the  abiding  presence  of  Jesus  Christ, 
today  and  every  day;  and  you  may  have 
His  marvelous  light  shining  from  your 
life  which  will  draw  all  men,  not  to  you, 
but  to  Jesus,  who  dwells  within  you.  Re- 
member, "ye  are  God's  building." 

Y.  P.  E.  Program 

Some  of  our  young  people  are  writing 
in  for  program  books  so  that  they  may 
put  on  a  special  program  each  month. 
This  is  fine  but  we  want  to  tell  you  how 
to  have  a  special  program  each  month 
without  extra  expense.  One  thing  I  am 
sure  of  is  that  our  young  people  are  not 
doing  enough  memory  work.  How  about 
trying  out  some  this  time.  Let  us  take 
the  whole  Lighted  Pathway.  Appoint 
your  leader  for  this  meeting  the  first  of 
the  month  and  give  plenty  of  time.  Be- 
gin to  announce  it  at  least  two  weeks 
before  time.  Invite  your  friends  outside 
of  the  church  to  this  special  program. 

A  certain  portion  of  scripture  should 
be  memorized  each  time. 

Here  is  your  program  outlined.  Call 
to  order  and  have  a  few  moments  silent 
prayer,  after  which  some  young  person 
will  lead  in  prayer.  Have  a  short  song 
service.  Scripture  lesson  Psa.  149.  Ask 
some  one  to  memorize  this  and  give  it 
from  memory. 

Special  song:  Duet,  solo  or  quartette. 

Read  from  Cover  Page,  "Live  for 
Something."  Give  this  to  some  one  who 
understands  reading  poetry. 

A  talk  by  some  good  speaker  on,  "Hav- 
ing courage  to  stand  for  the  right,"  us- 
ing the  Editor's  Message  and  poem  in 
center  of  page  as  theme  material.  Also 
the  third  page  story.  This  will  all  make 
splendid  material.  Special  song,  "Sail  on" 
in  center  of  Editor's  Message.  This  would 
be  good  for  the  whole  choir  and  may  be 
found  in  many  of  the  old  song  books. 
The  play  in  this  issue,  "We'll  All  Pull  To- 
gether," will  come  in  good  right  here. 
If  not,  we  suggest  that  you  run  through 
the  paper  and  find  the  material  that  you 
feel  would  be  the  greatest  blessing  to 
your  people. 

The  song  on  Temperance  Page  is  good 
and  you  might  use  Temperance  as  one  of 
your  subjects,  using  the  temperance  page 
material.  Or  the  "Bridal  Wine  Cup" 
might  be  used. 

Treasured  Gleanings  Page  has  some 
splendid  thoughts  for  your  meeting. 
With  all  the  good  material  you  could  not 
find  a  better  program  book  for  your 
special  meetings.  Try  it  out  and  let  me 
know  how  you  like  it. 

In  January  issue  we  had  a  wonderful 
little  play,  "The  Value  of  a  Single  Soul." 
If  you  have  not  had  that,  try  it  out. 
Some  have  used  it  and  report  wonderful 
success.  Use  one  of  your  subjects.  The 
Inner  Circle  Page  article,  "The  Discov- 


ery of  God's  Plan."  A  number  of  poems 
in  this  issue  will  be  good  on  your  pro- 
grams. 

Be  sure  to  emphasize  the  importance  of 
good  reading.  The  Reading  Circle  Page 
will  help  you  out  on  this. 

Boost  the  Lighted  Pathway  in  this 
meeting. — Editor. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:   "THE  HIGHWAY  OF 
HOLINESS" 
Scripture:  Isa.  35:   8,  10 
LEADER'S  THOUGHT 
This  is  a  divinely  inspired  picture  of 
the   Highway   of   Holiness.   The   Bible   is 
an  inspired  book  on  Holiness.  It  is  well 
named   the   Holy   Book.      Holiness   is   its 
major    theme.    Its    word    is    authoritative 
and  final  upon  every  subject  and  it  com- 
mends holiness.  As  He  which  hath  called 
you  is  holy,  so  be  ye  Holy,  1  Peter  1:15. 
LET  US  MENTION    FOUR    THINGS 
ABOUT  HOLINESS 

1.  It's  a  clean  way. 

2.  It's  a  simple  way. 

3.  It's  a  safe  way. 

4.  It's  a  happy  way. 
WALKING   IN   THE  HIGHWAY  OF 

HOLINESS 

Those  who  walk  in  the  Highway  of 
Holiness   are  impelled   to  the: 

Abandonment  of  every  known  sin  and 
doubtful  indulgence. 

Surrender  of  the  will  and  being  to  Je- 
sus as  Savior  and  Lord. 

Appropriation  of  the  promises. 

Renunciation  of  the  self-life. 

Gracious  renewal  of  temple  and  dispo- 
sition. 

Separation  unto  God. 

The  righteousness  of  saints,  holiness  of 
heart  and  life. 

NOT  DIFFERENT  PEOPLE 

A  famous  preacher  once  said  in  a  ser- 
mon, "Paul  got  the  defeat  of  his  life, 
not  at  Lystra  where  he  was  stoned,  for 
he  built  a  church  there;  not  at  Thessa- 
lonica  where  he  was  mobbed,  for  he 
planted  a  church  there;  not  at  Philippi 
where  he  was  beaten  with  rods  and  put 
into  the  stocks,  for  he  built  a  church 
there;  not  at  Corinth  and  at  Ephesus 
where  he  was  persecuted,  for  he  built 
churches  there;  not  at  Jerusalem  where 
he  was  torn  by  the  mob,  for  he  built  a 
church  there;  but  at  Athens  where  no 
violence  was  shown  him,  but  where  they 
were  indifferent!"  Here  they  had  no  real 
concern  of  the  true  Way  of  Life. 
THE  STEPS  TO  THAT  HIGHWAY 
OF  HOLINESS 

1.  Repentance.  Luke  13:3;  Matt.     5:4. 

2.  Conversion.  John  3:7;  Ezek.  36:26. 

3.  Consecration.  Rom.   12:1. 

4.  Entire  sanctification,  1  Thess.  5: 
23.  Complete  cleansing,  1  John  1:9.  Per- 
fect love,  1  John  4:18.  Witness,  Heb. 
10:14,  15. 


5.  The  Baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 
REPENTANCE 

Repentance  is  one  of  the  great  doc- 
trines of  the  Bible  and  perhaps  the  most 
neglected  of  all  the  great  doctrines. 

There  is  a  very  grave  question  whether 
the  churches  can  ever  have  a  soul-stir- 
ring revival  until  there  is  a  revival  of 
preaching  and  teaching  the  old  doctrines 
of  salvation.  The  old  truths  must  be 
stated  and  restated  in  the  plainest  possi- 
ble language. 

A  preaching  Christ  in  Luke  13:3  said, 
"Except  ye  repent,  ye  shall  all  likewise 
perish."  He  submitted  two  propositions 
to  you:  Repent  or  perish.  Take  your 
choice.  You  have  all  the  freedom  of  will 
you  want,  all  you  can  use.  Your  repent- 
ance is  absolutely  essential  to  salvation. 
CONVERSION 

In  these  days  of  spiritual  depression  in 
the  pulpit  and  the  pew,  of  worldliness 
and  passion  in  many  homes,  of  rudeness 
and  rioting  in  society  and  on  the  streets, 
of  Sabbath  desecration,  revelry  and  sin, 
unbelief  and  fearless  blasphemies,  let  us 
rally  about  the  mourner's  bench,  cling  to 
the  dear  old  Bible,  and  pray  the  divine 
power  down  out  of  the  skies. 

Let  us  press  the  work  of  revivals  in  the 
church,  the  tent,  the  brush  arbor,  and 
the  shed.  Let  us  press  the  battle  in  the 
city  and  neglected  places.  In  these  troub- 
lous times  there  are  thousands  of  weary 
souls  who  fain  would  find  the  Christ. 

In  the  past,  God  blessed  that  type  of 
revival  intended  for  the  conversion  of 
sinners. 

CONSECRATION 

In  this  scripture  you  hear  the  voice  of 
persuasiveness. 

In  presenting  Christ  to  men  Paul  lived 
to  play  on  the  more  gentle,  tender,  and 
winsome  notes.  This  was  the  tender  plea 
of  a  man  who  was  giving  himself  up  al- 
together to  God,  body,  soul,  and  spirit. 
Every  thought,  every  aim,  every  desire 
had  it  in  the  might  of  God. 

His  plea  was  to  the  half-hearted  who 
came  far  enough  out  of  the  far  country 
to  lose  the  husks  of  the  swine,  but  not 
far  enough  to  get  the  bread  of  the 
Father's   house. 

Moody  could  not  have  taken  his  place 
among  the  greatest  soul  savers  of  the 
nineteenth  century  had  he  not  decided 
that  he  would  be  one  man  whom  God 
could  use  as  He  pleased. 

SANCTIFICATION 

The  standard  dictionary  declares  sanc- 
tification is  "the  gracious  works  of  the 
Holy  Spirit."  Whereby  the  believer  is 
freed  from  sin  and  exalted  to  holiness  of 
heart  and  life. 

John  Wesley  said,  "Sanctification  in 
the  proper  ^|nse  is  an  instantaneous  de- 
liverance FR<^M  ALL  SIN,  and  includes 
an  instantaneous  power  then     given     al- 
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ways  to  cleave  to  God. 

Pope  was  a  Wesleyan  Theologian  and 
an  accepted  authority  on  Christian  doc- 
trine in  Methodism.  He  said,  "Sanctifica- 
tion  in  its  beginnings,  process  and  final 
issues  is  the  full  eradication  of  the  sin 
itself,  which  reigning  in  the  unregener- 
ate,  is  abolished  in  the  wholly  sanctified." 

Millions  of  Christians  believe  that  this 
is  a  dangerous  heresy  and  that  only  the 
ignorant  and  fanatical  believe  in  it.  So 
you  must  teach  holiness  in  the  spirit  of 
patience.  Don't  permit  yourself  to  rail  at 
them,  saying  harsh  things  of  all  who  do 
not  believe  in,  and  profess  full  redemp- 
tion from  sin. 

THE  BAPTISM  OF  THE  HOLY 
GHOST 

A  great  soul  thus  testified:  "The 
blessed  baptism  came,  I  seemed  filled 
with  all  the  fullness  of  God.  I  wept  for 
joy  .  .  .  The  fountains  of  my  being 
seemed  broken  up  and  my  heart  was  dis- 
solved in  gratitude  and  praise.  My  soul 
seemed  filled  with  pulses,  every  one 
thrilling  and  throbbing  with  such  waves 
of  love  and  rapture  that  I  thought  I 
must  die  from  excess  of  life  .  .  .  The 
sovereign  will  of  God  seemed  at  once  so 
sweet  and  blessed  that  I  felt  lost  in  the 
thought  that  God  ruled  over  me  and  in 
me." 

Many  church  people  of  today  do  not 
relish  this  doctrine.  And  the  preacher  of 
the  doctrine  of  the  Baptism  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  remembering  this  and  other  facts 
should  manifest  great  patience  toward 
people  who  hesitate  to  accept  his  message 
readily  and  joyfully,  as  he  had  hoped. 
What  preacher  of  holiness  has  not  been 
embarrassed  by  loud,  boisterous  endorse- 
ments of  persons  of  questionable  charac- 
ter, who,  breaking  in  with  loud  "amens" 
and  "glory  to  God,"  which  hindered, 
perhaps  defeated,  instead  of  helping,  the 
message.  Zeal  without  knowledge  will 
build  a  fire  at  the  foot  of  the  stairway, 
instead  of  in  the  fireplace;  a  bit  hard  on 
the  people  upstairs. 


Program  Outline 

Topic:  "BROTHERLY  LOVE" 

1.  Commanded  by  Christ.  John  13:34. 

2.  A  test  of  discipleship.  John  13:35. 

3.  A  result  of  loving  God.  1  John  5:2. 

4.  Guarantee  of  God's  indwelling.      1 
John    4:12. 

5.  The  fulfillment  of  the  law.  Gal.    5: 
14. 

6.  A  legitimate  debt.  Rom.    13:8. 

7.  Should  be  pure  and  fervent.   1  Peter 
1:22. 

8.  Should   be  forcbearing.   Eph.   4:12. 

9.  Should  be  unselfish.  Gal.  5:13. 

10.  Should  be  binding.  Col.  2:2. 

11.  Should  be  increasing  and  abounding. 
1  Thess.   3:12. 

12.  Should  be  continuous.  Heb.   13:1. 


Questions  and  Answers 

Nine  questions  and  answers  on  helping 
those  who  are  in  need: 
1 

On  what  occasion  was  the  parable  of 
the  Good  Samaritan  spoken? 

In  Peraea  in  December  of  the  year  29 
A.  D.,  being  the  third  year  of  Christ's 
ministry,  a  certain  lawyer  asked  Jesus 
what  he  should  do  to  inherit  eternal  life. 
Jesus  asked  him  what  the  law  said,  and 
he  quoted  the  "greatest  commandment."' 
Then  the  lawyer  asked,  "Who  is  my 
neighbor?"  This  brought  forth  the  para- 
ble. 

2 

Why  did  the  priest  refuse  aid  to  the 
traveler? 

The  Jericho  road  to  Jerusalem  was  a 
highway  known  as  "the  bloody  way"  be- 
cause of  the  marauding  Bedouins.  The 
priest  may  have  feared  for  his  own  safe- 
ty; or  may,  because  of  ceremonial  defile- 
ment, have  left  the  task  to  the  Levite 
who  followed  him. 

3 
What  were  the  duties  of  the  Levites? 
The  Levite  was  a  member  of  the  tribe 
of  Levi,  to  whom  the  care  of  the  temple 
had  been  assigned.  Because  of  their  duties 
they  were  supported  by  the  state. 
4 

Why  were  the  Samaritans  despised  by 
the  Jews? 

The  Samaritans  belonged  to  a  race,  half 
Jewish  and  half  heathen.  They  accepted 
no  part  of  the  Bible  but  the  Pentateuch, 
and  would  not  worship  in  the  temple  in 
Jerusalem.  Therefore,  being  of  a  despised 
race,  his  act  was  the  more  noteworthy 
in  that  he  extended  aid  to  one  who  had 
been  passed  by  and  neglected  by  those 
much  higher  in  religious  authority  and 
profession. 

5 

When  did  Christ  deliver  the  discourse 
of  the  last  judgment? 

Christ's  discourse  on  the  last  judgment 
was   delivered     on   the   Mount   of  Olives, 
Tuesday,  April  4,   3  0  A.  D.,   three  days 
before  the  crucifixion. 
6 

What  did  He  seek  to  teach  in  these 
lessons? 

In  these  lessons,  Christ  sought  to  teach 
the  idea  of  neighborliness — the  helping  of 
neighbors  in  need. 

7 

What  part  did  fames,  the  Lord's  broth- 
er, play  in  the  work  of  the  disciples? 

James,  the  brother  of  Jesus,  did  not  be- 
lieve in  Christ's  claims  during  the  latter's 
life.  Following  the  crucifixion  and  the 
resurrection,  however,  he  became  a  disci- 
ple, was  head  of  the  church  in  Jerusalem, 
and  wrote  an  epistle. 
8 

How  did  he  picture  true  religion? 

James's   definition   of   true      religion   is 


stated:  "To  visit  the  fatherless  and  wid- 
ows in  their  affliction  and  to  keep  one- 
self unspotted  from  the  world." 
9 

What  is  the  conclusion  of  the  lesson? 

To  live  according  to  the  Golden  Rule, 
and  to  follow  it  impartially,  no  matter 
who  the  "others"  may  be. 

Father's  and  Mother's  Page 

(Continued  from  page   5) 
to  help  you  through  these  columns.  You 
will  find  on  this  page  in  each  issue  some 
ways  to  spend  these  evenings. 

Father,  can't  you  think  of  some  ways 
to  lighten  mother's  load  with  the  chil- 
dren? It  is  almost  springtime  and  if  you 
have  a  back  yard,  why  not  make  an  ef- 
fort to  make  it  so  interesting  that  Johnie 
and  Mary  will  be  perfectly  satisfied  at 
home  instead  of  running  wild  on  the 
street  with  all  kinds  of  children?  Then 
you  may  choose  the  playmates  for  them. 

Now  these  special  evenings  at  home 
will  do  much  to  help  the  cause  along,  if 
you  do  not  forget  at  other  times.  There 
must  be  a  constant  flow  of  love  and 
sympathy  at  all  times  if  you  plan  to  hold 
the  confidence  of  your  boy  or  girl.  Meet 
their  little  needs,  their  heartaches,  and 
show  an  interest  in  all  their  problems. 
Make  them  feel  that  they  can  fully  trust 
mother  and  daddy  to  bring  every  thing 
out  just   right. 

Below  we  are  giving  you  a  few  ideas 
for  these  evenings  at  home.  You  may  oc- 
casionally want  to  have  Bobby  and  Janie 
across  the  way  to  enjoy  the  evening  with 
your  family. 

Here  is  a  little  game  that  will  give  the 
children  a  lot  of  excitement.  Seat  them 
in  a  circle  and  leave  one  out  for  the  cen- 
ter. The  one  in  center  holds  a  handker- 
chief in  his  hand.  He  throws  it  to  some 
one  in  the  circle  and  they  pass  it  on  to 
another.  The  center  man  is  to  catch  the 
handkerchief  and  the  one  whom  he 
catches  it  from  is  to  take  the  place  in 
the  center.  This  game  is  called  "Hot 
potato,"  and  you  will  think  it  is  hot  by 
the  way  they  try  to  get  rid  of  it. 
GAMES  IN  THE  DARK 

These  games  are  excellent  to  help  chil- 
dren overcome  a  fear  of  the  dark.  Also 
they  have  a  definite  educational  value  in 
muscle  and  sense  control.  Of  course,  they 
are  presented  to  the  children  as  pure  fun. 
In  the  winter  months  when  darkness 
comes  before  bedtime,  we  turn  off  the 
lights  and  the  children  seat  themselves  in 
the  center  of  the  floor.  We  give  them 
various  stunts  to  perform,  such  as  turn- 
ing on  or  off  the  radio;  finding  a  certain 
chair  and  moving  it;  going  to  various 
places  in  the  room  to  sing  or  recite.  Each 
child  returns  to  his  seat  before  the  next 
one's  turn.  Usually  we  end  with  a  few 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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CHILDREN'S  PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

I  will  do  no  act  that  might  endanger 
the  health  of  others. 

I  will  try  to  learn  and  practice  the 
rules  of  healthy  living. 

I  will  work  and  rest  and  play  at  the 
right  time  and  in  the  right  way,  so  that 
my  mind  will  be  strong  and  my  body 
healthy,  and  so  that  I  shall  lead  a  useful 
life  and  be  an  honor  to  my  parents,  to 
my  friends,  and  to  my  country. 

Helps  for  Tempeted  and  Tried 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
you  can't  know,  but  if  you  sow  you  will 
reap  a  harvest!  There  are  faithful  souls 
all  over  this  world,  hidden  away,  true 
to  God  and  His  Word;  and  they  are 
backing  you,  if  you  are  a  man  of  God,  a 
woman  of  God!  Elijah,  if  he  had  only 
known  it,  had  seven  thousand  that  were 
encouraged  by  his  faith  and  prayers,  by 
his  wonderful  victory  and  life,  and  were 
holding  on,  waiting  for  some  man  to 
come  and  lead  them  out  to  battle! 

But  here  is  the  prophet  of  God,  dis- 
couraged, hidden  in  a  cave!  The  Lord 
questioned,  "What  doest  thou  here?"  No 
doubt,  you  have  heard  God  speak  to  you, 
friend.  What  are  you  doing  in  your  cave 
of  discouragement?  You  say,  "I  meant 
all  right,  but  business  reverses  have 
come."  Oh,  come  out  of  your  cave!  That 
is  no  place  for  you!  Come  out!  The  God 
that  helped  you  in  the  past  can  help  you 
now.  If  you  accomplished  things  in  the 
past,  you  can  do  it  now!  God  is  still  on 
the  throne.  We  sing  it;  let  us  believe  it! 

What  are  you  doing  there,  wife,  in 
the  cave  of  despair?  Just  because  hus- 
band has  gone  to  the  ways  of  the  world, 
don't  give  up  the  family  altar!  Sing  the 
songs  of  Zion,  take  the  children  to  the 
house  of  God.  God  sees  and  knows  all 
about  you.  Cast  your  burden  upon  Him. 
The  Psalmist,  when  he  was  discouraged, 
cried  out  to  his  soul,  "Why  art  thou  cast 
down,  O  my  soul?  and  why  art  thou  dis- 
quieted within  me?  hope  thou  in  God; 
for  I  shall  yet  praise  him,  who  is  the 
health  of  my  countenance,  and  my  God!" 

What  are  you  doing  in  that  cave,  hus- 
band, father?  Why  are  you  hiding?  Set- 
ting an  example  of  cowardice.  Suppose 
you  have  no  encouragement  from  home, 
friend  or  shop!  Heaven  is  not  draped  in 
mourning!  God  has  not  lost  His  power  to 
hear  and  answer  prayer!  Hear  that  still, 
small  voice,  "Fear  not,  I  will  help  thee!" 
Encourage  yourself  in  God! 

What  is  the  matter  with  you,  man  of 
God,  preacher?  Don't  give  up  the  fight! 
Suppose  your  Board  refuses  to  go  the 
way  of  righteousness — fight  the  good 
fight  of  faith.  Suppose  you  are  sent  to 
"hard  scrabble  circuit";  the  Lord  who 
keeps  good  record  has  your  name  graven 
on  the  palm  of     His  hand!     God     who 


called  you  will  be  true  to  you.  The 
journey  is  not  very  long.  Only  tomor- 
row, and  then  you  will  hear  Him  say, 
"Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful  serv- 
ant .  .  .  enter  thou  into  the  joy  of  the 
Lord." 

God  said  to  Elijah,  "What  are  you  do- 
ing here?"  Elijah  thought,  verily,  he 
would  have  a  great  revival  after  his  vic- 
tory on  Mount  Carmel,  that  Israel  would 
turn  to  God.  But  Jezebel  had  gotten  af- 
ter him;  and,  weary,  discouraged — the 
cave!  God  spoke  to  him,  God  brought 
him  out,  and  God's  grace  and  power  were 
demonstrated  again  in  this  man's  life! 
Again  he  carried  the  message  with 
mighty  grace  and  courage.  Carried  on 
for  God! 

Oh,  the  cave  experience  may  come  to 
the  child  of  God — discouragement,  op- 
position from  the  devil,  accusation  by 
the  enemy — but  look  up.  God  still  lives! 
The  cave  is  not  the  hiding  place  for  you! 
You  can  walk  in  God's  brilliant  sun- 
shine and  the  glory  of  His  presence! 
Come  out  of  that  cave! — By  Meredith 
G.  Stanley  in  God's  Revivalist  and  Bible 
Advocate. 

SOCIAL  EVANGELISM 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

pocket  knife  will  be  used.  This  may  be 
played  in  two  different  ways.  One  way  is 
to  think  of  some  book  in  the  Bible  and 
then  try  to  slip  the  knife  carefully  be- 
tween the  pages  in  the  side  of  the  Bible 
where  that  book  is.  Another  way  is  to 
slip  the  knife  into  some  place  in  the 
Bible  and  then  guess  in  what  book  it  is. 
To  make  it  still  harder,  we  might  try 
asking  for  a  certain  chapter  in  some  book. 
WHERE  IS  IT? 

(1)  "Cast  thy  burden  upon  the  Lord, 
and  he  shall  sustain  thee:  he  shall  never 
suffer  the  righteous  to  be  moved."  (2) 
"I  am  the  true  vine,  and  my  Father  is 
the  husbandman."  (3)  "And  now  abid- 
eth  faith,  hope,  love,  these  three;  but  the 
greatest  of  these  is  love." 

Now  these  Bible  games  are  perhaps 
old  to  some  but  they  are  good  to  use  and 
answer  the  purpose  for  which  these 
gatherings  are  intended. 

Next  month  we  will  try  to  find  some 
more  suggestions  which  we  hope  will  help 
you  along  in  this  important  work.  Any 
one  who  may  have  something  good  along 
this  line  may  send  it  in  and  we  will 
publish  it  if  it  meets  our  approval. 

These  meetings  are  to  help  people  be- 
come better  acquainted.  The  success  of  a 
social  may  depend  upon  how  well  every- 
body is  acquainted.  Hence  a  get-ac- 
quainted game  is  always  in  order  for  any 
such  event. 

A  simple  way  to  do  this  is  to  label 
each  person  as  he  comes.  The  label  which 
will  be  pinned  on  him  will  contain  the 
entire  name  and  also  his  popular  name — 


that  by   which   he  is     most     commonly 
known. 

"Name  Writing"  can  be  used.  Give 
each  person  a  blank  sheet  of  paper  and 
a  pencil.  See  who  can  write  the  largest 
number  of  names  of  the  people  present, 
using  the  first  and  last  names,  without 
any  help. 

SOME  HELPS  YOU  MAY  NEED 

Buy  ten  cents  worth  of  typing  paper 
and  cut  in  4-inch  squares.  Ask  everybody 
to  donate  a  pencil  and  keep  them  in  box 
with  paper  squares  and  have  them  ready 
for  any  kind  of  contests  you  might  want 
to  have.  There  are  many  kinds  of  con- 
tests. Occasionally  have  a  historical  con- 
test asking  them  to  see  who  can  name 
the  largest  number  of  presidents  of  the 
United  States  or  the  largest  number  of 
rivers  in  the  world.  Make  out  a  list  of 
questions  along  other  lines.  This  will  be 
educational. 

May  God  bless  and  lead  you  in  a  way 
that  you  may  show  to  those  around  you 
that  social  life  can  be  made  a  blessing  to 
Christ's  kingdom.  Refreshments,  however 
simple,  give  a  happy  ending  to  your 
evening.  They  should  be  simple.  How- 
ever, we  should  not  feel  that  an  evening 
spent  in  this  way  is  incomplete  without 
refreshments. 

IN  MYSTERIOUS  WAYS 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
scurring  about   the  front     door  of      the 
house,   and   then  the   two  girls,  arm      in 
arm,  entered  the  room  where  James  was 
waiting. 

"Hello,  Mary,"  he  greeted,  arising. 
"Glad  to  see  you." 

"Not  as  glad  as  you'll  be  after  while," 
added  Phoebe,  archly.  James  looked 
puzzled.  "No?  Say,  what  are  you  girls 
trying  to  pull  on  me?  Everything  seems 
mysterious   this  evening." 

The  two  laughed  gayly.  "Just  you 
wait!"  they  cautioned. 

"I've  been  waiting  for  some  time — for 
you  to  continue  that  mysterious  tale  you 
were  telling  when  Mary  rang." 

"Oh,  yes*  **  let's  see,  where  was  I? 
Oh,  yes,  when  Mary  cut  the  cake,  she 
struck  something  and  it  proved  to  be  a 
tiny  box,  done  up  in  waxed  paper.  In- 
side the  box  was  a  note,  written  on  the 
typewriter,  which  stated  that  a  large 
piece  of  this  cake  was  to  be  given  to 
James  Benson  with  the  compliments  of 
the  donors!  Now  what  do  you  know 
about  that?  Were  we  mystified?  Well, 
rather!  But  we've  obeyed  instructions  to 
the  letter — and  Mary,  here,  has  brought 
your  piece  of  cake.  I  might  suggest  that 
it's  quite  large  enough  for  three,  and  if 
we  had   some  ice  cream  now,   we  could 

James  was  speechless.  Finally  he  man- 
aged  to  say,   "Well,   I   can't   understand 
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this!  Who  sent  the  cake?  Do  you  know?" 

The  girls  laughed  and  looked  at  each 
other.  A  muffled  noise  in  the  next  room 
drew  the  attention  of  all  thither.  Then 
suddenly  the  curtains  were  parted  and  to 
James'  astonishment,  his  own  classmates 
burst  into  the  room,  with  cries  of  "Hap- 
py birthday,  James,  old  top!"  "Many 
happy  returns!"  "Thanks  for  keeping  us 
out  of  jail!"  "Well,  why  don't  you  say 
something?" 

When  James  recovered  sufficiently 
from  this  series  of  surprises,  he  managed 
to  say,  "I'm — "I'm  so  glad,  boys!  But 
this   is   a   surprise!" 

"We  meant  it  to  be,  Jim,"  said  Frank, 
cordially.  "That's  if  you'll  forgive 
us  for  the  way  we've  been  mistreating 
you." 

"Sure  thing,  boys;  nothing  to  forgive. 
But  won't  you  tell  me  something  about 
all  these  mysteries  I've  been  hearing 
about?  I'm — I'm  just  about  puzzled 
dizzy." 

"Guess  we'll  all  have  to  tell  about  it. 
As  for  the  mysterious  cake  which  ar- 
rived, that  was  a  gift  from  us  chaps — 
a  sort  of  atonement  for  'what  might 
have  been,'  you  know!  We're  so  glad  you 
didn't  let  us  do  that  stunt,  James,  though 
we  didn't  realize  that  it  was  downright 
robbery,  when  you  told  us  it  was!" 

Mary  looked  surprised,  "What  are  you 
boys  talking  about?"  she  demanded. 

"You  see,  Mary  never  knew  what 
might  have  happened — to  her  ice  cream," 
Frank  continued,  rather  sheepishly. 

"But  how  in  the  world  did  you  happen 
to  change  your  minds,  boys?"  James 
could  not  help  asking,  though  within  his 
heart  he  was  thanking  his  Friend  that  in 
some  way  his  prayer  had  been  answered. 

The  boys  hesitated.  Finally,  Harry 
Markel  spoke  up.  "I  wasn't  eaves-drop- 
ping, Jim,  honest  I  wasn't!  I  didn't  even 
know  you  were  near  me  that  day  out  in 
the  woods,  and — " 

It  began  to  dawn  upon  James  now,  and 
though  somewhat  confused,  he  feit 
grateful  to  God  that  his  prayer  had  been 
answered  so  wonderfully. 

By  this  time  the  girls  demanded  to 
know  the  details,  and,  little  by  little,  the 
boys  told  it,  Harry  telling  how  he  had 
been  lying  in  the  woods  asleep;  how  he 
had  been  awakened  by  James'  earnest 
voice,  very  near  him,  in  prayer;  how  he 
had  been  too  ashamed  to  move,  and  James 
had  not  observed  his  presence;  how  he 
had  told  the  others,  and  they  had  all 
realized  the  sinfulness  of  stealing  Mary's 
ice  cream. 

"So  we  agreed  to  buy  a  cake  for  her 
and  put  it  on  the  doorstep;  but  couldn't 
leave  you  out,  Jim — and  that's  how  you 
came  to  taste  the  cake." 

"But  you  can  keep  that  piece  until 
later,  because  if  you'll  look  on  your 
porch,    after   while,    you'll    find    a   whole 


freezer  of  ice  cream  just  like  the  juniors 
had — and  a  cake  to  match  this  sample!" 
Which  was  the  beginning  of  the  hap- 
piest birthday  James  ever  had! — Chester 
E.  Shuler,  in  Council  Fires. 

TREASURED     GLEANINGS 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
and  the  day  before." 

"Oh,"  ejaculated  the  man,  "I  didn't 
mean  I  had  stopped  the  paper!  I  stopped 
my  copy  of  it,  because  I  didn't  like  your 
editorials." 

"Oh,  is  that  all?  It  wasn't  worth  tak- 
ing my  time  to  tell  me  such  a  trifle  as 
that." 

We  may  think,  if  we  don't  like  God's 
plan  or  take  His  views,  that  if  we  with- 
draw ourselves  it  is  all  going  to  cease; 
but  "of  the  increase  of  His  government 
snd  peace  there  shall  be  no  end." — Tlx 
Elim  Evangel. 

EDITOR'S    MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
'til  tomorrow  when  the  call  comes.  Now 
is  the  accepted  time,  now  is  the  day  of 
salvation. 

In  taking  your  stand  for  God,  in  this 
world  of  unbelief,  you  need  to  carry  that 
spirit  of  humility  and  sweetness  instead 
of  bigotry  and  a  determination  to  make 
everybody  see  as  you  do.  The  world 
must  see  the  Christ  spirit  in  you.  They 
are  tired  of  professing  and  not  possess- 
ing. Our  "better  than  thou"  attitude 
will  not  win.  In  other  words,  if  Christ 
is  in  you  there  will  be  none  of  that,  but 
rather  a  feeling  of  humility  and  un- 
worthiness. 

May  I  ask  the  question,  What  are  you 
rowing  for?  It  would  not  be  hard  for 
a  man  to  row  up  stream  if  he  knew  at 
the  end  of  the  journey  there  would  be  a 
pot  of  gold  waiting  for  him.  Oh  no.  His 
hands  could  be  calloused  and  his  strength 
almost  gone  but  he  would  row  on,  on, 
on.  The  perspiration  could  pour  from  his 
body  but  that  would  not  matter,  he  is 
after  the  pot  of  gold.  Is  it  possible  that 
man  would  value  a  pot  of  gold  more  than 
a  home  in  that  beautiful  city?  Let  us 
see  to  what  kind  of  a  place  we  are  going. 
We  are  going  to  a  place  where  there  is 
no  sickness,  no  sorrow,  no  dying,  there 
will  be  no  more  pain,  there  our  tears  will 
all  be  wiped  away.  If  your  hands  are  tired 
and  the  rowing  is  hard,  turn  to  Rev.  21 
and  22  and  get  a  glimpse  of  where  you 
are  going. 

Then  you  are  rowing  to  rescue  others 
and  take  them  to  that  beautiful  city. 
Those  of  us  who  have  been  listening  late- 
ly to  the  radio  messages  during  the  terri- 
ble floods,  have  heard  the  constant  call, 
"Go  to  certain  sections  of  the  city  with 
a  boat  to  rescue  a  company  of  people." 
They  were  in  trouble  and  needed  help. 
Oh,  the  millions  today  who  are  needing 


help.  Our  little  boats  must  go  to  their 
rescue.  They  are  drowning,  perishing.  If 
we  grow  tired  of  the  way,  tired  of  the 
struggle  and  give  up;  yes,  if  we  turn 
our  little  boat  to  drift  with  the  tide,  we 
will  go  over  the  precipice  and  will  be 
the   cause  of  others   going  also. 

Come  on,  boys  and  girls,  and  let  us 
take  new  courage,  and  let  the  sailing  be 
rough  or  smooth,  we  will  sail  on,  and  on, 
and  on.  If  there  are  those  who  will  read 
this  message,  who  have  already  turned 
your  little  boat  down  stream,  and  are 
drifting  with  the  tide,  will  you  not  turn 
back  and  row  away  from  that  great  pre- 
cipice to  which  you  are  going?  Be  de- 
termined to  go  all  the  way  with  Jesus,  let 
come  what  may.  Your  friends  will  wel- 
come you  and  the  angels  in  heaven  will 
have  a  great  time  rejoicing. 
Stand  firm  by  the  colors  of  manhood, 

And  you  will  o'ercome  in  the  fight. 
"The  right"  be  your  battle  cry  ever 

In  waging  the  warfare  of  life; 
And  God,  who  knows  who  are  the  heroes, 

Will   give  you   the  strength     for      the 
strife. — Author  unknown. 

THE  INNER   CIRCLE  PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
"Be  still,  and  know  that  I  am  God." 
We  can  neither  know  ourselves  nor 
God's  will  for  us  if  we  rush  madly 
through  the  days.  The  reason  some  men 
never  hear  the  voice  of  God  is 
that  they  never  stop  to  listen  and 
God  is  that  they  never  stop  to  listen  and 
get  a  radio  message  the  wave  lengths  of 
the  receiving  station  must  be  the  same 
as  those  of  the  station  which  sends  out 
the  message.  The  electric  wires  can  give 
out  light  and  power  only  when  con- 
nected with  the  dynamo.  To  hear  God's 
voice  we  must  put  our  lives  in  harmony 
with  His  and  keep  in  touch  with  Him. 
To  sit  quietly  before  God  a  few  minutes 
each  day,  studying  His  Word,  asking  His 
guidance,  and  waiting  for  His  answer 
will  clarify  the  thinking,  purge  the  heart 
of  unworthy  motives,  and  open  the 
channels  through  which  the  Spirit  may 
reveal  His  will.  (Chapter  2  continued  in 
next  issue.) 

Father's  and  Mother's  Page 

minutes  of  hide-and-go-seek  in  the  dark. 
The  one  who  is  "it"  locates  the  others 
by  calling  their  names.  The  one  called 
must  answer  softly  and  must  not  movt 
until  he  is  found  by  hearing  and  touch 
alone. 

COOKY  GAME 
Mother,  be  sure  to  bake  some  cookies 
for  this  occasion  and  let  the  last  game 
be  finding  cookies.  Hide  them  about  the 
house  and  see  who  finds  the  most.  After 
they  have  all  been  found  divide  them 
equally   among   the   children. 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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A  Plea  for  the    Prodigal    Girl 

I  have  read  of  the  death  of  martyrs 

The  story  of  Peter  and  Paul, 

The  story  of  Luther  and  Calvin, 

I  respect  and  honor  them  all. 

And  also  old  Thomas  and  Stephen, 

Honest   and   faithful   men. 

And  I've  read  the  sweet  story  of  Jesus 

And  expect  to  read  it  again. 

I've  read  of  the  good  Samaritan; 

Of  charity?  lesson  begun, 

And  my  heart  goes  out  in  great  pity 

To   the   wayward,    prodigal    son. 

All  are  so  glad  to  welcome  him 

So  quick   to  forget  and   forgive, 

It  makes  no  difference  what  he  has  done, 

If  he  only  comes  back   to   live, 

They  have  always  prayed  for  the  prodigal 

boy. 
Since  ever  the  world  begun, 
The  joy,  the  glory,  forgiveness, 
Of  the   returning   wayward   son. 

But  poets  seem  to  forget  to  write 
Of  the  saddest   thing  in   the   world, 
They  are  not  so  eager  to  welcome  back 
The  poor,  little  prodigal  girl. 
Just  why  she  has  turned  out  crooked — 
She  happened  to  find  the  right  one, 
Who  had  the  slick  tongue  of  a  Judas — 
And   that  was  your  prodigal  son. 
Though  the  boy  is  upheld  and  forgiven 
It  is  common   all   over  the  world; 
That  you  scornfully  point  out  for  gossip 
The   poor,   little  prodigal   girl. 
There  is  nothing  so   truly  pathetic 
As  the  life  of  the  maidens  who  fall. 
And  if  you  search  down  to  the  bottom 
You  will  find  man  the  cause  of  it  all. 
But  he  is  led  back  in  society, 
And  nursed  with  the  tenderest   care; 
Held  up  to  the  world  as  a  hero 
And  mentioned  in  fervent  prayer. 
While  she  is  cast  out  from  her  loved  ones, 
Out  in  the  hard,   cruel  world; 
And  everyone  points  out  and  scorns  her, 
The  poor   little   prod-gal    girl. 
Now,  as  has  been  said  quite  often 
And  we  will  repeat  it  again, 
That   the  lowest  of   fallen   women 
Are  better  than  some  of  the  men. 

— Sent  in  by  Mrs.  Clyde  Walters. 

STRANGER  THAN 

FICTION 

By  Keith  L.  Brooks 
It  was  the  writer's  privilege  recently 
to  entertain  in  his  home  a  Christian  lady 
who  was,  many  years  ago,  a  dear  friend 
of  his  family,  then  living  in  New  York 
State.  Sitting  by  our  fireside,  she  related 


a  thrilling  story  out  of  her  own  experi- 
ence, proving  once  more  the  marvelous, 
Divine  vitality  in  the  Word  of  God  when 
sown  in  hungry  hearts,  even  by  the  un- 
trained worker. 

Thirty  years  ago,  our  friend,  as  a 
young  lady,  clerked  in  a  millinery  store 
in  our  home  town.  Among  the  customers 
who  came  to  the  store  was  a  notorious 
woman  who  conducted  a  house  of  ill- 
fame  in  a  section  of  the  town  known  as 
"the  flats."  No  self-respecting  citizen 
would  speak  to  "old  Em  Putnam"  if  he 
could  avoid  it.  One  day  this  woman 
visited  the  store,  bringing  with  her  a 
strikingly  beautiful  girl  of  sixteen  or 
seventeen.  The  clerks  of  the  store  re- 
marked upon  the  pity  of  the  situation, 
that  some  mother's  beautiful  daughter 
should  thus  have  been  brought  down  to  a 
life  of  shame,  even  to  becoming  an  in- 
mate of  Em  Putnam's  joint. 

Our  frier. d,  who  was  a  member  of  the 
Methodist  Church  and  a  very  sincere 
young  Christian,  became  greatly  bur- 
dened for  this  attractive  girl.  She  had 
never  tried  to  do  personal  work.  Never 
had  she  prayed  aloud,  and  it  was  very 
little  that  she  knew  about  her  Bible,  but 
somehow  a  great  burden  was  laid  upon 
her  to  win  this  girl.  She  prayed  that  God 
would  give  her  an  opportunity  to  get 
close  to  this  wandering  soul. 

At  last  one  day  the  girl  came  into  the 
store  alone.  Our  friend  hastened  to  wait 
upon  her,  and  when  the  service  had  been 
rendered,  she  placed  her  arm  about  the 
girl  whom  she  had  come  to  know  as 
"Rose"  and  asked  her  if  she  might  speak 
with  her  alone  a  moment  in  the  work- 
room at  the  rear  of  the  store.  Rose  fol- 
lowed her  to  the  little  room,  and  as  tears 
wel.ed  up  into  our  friend's  eyes  she  said, 
"Rose,  I  have  been  thinking  much  about 
you,  and  I  wonder  if  you  would  tell 
me  how  you  came  to  be  a  friend  of  Em- 
ma Putnam." 

The  girl  seemed  to  be  drawn  to  our 
friend  and  unhesitatingly  told  her  story. 
Her  father  had  passed  away.  She  had 
differed  with  her  mother  and  left  home. 
A  young  man  had  brought  her  to  the 
town  and  taken  her  to  Emma's  house.  It 
was  the  only  way  she  could  get  a  living. 

Our  friend  pleaded  with  her  to  give 
her  heart  to  Christ.  "What  a  power  for 
good  a  beautiful  girl  like  you  could  be  in 
the  world!"  she  said.  A  lump  seemed  to 
come  in  the  girl's  throat,  and  as  she 
pulled  away,  our  friend  said,  "Won't  you 
please  come  in  to-morrow  afternoon  and 
let  me    talk     with     you     again?"     She 


promised  that  she  would. 

That  night  our  friend  prayed  much  for 
Divine  guidance,  and  besought  the  Lord 
to  compel  Rose  to  come  back  the  follow- 
ing day.  Almost  to  her  surprise,  Rose 
walked  into  the  store  promptly  at  four 
o'clock.  They  went  into  the  little  back 
room.  Our  friend  opened  her  Bible  and 
read  several  passages  of  Scripture,  then 
asked  Rose  if  she  would  kneel  in  prayer 
with  her.  She  gave  her  consent  and 
found  our  friend's  arms  about  her  as  she 
poured  out  her  heart  to  God,  asking  that 
Rose  might  be  saved  from  this  life  of 
shame.  Tears  streamed  down  the  faces 
of  both  girls  as  Rose  tried  to  mumble  a 
few  words  of  prayer.  She  arose  from  her 
knees  and  without  another  word  left  the 
store.  Our  friend  never  saw  nor  heard 
from  her  again. 

A  short  time  later,  the  town  was 
startled  by  the  news  that  Fred  Goodrich, 
popular  clerk  in  one  of  the  drug  stores 
of  the  town,  had  suddenly  married  Em- 
ma Putnam  and  the  two  disappeared 
from  town.  The  house  on  the  flats  had 
been  closed.  None  knew  where  the  couple 
had  gone. 

"Thirty  years  have  passed  away,"  said 
our  friend.  "I  was  back  in  the  old  town 
and  an  old-time  friend  was  showing  me 
about  over  familiar  scenes.  One  day  we 
were  driving  on  a  country  highway, 
when  we  came  to  a  squad  of  workmen 
engaged  in  repairing  the  road.  Suddenly 
the  driver  said:  'Look — that  man  yonder 
looks  like  Fred  Goodrich.  He  hasn't  been 
seen  in  these  parts  for  years'!" 

He  pulled  his  car  to  the  side  of  the 
road,  got  out  and  went  over  to  the  gang 
cf  workmen.  To  be  sure,  it  was  Good- 
rich himself.  The  two  greeted  warmly. 
"But  how  do  you  come  to  be  working 
here,  Fred?"  asked  his  friend. 

"I  laid  away  my  precious  wife  just  a 
few  months  ago,"  answered  Fred,  as  the 
tears  came  to  his  eyes.  "She  was  the  most 
wonderful  Christian  wife  any  man  ever 
had,"  he  went  on  as  tears  rained  down  his 
tanned  cheeks.  "It  has  been  a  terrible 
blow  to  me.  I  gave  up  business,  thinking 
that  work  out  in  the  open  would  help 
me  get  a  grip  on  myself." 

"You  don't  mean  Emma  Putnam?" 
queried  the  other. 

"Yes,  I  do,  Bill,"  answered  Fred. 

"Fred,  old  man,  would  you  mind  tell- 
ing me  how  you  two  happened  to  get 
married  and  skip  town — and  how  Em 
Putnam  could  be  to  you  what  you  say 
she  has  been?" 

They  sat  down  upon  a  stone  pile  at  the 
side  of  the  road  as  Fred  told  the  story. 
"One  night,"  he  said,  "I  went  down  to 
the  old  joint  and  when  I  found  Em,  to 
my  surprise,  she  was  crying  like  her  heart 
would  break.  I  never  saw  her  like  that 
before  and  I  said,  'What's  the  matter, 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Your  24-page  issue  is  wonderful.  They 
were  easier  sold  this  month  than  ever  be- 
fore. —  A  Lighted  Pathway  booster, 
Frank  Black,  Union,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  have  been  using  your  precious  pa- 
per for  our  programs.  God  uses  our 
young  people  in  bringing  out  many 
points  that  benefit  both  young  and  old. 
Then  those  poems  really  have  a  message 
in  them. 

So  now  you  can  put  my  name  on 
the  list  of  Gideons  and  send  me  a  roll 
every  month.  Three  of  us  have  been  get- 
ting the  paper  and  enjoying  it  from 
month  to  month. — Mrs.  Clara  Koshe- 
witz,  Markleysburg,  Pa. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  sure  did  enjoy  the  January  edition. 
When  I  read  it  something  seemed  to  surge 
my  being  and  I  had  to  weep  for  joy.  It 
certainly  is  a  wonderful  paper. 

We  have  a  nice  Y.  P.  E.  here  in  Port- 
land. We  have  some  very  nice  programs. 
Do  pray  for  us  that  we  will  keep  on  the 
firing  line  and  that  we  will  let  our  light 
shine  out  before  this  sin-cursed  world  so 
that  they  will  see  that  we  have  some- 
thing in  our  hearts  that  is  real. 

I  am  glad  because  I  found  Jesus  to  be 
a  real  friend  to  me.  I  am  for  the  twen- 
ty-four-page paper  and  I  will  do  my  best 
to  help  to  keep  it. — Gladys  M.  Ryon, 
Portland,  Maine. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  our  Savior's  name!  I  was 
just  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway  book 
that  I  had  purchased  at  the  Assembly 
last  year.  While  sitting  here  reading  your 
messages  and  other  good  articles  of  value, 
my  soul  began  to  cry  out  to  God  for  a 
deeper  consecration.  Your  good  advice 
through  this  printed  paper  is  a  great 
value  to  me.  Often  while  reading  it  my 
ambition  is  revived  to  better  and  greater 
service  for  God.  So  I  hope  you  are  en- 
couraged. I  realize  that  you  have  a  great 
responsibility.  I  am  for  you!  My  prayers 
are  for  you!  You  have  a  great  host  of 
young  people  ready  to  push  you  forward. 

The  Y.  P.  E.  is  a  great  booster  to  me. 
It  invites  me  to  step  out  on  the  promises 
of  God  and  work!  Time  is  so  short.  Souls 
are  perishing  under  the  billows  of  sin.  I 
am  studying  and  reading  every  good 
book  and  piece  of  literature  I  can  find, 
books  that  will  help  me  to  be  promoted 
to  a  higher  realm   in   God.  Every  one  of 


us  is  making  a  record.  I  am  striving  to 
make  mine  for  God's  glory  and  to  bene- 
fit lost  humanity! 

I  am  only  nineteen  years  old  but  I  am 
glad  Jesus  has  won  my  admiration.  I  was 
greatly  encouraged  at  the  last  Assembly. 
My  zeal  was  revived  so  now  I  am  preach- 
ing the  Gospel.  I  am  satisfied  with  what 
Jesus  has  to  offer  us,  far  better  than 
what  Satan  offers!  Anyway  I  love  Him 
and  whatever  He  wants  me  to  do,  I  am 
for  it. — Stanley  Prescott,  Memphis,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  Master's  name.  I  do 
praise  and  magnify  the  Lord  Jesus  for 
His  wonderful  love  and  for  real  victory 
and  sweet  peace  in  my  soul  which  He, 
alone,  giveth. 

I  cannot  find  words  to  tell  how  much 
the  "Lighted  Pathway"  means  to  me. 
I'm  sure  that  it  is  very  helpful  and  up- 
lifting to  all  who  read  it,  both  young  and 
old. 

Please  pray  for  us  here.  May  God  bless, 
keep,  and  strengthen  you  in  your  work  is 
my  prayer. — David  Wells,  Columbus,  O. 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

I  really  enjoy  the  good  Lighted  Path- 
way. It's  such  a  good,  spiritual  paper  for 
the  young  people.  I  do  pray  that  God 
will  stir  the  young  people  here  and  help 
us  to  carry  on  for  Jesus. 

Pray  for  us  here  that  we  can  be  in 
service  again  soon. — Louise  Quarles,  Bur- 
dette,  Ark. 

Greetings   in   Jesus'   Sweet   Name: 

We  have  a  fine  group  of  young  people 
who  are  interested  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  and 
through  prayer  and  the  help  of  God  we 
expect  to  put  our  Y.  P.  E.  across  for°the 
Lord. 

As  for  myself  being  a  Gideon  of  our 
faithful  few,  I  wish  to  say  that  I  am  in 
this  work  with  all  my  heart.  Pray  for  us 
that  we  may  let  God  rule  in  our  services 
and  live  closer  each  day  to  Him. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  in  your  work 
is  our  prayers.  Pray  for  us,  we  need  your 
prayers. — Charles  D.  Toms,  Lost  Creek, 
W.  Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I,  as  corresponding  secretary  would 
like  to  sound  a  note  of  praise  for  our 
Y.  P.  E.  at  Union,  S.  C.  We  surely  have 
a  band  of  Willing  Workers  and  a  very 
wonderful  president  who  is  spiritually 
able  to  lead  the  young  people  on  to  vic- 
tory. 

We  have  two  groups  and  it's  very  hard 


to  tell  which  program  the  Lord  blesse; 
most — although  quite  a  number  are  sin- 
ners— but  by  the  prayers  of  the  saints 
being  answered  and  helps  from  th< 
Lighted  Pathway,  our  hopes  are  thai 
many  will  be  saved,  sanctified,  filled  with 
the  Holy  Ghost  and  made  ready  for  Je- 
sus' soon  coming.  He  is  soon  coming  foij 
the  Word  says  in  the  last  days  perilous 
times  will  come  and  we  all  can  see  that! 
these  times  are  here.  Pray  much  for  our 
Y.  P.  E.  that  we  will  rise  and  shine  for 
Jesus. — Mrs.  V.  M.  Sanford,  Buffalo,  S.I 
C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  had  the  program,  "The  Value  of  a 
Single  Soul,"  on  Sunday  night.  Our  pas- 
tor being  the  State  Superintendent,  he 
had  to  be  away  over  Sunday,  so  we  had 
our  Y.  P.  E.  program  at  7:30  instead  of 
6:30,  and  it  was  wonderful.  The  Lord 
really  did  bless  us.  The  altar  call  found 
about  all  present  at  the  altar  for  a 
deeper  consecration.  Some  were  slain  un- 
der the  power.  Everyone  enjoyed  it  and 
we  all  want  more  such  programs.  It 
seemed  to  arouse  the  interest  in  all  the 
church.  We  hope  for  more  programs  in 
our  Lighted  Pathway.  —  Eva  Martin, 
Ephrata,  Pa. 

::-  «•  * 

Brother  Joe  McCoy,  Y.  P.  E.  superin- 
tendent of  Georgia,  writes: 

"The  state  that  wins  the  National 
Banner  over  Georgia  this  year  is  going 
to  have  to  push  on,  because,  we,  the 
young  people  of  Georgia,  have  a  mind  to 
work." 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  reading  your  paper  just 
when  I  could  borrow  one  but  I  find  it 
such  a  soul-feeding  paper  until  I  can't 
do  without  it  any  longer.  May  the  Lord 
bless  you  in  every  way.  Remember  me 
in  your  prayers. — Mrs.  S.  D.  Walker, 
Rayville,  La. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Please  send  me  a  roll  of  February 
Lighted  Pathways.  Your  programs  for 
January  were  grand. 

I  am  group  captain  of  the  Blue  side 
and  I  gave  the  New  Year  play,  also  the 
play,  "The  Value  of  a  Single  Soul,"  and 
everyone  enjoyed   them  so  much. 

We  have  a  wonderful  Y.  P.  E.  On 
Sunday  night  we  have  around  forty-five 
or  fifty  fine  young  folks.  Many  of  them 
have  wonderful  talents  and  they  use 
them  for  the  Lord's  work.  I  wish  it  were 
possible  for  you  to  visit  with  us  some- 
time. The  services  we  have  inspire  me 
to  go  onward.  Three  of  our  Y.  P.  E. 
members  were  saved  last  week  and  one 
was  sanctified  Sunday  morning.  Truly 
the  Lord  is  getting  us  ready  for  that 
Great   Day.      I   can't   praise   the   Lighted 
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Pathway    enough    for    such    a    blessing    it 
is  to  our  Y.  P.  E. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  in  your  ef- 
forts to  help  the  young  folks. — Bessie 
Moore,  High  Point,  N.  C. 

Perplexing   Problem 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  have  a  young  married  woman  in 
our  Y.  P.  E.  that  at  one  time  had  the 
blessing  and  was  a  member  of  the 
Church  of  God,  but  is  now  a  backslider 
and  out  of  the  Church.  But  it  seems  now 
she  is  quite  interested  in  the  Y.  P.  E.  and 
always  anxious  to  take  a  part  and  do 
whatever  she  can  to  help  out,  so  the  last 
Y.  P.  E.  night  I  asked  her  if  she  would 
take  the  next  Topic  and  act  as  leader. 
Some  seemed  to  think  it  was  all  right  and 
some  didn't.  If  we  don't  show  our  love 
and  give  them  a  chance,  how  can  we 
ever  win  them  back  to  the  Lord?  Please 
explain  in  the  next  issue  and  tell  me  what 
to  do.  I  love  the  girl  and  long  to  see  her 
back  to  the  Lord. 

I  will  look  for  your  advice  in  the  next 
issue. — An   interested   Y.   P.   E.   worker. 

Dear  Sister: 

I  think  your  attitude  is  all  right.  I 
remember  one  young  woman  who  was 
not  saved,  who  took  charge  of  the  pro- 
gram in  a  certain  church,  and  was  made 
to  realize  her  need  of  Christ  in  her  life, 
through  leading  a  meeting.  Of  course, 
any  one  who  is  living  a  life  of  open  sin 
should  not  lead,  but  a  good  moral  boy 
or  girl  who  does  not  belong  to  the 
church  or  profess  salvation  may  be 
brought  to  Christ  in  this  way.  Those  in 
charge  of  the  work  should  be  able  to 
make  the  decision  along  this  line,  as  to 
who  is  suitable  for  leaders.  Sometimes 
young  people  who  belong  to  other 
churches  attend  your  services,  they 
should  be  made  to  feel  at  home,  and  you 
should  invite  them  to  lead  and  take  part 
with  you. — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

As  I  attempt  to  write  you  this  morn- 
ing there  is  a  note  of  praise  in  my  heart 
to  our  precious  Savior  for  our  Y.  P.  E. 
at  Wilcoe  which  was  recently  organized 
by  our  district  superintendent,  beginning 
with  thirty-two  members.  And  just  a 
word  in  regard  to  our  president,  I  be- 
lieve if  we  had  looked  the  world  over 
we  could  not  have  found  any  better.  I 
have  to  say  she  is  one  of  the  best. 

Please  send  me  a  roll  of  the  Lighted 
Pathways  as  we  do  not  feel  we  could  do 
justice  to  our  work  without  the  help  of 
this  dear  little  paper. — Gladys  Shatley, 
Wilcoe,  W.  Va. 

Note:  Gladys  is  both  a  Gideon  and  a 
worker  in  our  subscription  contest  for 
five  hundred  subscriptions.  We  want 
more   like  her. — Editor. 


Greetings  in  Jesus'  dear  name: 

I  want  to  sound  a  note  of  praise  for 
the  Lighted  Pathway  and  the  great  work 
you  are  doing.  We  surely  do  enjoy  read- 
ing the  paper  and  I  think  the  February 
issue  is  the  best  we  have  ever  read. 

Our  children  enjoy  the  paper  so  much. 
The  eldest  said  today,  "If  they  were  paid 
enough  money,  would  they  make  a  daily 
paper  out  of  it?" 

I  just  want  you  to  know  we  people 
over  here  in  this  part  of  Mississippi  en- 
joy the  Lighted  Pathway. 

We  also  use  the  programs  for  our  Y. 
P.  E.  I  am  group  captain  No.  1  and  any 
time  you  could  give  me  suggestions  in 
this  work  it  will  be  greatly  appreciated. 

I  have  the  young  people  on  my  heart 
and  it  is  my  desire  to  keep  winning  souls 
for  Him,  who  died  on  the  cross  to  save 
the  world  from  sin.  We  want  to  do  more 
to  help  with  this  paper  too. 

God  bless  you  and  give  you  health  and 
strength  to  work  for  Him  is  my  prayer. 
— Mrs.  T.  H.  Williams,  Charleston,  Miss. 

Dear  Editor: 

Just  a  few  words  in  regard  to  our  Y. 
P.  E.  We  are  very  proud  of  our  Y.  P.  E. 
at  Blue  Diamond,  God  surely  is  blessing 
us.  It  seems  as  if  everybody  is  so  willing 
to  work. 

In  May,  1936,  Brother  McCoy  came 
here  and  organized  this  Y.  P.  E.  and  God 
has  blessed  wonderfully  since  that  time. 
We  praise  Him  for  young  people  who 
will  work,  as  well  as  the  older  folks,  who 
work  with  us. 

W?  arc  surely  proud  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  It  is  a  wonderful  little  paper. 
It  is  food  to  our  souls.  The  people  in  this 
community  think  it  is  wonderful  too. 
When  a  roll  comes  in  it  can  be  sold  in 
one  day. 

Please  pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  that  it 
may  grow  in  number  and  in  strength 
and  that  we  may  go  over  the  top  for  the 
Lord. — Helen  Begley,  Blue  Diamond,  Ky. 

Be  the  Wise  Virgin 

Behold   the   bridegroom   cometh, 

Ten   virgins   heard   the   cry; 
But  oh!  the  five  were  foolish 

Their  oil  had  all  run  dry. 

The  foolish  said,   "Give  us  some  oil, 
Our  lights  have  all  gone  out;" 

"Nay,   there's  not  enough,   go  buy  some 
oil," 
The  wise  said  with  a  shout. 

The  foolish  went  to  buy  some  oil, 

And   while   they   went    the   bridegroom 
came; 
The  wise  went  in,  the  door  was  shut, 
The  others  came  back  and  called  His 
name. 

"I  know  you  not,"  the  bridegroom  said, 
"You  should  have  been  ready  too; 


Had  you  been  ready  when  I  came  by, 
I  would  have  let  you  through." 

The   bridegroom  here    is  Jesus. 

The   virgins   are   the  redeemed; 
The  wise  ones  had  the  Holy  Ghost, 

The  others  were  only  washed  clean. 

This  is  a  lesson  for  us  all 

Whoever  you  may  be, 
Whether  you  be  great  or  small 

This  is  surely  meant  for  thee. 

Do  not  neglect  the  Holy  Ghost, 

Make  Him  yours  today; 
Give  Him  a  place  in  your  heart  to  reign 

Don't  tell  Him   to  go  away. 

If  you  are  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost 

When  Jesus  comes  again, 
He'll   carry   you   to   the   marriage      with 
Him, 

And  with  Him  you  shall  reign. 

— Miss  Margaret  Lewis,  Cambridge,  Md. 
*    •::    * 

Special  Notice 

Our  five  hundred  subscription  contest  is 
moving  slowly.  It  would  be  easy  for  some 
Y.  P.  E.  or  church  to  win  one  of  these 
prizes.  $2  5.00  goes  to  the  one  who  sends 
the  largest  number  in  the  five  hundred 
subscriptions;  $15.00  for  second  largest 
number;  $10.00  for  the  third  largest 
number.  We  have  less  than  one  hundred 
subscriptions  now  in  this  r«««-est  so  vou 
can  see  you  have  a  fine  chance  to  win. 
Eleven  contestants  have  up  to  this  time 
enrolled. 

193  6  Bound  Lighted 
Pathways 

They  are  now  ready.  Every  home 
should  have  one.  Some  have  been  asking 
for  them.  You  will  be  able  to  pass  away 
many  hours  with  the  good  reading  ma- 
terial in  this  book.  Your  children  will  en- 
joy it  and  will  be  blessed  and  inspired  by 
its  pages.  Price  5  0c.  Address  the  Lighted 
Pathway,   Cleveland,   Tenn. 

Silver  Lining 

Come  on,  young  people,  and  earn 
$15.00  by  selling  100  Silver  Linings.  You 
order  them  and  sell  them  at  2  5c  each. 
Send  us  $10.00  in  thirty  days.  You  can 
divide  them  among  your  people  and  let 
your  whole  church  help  in  selling  them. 
Please  have  your  pastor  recommend  you 
when  you  send  for  the  books.  Send  or- 
der to  Alda  B.  Harrison,  Cleveland, 
Tenn. 

If  one  takes  the  trouble  to  visit  the 
news  stands  and  see  the  many  magazines 
that  are  being  published,  boasting,  as  sev- 
eral of  them  do,  of  millions  of  copies  cir- 
culation each  week  or  each  month,  one 
can  gain  an  idea  of  what  many  people 
are  reading. 
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"THE   REFORMATION" 

By  Cecil  Truesdeltl 
(Dates)  From  a  purely  ecclesiastical 
viewpoint  we  consider  the  time  of  the 
reformation  from  Luther  to  the  post- 
colonization  days  of  America.  Mission 
students  date  it  from  Luther  (1517)  to 
the    Halle    missionaries,    1650. 

(Name)  The  period  immediately  fol- 
lowing the  Middle  Ages  is  termed,  "The 
period  of  Reformation,"  because  it  marks 
the  important  religious  movement  in 
western  Christendom,  beginning  early  in 
the  sixteenth  century  and  resulting  in  the 
"throwing  off"  of  the  Catholic  or  uni- 
versal church  and  the  formation  of  the 
various  Protestant  churches  by  individuals 
and  groups. 

(Causes)  No  scholar  would  attempt  to 
distinguish  any  one  direct  cause  for  the 
reformation,  but  a  score  of  indirect  ones 
could  be  pointed  out.  We  name  the  fol- 
lowing which,  possibly,  are  most  promi- 
nent: 

In  A.  D.  39  5,  the  Roman  empire  was 
separated  into  the  Eastern  or  Greek  em- 
pire with  Constantinople  as  capital,  and 
the  Western  or  Latin  empire  with  capi- 
tal at  Rome.  You  studied  last  month 
now  Rome  was  conquered  by  barbarian 
tribes  in  the  fifth  century.  These  tribes, 
though  conquered  by  the  Christian  faith, 
were  rot  interested  in  intellectual  things, 
and  coupled  with  the  astounding  evi- 
dence that  the  church  desired  to  hold 
them  in  gross  ignorance.  This  conse- 
quently, caused  the  Western  empire  to 
decline  in  learning  and  culture  in  the 
few   medieval   centuries   that   followed. 

Not  so  with  the  Eastern  empire.  The 
philosophy,  poetry,  artistic  handiwork, 
and  steady  commercial  relations  with 
other  countries  had  been  kept  alive,  and 
the  luster  and  glory  of  old  Greece  pre- 
dominated. But  in  1453  Constantinople 
fell  before  the  onslaught  of  fanatical 
Moslem  Turks,  causing  a  dispersion  of  the 
learned  scholars,  who  had  made  the  Eas- 
tern empire  famous,  throughout  the 
Western  empire  and  especially  in  Italy. 
This  was  the  beginning  of  the  Renais- 
sance, or  new  awakening.  Serfs  and  peas- 
ants became  conscious  of  the  fact  that 
they  were  regarded  as  little  more  than  the 
animals  with  which  they  tilled  the  soil 
by  the  noblemen  and  church,  and  their 
souls  responded  to  the  fascinating  beauty 
of  art  and  poetry,  and  culture  in  its 
various  forms. 

Their  human  intellect  also  became 
awakened  to  the  fact  that  they  were 
poverty-stricken  subjects  of  selfish  noble- 
men   and    an   ecclesiastical    system    which 


had  amassed  and  become  lazy  at  their 
expense.  Justice  demanded  a  more  demo- 
cratic plane  of  living  than  this,  and 
slowly  at  first,  but  with  more  momen- 
tum at  last,  the  "poorfolk,"  began  to 
shake  off  the  shackles  of  bondage  in  dif- 
ferent ways.  One  would  buy  more  privi- 
leges from  his  lord  or  owner,  while  an- 
other would  slip  away  into  some  far- 
away town  where  he  was  unknown  and 
become  a  dealer  in  wares  obtained 
through  bartering  with  foreigners. 
Townsmen  became  rich  through  internal 
trade  and  the  lands  they  had  bought 
from  the  nobility  during  the  crusades, 
while  princes  and  kings  obtained  the 
political  rights  of  robles  who  had  volun- 
tarily reduced  themselves  of  means  to 
finance  the  marches  against  Islam  and 
its  fervent  adherents  in  the  Holy  Lands. 
To  sum  it  up,  the  cultured  refugees 
from  the  east  had  not  only  introduced 
trade  and  learning  which  brought  the 
SOCIAL  REFORM,  but  with  the  new 
learning  came  new  translations  of  the 
Bible  simultaneously  from  country  to 
country  by  devoted  students  who  became 
known  as  pre-reformers.  Namely,  these 
are:  Wycliffe  in  England,  13  24-13  84, 
who  opposed  certain  of  the  doctrines  of 
Rome  and  made  his  Bible  translation  so 
simple  that  even  the  commonest  folk 
who  could  read  it  in  a  new  light  and 
catch  a  gleam  of  the  glory  of  God  and 
salvation  through  consecration  and  the 
blood  of  Jesus  rather  than  pagan  ritual; 
Huss  in  Bohemia,  1369-1415,  who  was 
influenced  by  Wycliffe;  and  Savonarola 
in  Italy,  1452-1498,  who  denounced  the 
corruptions    of    the    church    of    his   day. 

During  this  time  different  monks  had 
attempted,  as  was  later  done  in  England, 
with  the  Anglican  church,  to  Purify 
the  Church  from  within.  Prominent 
among  these  was  Francis  of  Assisi  in 
Italy,  head  of  the  Franciscans;  and  Dom- 
inic, a  Spaniard,  head  of  the  Domini- 
cians;  and  the  Waldensians  and  Albi- 
gensian.  These  efforts  were  futile,  but 
they  were  voices  heralding  the  approach 
of  and  preparing  the  people  for  the  Re- 
ligious Awakening,  and  the  man  whom 
God  had  ordained  to  usher  in  this  period 
succeeding  the  Medieval  Age  was  a  monk 
of  Saxony,  who  as  another,  "Puritan" 
attempting  to  remain  loyal  to  the  church, 
struck  a  thunderbolt  into  the  ranks  of 
Catholicism  that  ignited  and  flared  forth 
from  country  to  country,  and  the  peo- 
ple who  had  heretofore  been  held  in  sub- 
jection dared  to  surge  forward  in  one 
tumultous  upheaval  of  acclamation  to 
the  Wittenberg  professor  who  opposed 
Tetzel,    a   Domician      friar      and      special 


agent  for  the  pope,  in  his  sale  of  "Indul- 
gences" or  pardons  as  a  means  of  rais- 
ing money  for  the  building  of  St.  Peter's 
Cathedral  in  Rome,  which  stands  today. 
That  man  was  Martin  Luther  of  Ger- 
many. We  will  take  up  the  different 
countries  as  nearly  in  chronological  order 
as  possible  which  revolted  from  Rome 
during  this  period  and  quite  naturally  we 
consider  first: 

Germany,  whose  reformation  began 
in  1517,  when  Luther  nailed  on  the 
Wittenberg  church  door  his  "ninety-five 
theses"  or  propositions  expressing  his 
opinions  opposing  the  abominable  sale  of 
"pardons"  which  gave  the  people  the  de- 
generate idea  that  a  piece  of  paper  in  ex- 
change for  their  money  could  pardon 
their  sins  and  cleanse  their  souls  from  the 
stain.  The  "thesis"  proved  to  be  the 
"thunderbolt,"  and  Luther,  who  had  al- 
ready found  justification  by  faith 
through  light  obtained  by  reading  of  the 
Bible,  was  summoned  before  the  "Diet" 
or  assembly  at  Worms,  composed  of 
knights,  dukes,  and  lords  of  every  de- 
gree; together  with  lay  and  clerical 
princes,  the  Catholic  dignitaries  of  all 
Germany,  special  delegates  from  the 
pope,  and  the  emperor  Charles  V,  also 
king  of  Spain.  This  was  the  august  body 
that  Luther,  the  Saxon  heretic,  faced 
alone. 

In  his  speech  He  said:  "Popes  have 
erred,  and  councils  have  erred.  Prove  to 
me  out  of  the  scripture  that  I  am  wrong, 
and  I  submit.  Till  then  my  con- 
science binds  me.  Here  I  stand.  I  can  do 
no  more.   God   help   me.   Amen." 

He  was  hurried  away  from  the  assem- 
bly to  secure  his  safety  when  it  was  in- 
evitab'e  that  he  was  to  be  condemned. 
A  friendly  German  prince,  the  "Elector" 
of  Saxony  sheltered  him  at  the  Wart- 
burg,  a  cast'.e  near  Eisenach.  Meanwhile, 
his  thesis  had  been  translated,  published 
and  scattered  broadcast,  and  students  had 
flocked  to  the  university  where  he 
taught  before  this  forced  retirement. 
Now  the  companion  of  the  German  peo- 
ple decided  to  translate  correctly  the 
New  Testament  into  their  own  tongue. 
This  was  another  telling  blow  for 
the  church  at  Rome,  which  had  sought  to 
keep  the  masses  from  direct  contact  with 
the  Word  of  God.  Finishing  this,  he  re- 
sumed his  duties  at  Wittenburg  Univer- 
sity, where  with  the  aid  of  the  scholar- 
ly Melanchthon,  he  established  the  town 
as  a  light  to  the  Protestant  world.  Al- 
most at  the  same  time: 

Switzerland  denounced  the  church  at 
Rome.  The  pioneer  leader  of  the  Swiss 
Reformation  was  Ulrich  Zwingli,  who 
was  not  as  spiritual  as  Luther,  but  was 
honest-hearted,  though  failing  to  agree 
with  Luther  in  a  treaty  at  Marburg  in 
Germany.  He  worked  hand  in  hand  with 
him  in  rejecting  the  traditions  of  Rome. 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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:  William  Carey 

BOOK    REVIEW 

By  Mildred  Blackwell 

Note:  I  have  recently  read  the  biog- 
i  raphy  of  Wil.iam  Carey  by  John  Brown 
j  Myers.  In  the  bustle  of  modern-day  liv- 
:  ing,  perhaps  some  of  you  have  not  been 

privileged  to  read  this  very  interesting 
i  book    full    of   information    and    appeal    to 

anyone  interested  in  great  lives  and  espe- 
I  cially  to  those  concerned  in  the  least 
!  with  missionary  activity.  So  I'm  writing 
i  a  review  of   this   book      for     you     who 

haven't  time  to  read  for  yourself  the 
i  biography  of: 

WILLIAM   CAREY 

;  the  shoemaker  who  became  the  father 
and   founder  of   modern   missions. 

Samuel     Taylor     Coleridge     when     at 

!  Christ's  hospital,  ambitious  to  be  a  shoe- 
maker's  apprentice,      declared    that   shoe- 

\  makers  had  given  to  the  world  a  larger 
number  of  eminent  men  than  any  other 

;  handicraft.  Are  you  surprised  to  know 
that  Carey  was  a  cobbler  and  a  dealer  in 
secondhand  shoes? 

Noble  men,  such  as  Eliot,  Brainerd  and 
Schwartz  had  been  missionaries  before 
Carey,  but  until  his  time  no  organiza- 
tion had  been  formed  to  send  out  mis- 
sionaries and  propagate  the  gospel  in 
heathendom.  Eor  the  formation  of  the 
first  missionary  society  Carey  is  respon- 
sible. Also  he  was  the  first  missionary 
sent  out  by  the  society.  Therefore  he  is 
rightly  called,  "The  Father  of  Modern 
Missions."  In  this  article  I  shall  deal 
with  his  boyhood  and  early  ministry. 

He  was  born  August  17,  1761,  in  a 
small  village,  Paulerspury,  England, 
three  miles  from  the  market  town,  Tow- 
cester.  Though  his  ancestors  were  of  con- 
siderable social  position,  there  was  no 
evidence  of  it  in  the  lot  to  which  he  was 
born.  His  father,  Edmund  Carey,  was  a 
journeyman  weaver.  His  birthplace  was 
a  very  humble  cottage.  Upon  his  grand- 
father's death  in  1767,  his  father  took 
the  grandfather's  place  as  schoolmaster 
and  parish  clerk.  Edmund  Carey  died  in 
his  eighty-first  year.  His  faithful  service 
and  upright  character  had  won  the  re- 
spect and  esteem  of  all  his  neighbors. 
William  was  taught  by  his  father  with 
the  other  pupils  in  school.  He  engaged 
in  a  very  eager  pursuit  of  knowledge. 
Many  times,  while  others  of  the  family 
were  sleeping,  he  solved  his  problems  and 
read  until  quite  late.  Almost  any  time  he 
could  be  found  sprawled,  with  book  in 
hand,  in  his  room,  the  walls  of  which 
were  lined  with  carefully  preserved  in- 
sects and  birds.  He  also  had  a  varied  col- 
lection of  birds'  eggs,  many  of  which 
were  the  prize  of  very  hazardous  climb- 
ing. Of  his  literary  taste,  he  himself  said 


he  preferred  books  of  science,  history  and 
voyages. 

He  was  a  boy  of  resolute  perseverance 
and  a  plodding  disposition.  These  quali- 
ties certainly  helped  him  to  accomplish 
in  later  life.  His  sister,  Mary,  said  of 
him,  "He  was  a  boy  of  studious  turn, 
fully  bent  on  learning  and  always  reso- 
lutely determined  never  to  give  up  any 
portion  or  particle  of  anything  on  which 
his  mind  was  set  till  he  had  arrived  at 
a  clear  knowledge  and  sense  of  his  sub- 
ject. He  was  not  allured  or  diverted  from 
it;  he  was  firm  to  his  purpose  and  steady 
in  his  endeavor  to  improve." 

I  am  mentioning  his  characteristics  as 
shown  in  his  boyhood  because  I  want  you 
to  see  how  these  guided  his  whole  life. 
Milton  said, 

"The  childhood  shows  the  man 

As  morning  shows  the  day." 

We  certainly  can  look  at  the  boy,  William 

Carey,  and  see  the  man  which  he  became. 

His  botanical  taste  was  greatly  en- 
couraged by  his  uncle,  Peter  Carey,  who 
was  a  gardener  in  the  village.  As  he 
taught  William  how  to  plant  and  care 
for  the  various  flowers,  little  did  he 
dream  that  some  day  his  nephew  would 
be  one  of  the  most  eminent  horticultur- 
ists in  Asia. 

When  William  was  fourteen,  he  began 
to  earn  his  livelihood  as  a  field  laborer, 
but  couldn't  continue  that  work  because 
of  a  serious  skin  infection,  greatly  irri- 
tated by  exposure.  Quite  naturally  he 
turned  to  shoemaking,  the  special  occupa- 
tion in  that  locality.  At  seventeen  he  be- 
came an  apprentice  to  Clarke  Nichols  in 
Hackleton,  nine  miles  from  his  native 
tov/n,  Paulerspury.  Thus,  it  is  said,  Prov- 
idence linked  him  to  a  long  succession  of 
scholars,  poets,  reformers  and  philan- 
thropists who  used  the  shoemaker's  life 
to  become  illustrious. 

Among  his  master's  books  he  found  a 
New  Testament  commentary.  In  this 
book  he  saw,  for  the  first  time,  some 
Greek  letters.  Naturally,  he  was  curious 
to  know  their  meaning.  His  master  could 
not  tell  him,  so  he  traced  the  peculiar 
character  and  took  them  to  a  weaver  in 
Paulerspury,  who,  he  knew,  was  quite 
well  educated.  When  we  see  later  how  he 
mastered  so  many  Oriental  languages,  we 
can  imagine  that  he  grasped  these  first 
Greek  lessons  readily. 

When  Clarke  Nichols  died,  William 
became  a  journeyman  with  Mr.  T.  Old 
of  the  same  village.  Often  the  commenta- 
tor, Rev.  Thos.  Scott,  rested  at  Mr. 
Old's  home,  when  passing  through 
Hackleton.  To  his  life  and  preaching 
Carey  attributes  his  own  salvation.  Soon 
after  he  was  converted,  a  small  church 
was  formed  in  Hackleton  and  Carey 
often  was  asked  to  talk  at  their  services. 

Before  he  was  twenty  years  old,  Carey 


married  Dorothy  Placket.  This  marriage 
did  not  prove  so  satisfactory  because 
Mrs.  Carey's  mental  disease  was  a  cause 
for  constant  anxiety.  Through  it  all, 
however,  Carey  treated  her  with  noble 
tenderness. 

At  his  master's  death,  Carey  took  over 
his  business,  but  troubles  both  domestic 
and  in  business  arose  immediately.  His 
little  daughter  was  stricken  with  fever 
and  died,  and  he  himself  was  sick  for 
about  one  and  one-half  years.  Finally, 
poverty  stricken,  he  moved  to  Pidding- 
ton,  a  town  close  by,  and  resumed  shoe- 
making   and   opened   an   evening   school. 

During  the  three  and  one-half  years 
following  his  removal  to  Piddington,  he 
preached  only  occasionally.  He  had  a 
regular  appointment,  once  each  month,  at 
Paulerspury,  his  native  town.  His  mother 
attended  the  services  at  Paulerspury,  and 
very  proudly  expressed  her  approval  of 
her  son's  sermons.  Upon  the  advice  of  a 
friend,  he  united  himself  with  the  Bapr- 
tist  church  at  Olney,  and  soon  was  or- 
dained by  that  church  to  preach  the 
gospel.  After  one  and  one-half  years  of 
deliberation,  he  accepted  his  first  pas- 
torate, at  Moulton. 

Since  his  income  from  his  ministry 
was  insufficient,  he  became  the  village 
schoolmaster.  However,  he  had  less  facul- 
ty for  teaching  than  for  acquiring 
knowledge,  for  he  humorously  referred  to 
his  teaching  in  this  manner,  "When  I 
kept  school,  the  boys  kept  me."  Once 
more  he  returned  to  his  shoemaker's 
bench.  But  all  the  while  he  bent  over  his 
work,  his  heart  and  mind  were  engrossed 
with  the  great  missionary  idea.  He  ar- 
gued, "If  it  is  the  duty  of  every  man  to 
accept  the  gospel  when  it  is  preached, 
then  it  is  also  the  duty  of  everyone  who 
has  accepted  it  to  help  spread  the  good 
tidings."  The  more  he  brooded  over  the 
religious  condition  of  the  world,  the 
more  he  became  convinced  of  this 
solemn  responsibility.  HOW  the  gospel 
could  be  spread  was  his  constant  thought. 
Over  his  work  bench  hung  a  map  of  the 
entire  world  on  which  was  written  any 
information  he  could  gather  concerning 
the  population,  religion,  etc.,  of  each 
country. 

During  his  residence  at  Moulton  he 
frequently  came  in  contact  with  various 
ministers,  especially  '  when  he  attended 
their  periodic  meeting.  At  one  of  the 
first  ministers'  meetings  he  attended,  the 
appointed  preacher  failed  to  appear. 
Carey  was  asked  to  take  his  place.  When 
he  had  finished  his  sermon,  Mr.  Andrew 
Fuller,  from  then  on  a  life-long  friend 
of  Carey,  clasped  his  hand  and  expressed 
his  agreement  in  sentiment  with  Carey, 
and  expressed  a  hope  of  knowing  each 
other  better. 

(Continued  next  issue) 
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Strike  Out  for  Temperance 

Tune:   "Brighten  the  Corner  Where  You 

Are" 
There's  a  job  for  ev'ry  worker 

In   the  field   to-day, 
Do  not  wait,  for  duty  calls  afar; 
We   must   buckle    on    the    armor, 

Let  us  not  delay, 
Strike    out    for    Temperance,    where    you 
are. 

2 
There's  a   beckoning  hand  that's 

Calling  you  to  duty  now, 
And  its  waning  from  that  gate  ajar.  , 

Will  you  heed   the  summons, 

And    before   Him   humbly   bow? 
Strike    out    for    Temperance,    where    you 
^re. 

3 
You've  a  talent  you  may  cast 

Into   the  golden  ring, 
God  will  bless  your  labor — be  a  star, 
If   you  can  not   preach   the   gospel, 

You   can   shout   and   sing 
Strike   out    for   Temperance,      where   you 
are. 

Chorus: 
Strike  out   for  Temperance,      where   you 

are, 
Strike  out   for  Temperance,     where   you 

are, 
You    may   save    a   neighbor      or   a   friend 

from  black  despair, 
Strike  out   for  temperance,      where      you 

are. 
Sent  in  by  Pearl  Purcell,  Jonesboro,  Tenn. 

The  Bridal  Wine  Cup 

"Pledge  with  wine,  pledge  with  wine," 
cried  the  young  and  thoughtless  Harvey 
Wood.  Pledge  with  wine  ran  through  the 
bridal  party.  The  beautiful  bride  grew 
pale,  the  decisive  hour  had  come,  she 
pressed  her  white  hands  together  and 
the  leaves  of  the  bridal  wreath  trembled 
on  her  brow.  Her  breath  came  quicker 
and  her  heart   beat   wilder. 

"Yes,  Marion,  lay  aside  your  scruples 
for  this  once,"  said  the  judge  in  a  low 
tone,  going  toward  his  daughter.  "The 
company  expects  it.  Do  not  so  seriously 
infringe  upon  the  rules  of  etiquette.  In 
your  home  do  as  you  please.  But  in  mine 
for  this  once  please  me."  .  .  .  Pouring 
a  brimming  cup  they  held  it  with  tempt- 
ing smiles  toward  Marion.  She  was  very 
pale,  though  composed,  and  her  hand 
shook  not,  as  smiling  back  she  gracefully 
accepted  the  crystal  tempter,  and  raised  it 
to  her  lips.  But  scarcely  had  she  done  so 
when  every  hand  was  arrested  by  her 
piercing  exclamation  of  "Oh,  how  terri- 
ble!" "What  is  it?"  cried  one  and  all 
thronging   together,     for  she  slowly  car- 


ried  the   glass   at   arm's   length    and   was 
fixedly    regarding    it. 

"Wait,"  she  answered  while  a  light 
which  seemed  inspired  shone  from  her 
dark  eyes — "Wait  and  I  will  tell  you.  I 
see,"  she  added  slowly  pointing  one  fin- 
■  ger  at  the  sparkling  ruby  liquid,  "a 
sight  that  beggars  all  description,  yet 
listen;  I  will  point  it  for  you,  if  I  can. 
It  is  a  lovely  spot;  tall  mountains 
crowned  with  verdure,  rise  in  awful  sub- 
limity around  the  water's  edge,  but  there 
a  group  of  Indians  gather,  they  flit  to 
and  fro  with  something  like  sorrow  upon 
their  dark  brows,  and  in  the  midst  lies  a 
manly  form,  but  his  cheek,  how  deathly; 
his  eyes  wild  with  the  fitful  fire  of 
fever.  One  friend  stands  before  him — 
nay  I  should  say  kneels:  for  see,  he  is 
pillowing  that  poor  head  upon  his  breast. 

"Oh!  the  light  holy-looking  brow. 
Why  should  death  mark  it  and  he  so 
young?  Look  how  he  throws  back  the 
damp  curls!  see  him  clasp  his  hands? 
Hear  his  thrilling  shrieks  for  life! 

"Mark  how  he  clutches  at  the  form 
of  his  companion,  imploring  to  be  saved! 
Oh!  hear  him  call  piteously  his  father's 
name,  see  him  twine  his  fingers  together 
as  he  shrieks  for  his  sister — his  only,  the 
twin  of  his  soul,  weeping  for  him  in  a 
distant  land.  "See!"  she  exclaimed,  while 
the  bridal  party  shrank  back,  the  un- 
tasted  wine  trembling  in  their  faltering 
grasp,  and  the  judge  fell  overpowered 
upon  his  seat —  "See!  His  arms  are  lifted 
to  heaven — He  prays — how  wildly!  for 
mercy:  hot  fever  rushes  through  his 
veins.  He  moves  not;  his  eyes  are  set  in 
their  sockets;  dim  are  their  piercing 
glances;  in  vain  his  friends  whisper  the 
name  of  father  and  sister.  Death  is  there. 
Death — and  no  soft  hand,  no  gentle 
voice  to  soothe  him,  his  head  sinks  back, 
one  convulsive  shudder — he  is  dead." 

A  groan  ran  through  the  Assembly; 
so  vivid  was  her  description,  so  unearth- 
ly her  look,  so  inspired  her  manner,  that 
what  she  described,  seemed  actually  to 
have  taken  place  then  and  there.  They 
noticed  also  that  the  bridegroom  hid  his 
face  in  his  hands,  and  was  weeping. 
"Dead!"  she  repeated  again,  her  lips 
quivering  faster  and  faster,  and  her  voice 
more  broken,  "and  there  they  scoop  him  a 
grave;  and  there  without  a  shroud  they 
lay  him  down  in  the  damp,  reeking  earth, 
the  only  son  of  a  proud  father,  the  only 
idolized  brother  of  a  fond  sister.  There 
he  lies,  my  father's  son,  my  own  twin 
brother,  a  victim  of  this  deadly  poison. 
Father!"  she  exclaimed,  turning  sudden- 
ly, while  tears  rained  down  her  beauti- 
ful cheeks,  "Father,  shall  I  drink  it 
now?" 


The  form  of  the  old  judge  was  con- 
vulsed with  agony,  he  raised  not  his  head 
but  in  a  smothered  voice,  he  faltered, 
"No,  no,  my  child,  no!" 

She  lifted  the  glittering  goblet  and 
letting  it  suddenly  fall  to  the  floor,  it 
was  dashed  in  a  thousand  pieces.  Many  a 
tearful  eye  watched  her  movements,  and 
simultaneously  every  wine  glass  was 
transferred  to  the  marble  table  on  which 
it  had  been  prepared.  Then  as  she  looked 
at  the  fragments  of  crystal  she  turned  to 
the  company,  saying,  "Let  no  friend  of 
mine  hereafter  tempt  me  to  peril  my 
soul  for  wine.  Not  firmer  are  the  ever- 
lasting hills  than  my  resolve,  God  help- 
ing me,  never  to  touch  or  taste  the 
poison  cup.  And  he  to  whom  I  have  given 
my  hand,  who  watched  over  my  brother's 
dying  form  in  that  last  solemn  hour  and 
buried  the  dear  wanderer  there  by  the 
river  in  that  land  of  gold,  will,  I  trust, 
sustain  me  in  my  resolve."  His  glistening 
eyes,  his  sad,  sweet  smile,  were  her  an- 
swer. The  judge  left  the  room,  and  when, 
an  hour  after,  he  returned,  and  with  a 
more  subdued  manner,  took  part  in  the 
entertainment  of  the  bridal  guests,  no 
one  could  fail  to  read  that  he  had  de- 
termined to  banish  the  enemy  forever 
from  his  priceless  home. — Selected  from 
''Stories  of  Hell's  Commerce." 

The  Dish  Was  Empty 

A  woman  entered  a  barroom  and  ad- 
vanced quietly  to  her  husband  who  sat 
drinking  with  three  other  men.  "Think- 
in'  ye'd  be  too  busy  to  come  home  to 
supper,  Jack,  I've  fetched  it  to  you 
here."   And   she   departed. 

Jack — her  husband  and  the  father  of 
her  children — laughed  awkwardly.  He 
invited  his  two  friends  to  share  his  meal 
with  him.  Then  he  removed  the  cover 
from  the  dish.  The  dish  was  empty.  It 
contained    a   slip   of   paper    that   said: 

"I  hope  you  will  enjoy  your  supper. 
It  is  the  same  your  wife  and  children 
have  at  home." — Publisher  Unknown. 

The  Tragedy  of  Drunkenness 

By  Roy  L.  Smith 
NO  DRUNK  IS  FUNNY 

So  many  jokes  have  been  told  at  the 
expense  of  the  drunken  man  that  we 
have  well-nigh  lost  sight  of  the  tragedy 
involved  in  drunkenness.  Only  those  are 
able  to  laugh  about  it  who  have  never 
thought  about  it. 

If  we  had  never  before  met  a  drunken 
man  and  should  suddenly  come  upon  one, 
we  should  be  apt  to  hurry  him  off  to  a 
hospital  as  one  seriously  ill,  or  to  the 
psychopathic  ward,  as  one  dangerously 
demented.  Only  the  fact  that  drunken- 
ness is  common  makes  it  seem  trivial. 

Suppose,  however,  that  we  sit  down 
calmly  and  face  the  facts  involved  in 
drunkenness.  A  drug  has  been  taken  into 
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the  stomach  which,  unlike  food,  is  ab- 
sorbed through  the  walls  of  the  stomach 
directly  into  the  blood  in  an  incredibly 
short  time  and  is  distributed  thereafter 
to  the  outermost  parts  of  the  body.  The 
drug  is  of  such  a  character  that  it  sears 
and  burns  delicate  membranes  wherever 
it  comes  in  contact  with  them,  it  para- 
lyzes the  nerve  centers  and  renders  them 
incapable  of  co-ordinated  action,  and  it 
collects  about  the  nerve  centers  along 
the  spinal  cord  and  in  the  region  of  the 
medulla  oblongata,  retarding  all  reflexive 
action.  In  a  word,  it  completely  de- 
ranges the  entire  nervous  system,  de- 
stroys the  most  delicate  nerve  cells,  and 
produces  psychological  results  that  leave 
the  individual  incapable  of  rational  ac- 
tion. Vision  is  so  affected  that  the  drinker 
cannot  judge  distance  accurately,  hearing 
is  so  dulled  that  he  cannot  hear  acutely 
or  accurately,  taste  is  so  deadened  that 
he  is  unable  to  distinguish  flavors,  auto- 
matic actions  are  so  retarded  that  the 
driver  of  a  car  cannot  apply  the  brakes 
in  an  emergency  as  quickly  as  he  should 
be  able  to,  and  muscular  co-ordination  is 
so  interfered  with  that  the  victim  is  un- 
able to  walk  steadily  or  govern  the  move- 
ments of  his  hands  in  any  skilled  effort. 
In  a  word,  the  whole  personality  of  the 
drinker  is  seriously  altered,  and  always 
for  the  worse. 

He  who  can  see  anything  funny  in 
such  a  terrible  condition  needs  a  psy- 
chopathic examination  himself. — From 
Adult  Student. 

::•   ::•  * 

Stranger  Than  Fiction 

(Continued  from  page  17) 

old  girl?'  'Oh,'  she  moaned,  'if  only  I 
could  get  away  from  this  kind  of  thing 
and  start  life  over  again — but  what 
chance  have  I  got?  Fred,  I'm  tired  of 
sin.  Oh,  I  want  to  be  a  Christian!' 

"I  could  hardly  believe  my  ears,"  Fred 
went  on.  "  'Em,  what's  bitin  you?'  I 
asked.  But  Em  was  in  dead  earnest.  She 
said  she  was  tired  of  this  life  and  she 
wouldn't  stop  crying.  Finally  I  got  the 
story  out  of  her.  She  said  Rose  had  been 
up  town  alone  that  afternoon  and  some 
young  girl  in  the  millinery  shop  had 
put  her  arms  around  her,  read  the  Bible 
to  her,  prayed  with  her  and  cried  over 
her  as  she  begged  her  to  become  a  Chris- 
tian and  go  home  to  her  mother.  Rose 
had  come  home  all  broken  up,  announc- 
ing that  she  was  going  home  to  her 
mother  and  be  a  Christian.  'And  to 
think,'  said  Emma,  'that  any  young  store 
girl  should  love  one  of  my  girls  enough 
to  plead  with  her  that  way!  Rose  has 
gone  out  to  live  a  new  life.  I  couldn't 
say  a  word  to  hold  her  back — and  what's 
more,  I'm  heart>-sick  myself.  Oh,  if  I 
could  only  start  life  over  too!' 

"Before  I  knew  it,"  Fred  went  on,  "I 
was  crying   too   and   I   began      to   think 


about  my  mother's  prayers  for  me.  I  put 
my  hands  on  Em's  shoulders  and  looked 
her  in  the  eyes  and  said:  'Em,  if  you 
really  mean  that,  I'll  marry  you  and  take 
what  savings  I  have  and  we'll  go  away 
from  this  town  and  start  life  where  no 
one   knows  us.'  " 

They  were  married  and  went  to  a 
small  city  some  miles  away.  They  joined 
the  Methodist  Church  there.  Emma  be- 
came an  earnest  Bible  student.  Within  a 
short  time  she  was  teaching  one  of  the 
largest  Bible  classes  in  the  city.  She  be- 
came a  great  soul-winner.  Every  one 
loved  her.  She  was  an  ideal  wife  and  no 
couple  were  ever  happier.  When  she  died 
hundreds  thanked  God  for  the  memory 
of  her  sweet  life. 

The  gentleman  returned  to  the  car 
where  my  friend  was  waiting.  He  was 
wiping  tears  from  his  eyes,  and  it  was 
some  time  before  he  was  able  to  explain 
his  predicament.  He  told  her  the  story 
noticing  as  the  story  progressed  that  she 
became  strangely  excited.  As  the  story 
was    concluded,   she   exclaimed: 

"Will,  do  you  know  who  that  girl  was 
who  dealt  with  Rose  in  the  little  room 
at  the  back  of  the  store?" 

"No — who?"   he   asked. 

"I  was   that  girl — thirty  years  ago!" 

Fred  was  called  over  to  the  car  to  be 
introduced  to  the  one  whose  humble  ef- 
forts had  started  a  train  of  events  that 
had  given  him  a  beautiful  Christian  wife, 
and  turned  his  own  steps  into  the  way 
of  righteousness. 

As  he  shook  her  hand  again,  he  ex- 
claimed:  "Mrs.  F ,  only  eternity  can 

reveal  the  far-reaching  results  of  that 
seed  you  planted,  and  surely  you  will 
share  in  the  reward  awaiting  Emma  for 
the  many  souls  she  has  led  to  Jesus!" 

Thus  is  added  to  the  millions  of  stories 
already  told,  another  bearing  witness,  not 
only  to  the  fact  that  the  "Gospel  is  the 
power  of  God  unto  salvation  to  every 
one  that  believeth,"  but  that  "He  that 
goeth  forth  and  weepeth,  bearing  pre- 
cious seed,  shall  doubtless  come  again 
with  rejoicing,  bringing  his  sheaves  with 
him." — The  Evangelical  C/jristian. 
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He  died  an  untimely  death  in  1531,  in  a 
civil  war  between  Protestant  and  Catho- 
lic parts  of  Switzerland,  and  was  suc- 
ceeded by  John  Calvin,  a  Frenchman, 
who  became  the  great  exponent  of  Pro- 
testantism. Until  Calvin's  time  there  had 
been  great  principles  set  forth  by  the  re- 
formation, but  they  had  not  been  welded 
together  in  a  thoroughly  consistent  sys- 
tem of  thought.  This  task  was  accom- 
plished in  Calvin's  "Institutes  of  Chris- 
tian Religion,"  and  although  the  thoughts 
set  forth  in  his  book  were  not  all  tolerant 
with    the    simple    gospel,      they    filled    a 


great  need. 

Next  to  denounce  papal  authority  was 
William  of  Orange  in  Holland,  and  fol- 
lowing was  France,  whose  Hugenot 
Protestants  obtained  a  great  degree  of 
freedom  in  spite  of  royal  persecution,  but 
in  later  times  became  so  persecuted  that 
they  fled  to  other  countries.  They  were 
of  good  stock,  and  France  lost  its  best 
citizenry  when  they  left.  The  Protestant 
leaders  in  that  country  were  Jasques  Le- 
fevre,  Admiral  Coligny,  and  King  Hen- 
ry IV.    (See  "Edict  of  Nantes.") 

England  in  15  50  was  introducing 
Protestantism  under  its  boy  king,  Ed- 
ward VI.  Despite  a  later  Roman  Catholic 
reaction  under  Queen  Mary,  Protestant 
faith  triumphed,  resulting  in  the  Angli- 
can church. 

Scotland  was  finally  won  to  the  re- 
formation through  the  tireless  efforts  of 
the  brilliant  John  Knox.  Presbyterianism 
became   the  national  form  of  religion. 

Poland,  Hungary  and  Bohemia  were 
partially  permeated  with  Christian  Pro- 
testantism during  this  period. 

This  includes  the  Impetus  of  the  re- 
formation. Much  time  was  taken  up 
with  the  Introduction  and  Luther,  so 
that  less  prominent  individuals  and 
movements  have  been  given  little  space. 
We  may  well  be  thankful  for  the  refor- 
mation, which  paved  the  way  for  the 
religious  freedom   we  enjoy  today. 

Answers  to  Senior  Bible  Box 

1.  About    ten  months.   Exod.   40:2. 

2.  Num.    10:1-10. 

3.  Num.    10:11. 

4.  Num.  9:17. 

5.  Num.  10:35. 

6.  Num.    11:26-28. 

7.  Prov.  23:2,  1  Peter  4:3. 

8.  Num.   12:2. 

9.  Num.  16:46. 
10.    Num.    16:45. 

Answers    to    Junior  Bible  Box 

1.  About  eleven   months. 

2.  The  giving  of  the  law,  worship  of 
the  golden  calf,  making  the  tabernacle, 
and  punishment  of  Nadab  and  Abihu. 

3.  Num.    1:1-3. 

4.  Judah,    Issachar,    and   Zebulon. 

5.  Num.   2:3-9. 

6.  On  manna. 

7.  Twelve. 

8.  Forty  days. 

9.  By  the  fruits  which  they  brought 
back. 

10.  As  far  as  to  Hamath. 

A  Religion 

1.  That  does   nothing; 

2.  That  gives  nothing; 

3.  That  costs  nothing; 

4.  That  suffers  nothing; 
Is   worth    nothing. 
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We'll  All  Pull  Together 

t  Continued  from  page  9) 

Martha — "Of  course,  you  all  know  I 
am  the  Social  chairman.  I  will  read  the 
duties  of  my  committee.  'The  Social 
committee  should  plan  the  program  for 
the  monthly  business  meeting  and  see 
that  there  is  a  place  to  hold  it.  There 
should  be  no  trouble  to  find  a  place  to 
hold  it  for  all  the  homes  should  fly  open 
for  the  young  people  and  their  work.' 

"I  have  done  nothing  along  my  line 
because  there  has  been  no  need  of  a  busi- 
ness meeting  for  we  have  been  doing 
nothing.  Where  there  is  no  active  work 
being  outlined  there  is  no  business  to  at- 
tend to.  I  would  have  been  glad  to  have 
you  in  my  home  for  the  business  meet- 
ing and  social  but  no  one  else  seemed 
interested.  I'll  admit  I  have  been  a  fail- 
ure." 

George  Smith — "I  see  it  all.  I'm  to 
blame.  If  the  president  drags,  every  one 
else  drags.  I've  been  a  complete  failure." 

Pastor — "George,  I  will  not  let  you 
carry  all  the  blame.  I,  as  your  pastor, 
should  have  gotten  behind  you  and 
pushed  and  encouraged  you.  I've  neg- 
lected my  young  people  when  I  know 
they're  the  hope  of  my  church.  From 
now  on  George,  I'm  back  of  you.  We'll 
work  together." 

Luther  Jones — "I'm  back  of  both  of 
you.  Here  I  stand,  George,  ready  to  hold 
up  your  hands." 

Janie  White — "I'm  ready  to  get  in  the 
harness  and  help  pull  things  over  the  top 
with   the  rest  of  you." 

Anna  Parks — "I'll  take  care  of  all  the 
money  you'll  give  me." 

Sam  Prescott — "Here's  for  greater 
service.  I'm  ready  to  carry  out  this  musi- 
cal program  for  our  Y.  P.  E." 

Mildred  Green — "And  say,  I'll  be  here 
right  on  the  dot  to  play  the  piano,  Sam. 
It'll  take  us  both  together  to  make  things 
go  in  our  line." 

Sadie  Moore — "I  want  to  ask  one  fav- 
or of  all  of  you.  You  just  bring  in  the 
names  of  the  sick  and  needy  ones  and  the 
Good  Cheer  committee  from  now  on  is 
on  the  job.  We  may  ask  you  for  some 
flowers  and  jellies  and  jams  occasionally 
to  carry  to  these  sick  ones.  Yes,  and 
we'll  want  some  good  singers  to  go  with 
us." 

Ruby  Wheeler — "Next  meeting  night 
I'm  going  to  shake  hands  with  every 
person  in  the  house.  Yes,  I'll  stand  back 
at  the  door  and  see  that  I  do  not  miss 
any." 

Pastor — "I'll  help  you  with  that  part 
of  the  work,  for  I  realize  I  am  short  along 
the   friendly    line." 

All  say  together:  "We'll  all  help  you." 

Martha  Black — "Oh,  I'm  so  glad.  I 
want  you  over  to  my  house  right  away 
for  our  first  business  meeting.  We'll  out- 
line  some   real   work      to      do. Yes,      and 


we'll  spend  an  hour  or  so  getting  better 
acquainted." 

Martha — "Here  is  something  over  in 
the  little  book  I'd  never  thought  much 
about  before.  An  'Installation  Service'  on 
page  thirteen.  I  believe  if  we  would  have 
this  service  when  we  elect  new  officers 
it  would  make  our  officers  feel  their  re- 
sponsibility more.  Let  us  try  it  next  time. 
And  say  over  here  on  page  fifteen,  we 
find  where  a  uniform  is  suggested.  I 
think  that  would  be  fine.  Girls,  let's  all 
get  white  dresses?" 

All  Girls — "Sure,  we'll  do  it  right 
away." 

George  Smith — "Say  everybody,  listen. 
We've  just  got  this  book  and  laid  it  up 
on  the  shelf.  How  about  outlining  our 
Y.  P.  E.  work  this  year  exactly  by  the 
instructions  and  see  how  we  come  out. 
We  should  have  a  book  for  each  officer. 
They  are  only  ten  cents. 

All — "That's  fine.  We  all  are  willing." 
Pastor — "I  have  a  few  words  of  scrip- 
ture I  want  to  read  before  we  go.  we 
will  find  it  in  Neh.  4:16."  (He  reads.) 
"I  am  sure  now  we  are  going  to  build  a 
wonderful  Y.  P.  E.,  because  we  have  all 
joined  hands  in  co-operation.  For  in  this 
scripture  when  they  all  got  together  with 
a  mind  to  work  they  built  the  wall." 

All  join  hands  and  sing,  "Somewhere 
Working  For  My  Lord,"  in  Homeland 
Harmony  song  book. 

NEW  GIDEONS 

1.  Mrs.  W.  Burle  Sumner,  Coconut 
Grove,  Fla. 

2.  Mrs.  W.  A.  Vickers,  West  Green, 
Ga. 

3.  Miss    Adeline    O'Neal,    Baxley,    Ga. 

4.  Mrs.  Grace  Delk,  Odum,  Ga. 

5.  Mary  Lee  Sowell,  Jacksonville,  Fla. 

6.  Ruth  Booth,  Cocoa,  Fla. 

7.  Ruth  Seyles,  Knoxvillc,  Tenn. 

8.  Miss  Clara  Mae  Ballard,  Bowling 
Green,  Ky. 

9.  Mae  Marcum,  Hamilton,  Ohio. 

10.  W.   I.   Head,  Kingsport,   Tenn. 

11.  Hoyett   Lee   Browning,    Desdemona, 
Texas. 

12.  Nina  Duncan,  Great  Falls,  S.  C. 

13.  Helen  Begley,   Blue  Diamond,  Ky. 

14.  Rubye  Boone,  Lake  Park,  Ga. 

15.  Mrs.  Ruth  Bolt,  Ware  Shoals,  S.  C. 

16.  Mrs.    Van    Browning,    Davin,      W. 
Va. 

17.  Mrs.   John    Giddens,   Waycross,   Ga. 

18.  Mr.  J.  A.  Peacock,  Blackshear,  Ga. 

19.  Mrs.   Clara      Koshewitz,     Markleys- 
burg,  Penn. 

20.  Mr.   W.  L.  Daniels,  Scriven,   Ga. 

21.  Rev.  J.  C.  Davis,  Jesup,  Ga. 

22.  Lyle    Elsworth,    Winchester,    Idaho. 

23.  Joe  Whittington,  Erwin,  N.  C. 

24.  Ruby  Lee  Smith,  Pelzer,  S.  C. 

2  5.   Mrs.  Marie  Mellinger,  Elliott,  Ohio. 
26.    O.    S.    Shreve,    Barnesboro,    Penn. 


27.  Mrs.  J.  Stewart  Brinsfield,  Arcadia 
Fla. 

2  8.  Leonard  B.   Pack,  Pinsonfork,   Ky. 

29.  Margaret  Rittenhouse,  Brunswick 
Ga. 

30.  D.  E.  Witherspoon,  Valdosta,  Ga. 

31.  Elmer  Boyd,  Long  Beach,  Calif. 

3  2.  Thelma  Blair,  Diablock,  Ky. 

Father's  and  Mother's  Page 

(Continued  from  page   16) 
Apples,    candies   or    nuts   may    be   usee 
occasionally. 

Bedtime:  Father  speaking,  "Now  it  i 
time  for  us  to  go  to  bed  and  get  some 
rest  for  tomorrow.  We  have  had  a  gooc 
time,  haven't  we  children?  Mother  anc 
daddy  have  both  enjoyed  this  evening 
with  you,  but  we  wouldn't  want  to  g< 
to  bed  without  thanking  God  for  oui 
home  and  all  the  good  things  He  has 
given  us,  so  we  are  going  to  read  a  chap- 
ter in  the  Bible  and  kneel  and  thank 
Him.  Johnie,  I  believe  you  may  read  the 
chapter,"  (provided  he  is  old  enough) 
then  try  to  teach  them  to  pray,  especially 
on  these  evenings  given  to  them. 

As  these  suggestions  go  out  this  month 
we  are  praying  that  many  homes  ma) 
be  blessed  and  helped  through  them. 


Stop!    Look!    Listen! 

The  193  5  Yearbooks  are  still  as  valua- 
ble as  they  were  in  1935.  This  is  a  book 
that  will  be  good  fifty  years  from  now. 
It  is  filled  with  articles,  poetry  and  in- 
formation that  will  never  lose  its  power 
to  inspire,  encourage  and  enlighten.  You 
may  have  them  now  at  the  low  price  of 
2  5  c.  They  make  lovely  presents  for  your 
friends.  Address  The  Lighted  Pathway, 
Cleveland,  Tenn. 
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JESUS    THE    LIGHT    OF    THE    WORLD 


The  Resurrection 


B.  Staples 


There  was  special  exultation 

'Mid  the  radiant  hosts  on  high, 
On  the  resurrection  morning — 

Hoiv  the  wondrous  news  did  fly! 
"Christ  is  risen!  Christ  is  risen! 

Yes,  He's  risen  from  the  dead; 
Christ  is  risen!  Christ  is  risen! 

He  is  risen,  as  He  said!" 

Looking   down  from   heights   of   Glory, 

With  angelic  vision  keen, 
"Very  early  in  the  morning " 

Women,  three,  by  them  were  seen, 
Walking  slowly  toward  the  hillside 

Where  their  Lord  was  laid  away; 
Oh,  their  hearts  were  full  of  sadness, 

But  'twas  near  the  break  of  day! 

"How  we  loved  him!  How  we  loved  him! 

But  our  hopes  lie  buried  there, 
In  that  rock-hewn  tomb  with  Jesus; 

Yet  we  will  our  spices  bear, 
To  anoint  His  precious  body — 

But  who'll  roll  the  stone  away?" 
Oh,  the  wondrous  joy  awaiting 

At  the  breaking  of  the  day! 


Lo,  an  angel  sent  from  Heaven 

Swift  descended  to  the  tomb, 
Rolled  the  stone  and  sat  upon  it — 

Glory  now,  instead  of  gloom. 
When  the  women,  hardly  daring 

To  believe  their  eyes — or  ears — 
Saw  the  angel,  heard  the  message, 

Then  dispelled  were  all  their  fears. 

"Be  not  affrighted,  ye  seek  Jesus; 

Come  and  see  where  once  He  lay, 
Then  go  tell  that  He  is  risen; 

Go  and  tell  He  lives  today!" 
And  the  message  of  the  angel, 

Full  of  wonder,  so  sublime, 
Is  for  us  who  now  are  living 

In  this  Christ-rejecting  time. 

He  lives!   He  lives!  and  reigns  in  Glory! 

Listens  when  His  children  pray. 
Oh,  it  is  a  wondrous  story! 

That  He's  coming  back  some  day; 
And  will  gather  all  His  jewels — 

Those  who  love  Him  more  than  life, 
All  the  blood-washed,  all  the  holy — > 

Overcomers  in  the  strife. 


:=S3J=S^»J=5M3=0=3J=SJ=5»3=33^^ 


"Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  un- 
to my  path."  Psalm  119:105 
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April,  1937 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

The  first  thing  I  want  to  say  to  you 
this  morning  is  that  I  need  your  prayers. 
Some  of  you  will  remember  last  spring 
about  this  time  I  asked  you  to  pray  for 
me.  At  that  time  I  was  on  the  verge  of 
a  nervous  breakdown.  Many  times  as  I 
would  sit  at  my  office  desk  I  would  won- 
der if  I  should  ever  see  home  again.  My 
condition  is  much  the  same  now.  Last 
spring  you  helped  me  through  by  your 
prayers.  I  am  asking  you  to  help  me 
again.  Will  you  not  call  those,  who  be- 
lieve in  prayer,  together  and  ask  them  to 
hold  me  up  to  the  throne  of  grace?  1 
know  God  answers  prayer.  I  am  depending 
on  you.  However,  I  know  that  some  of 
these  times  the  Lord  is  going  to  say  to 
me,  It's  enough,  come  up  higher,  and  that 
time  will  be  welcome,  when  all  my  work 
is  finished  here.  I  should  not  want  to  stay 
when  I  could  not  be  of  service  to  Him. 
Life  would  be  useless.  It  would  mean 
nothing  to  me,  but  I  do  want  to  be  able 
to  say  with  Paul,  "I  have  fought  a  good 
fight,  I  have  finished  my  course,  I  have 
kept  the  faith:  Henceforth  there  is  laid 
up  for  me  a  crown  of  righteousness, 
which  the  Lord,  the  righteous  judge, 
shall  give  me  at  that  day:  and  not  to  me 
only,  but  unto  all  them  also  that  love  his 
appearing."  I  want  to  be  able  to  go  over 
and  take  possession  of  the  mansion  He  has 
been  all  these  centuries  preparing  for  me. 
I  imagine  I  can  see  Him  working  on  it 
now.  Yes,  He  is  preparing  your  mansion 
and  mine.  What  kind  will  they  be?  I 
think  that  every  good  deed  we  do  and 
every  soul  we  lead  to  Christ  adds  a  touch 
of  beauty  to  that  mansion.  What  kind 
will  we  have?  He  is  building  them  ac- 
cording to  the  material  we  are  sending 
up.  Some  folks  are  spending  their  time 
for  the  pleasures  of  this  life,  having  a 
good  time  is  their  chief  aim,  and  shun- 
ning the  cross  of  Jesus  Christ.  Jesus  went 
by  the  way  of  the  cross,  so  must  we.  If 
it  should  be  possible  for  them  to  get  there 
under  such  circumstances,  I  wonder  if 
they  will  be  ashamed  of  their  mansion. 
There  will  be  no  beautv,  no  adornment 
there.  The  pleasures  of  this  life  at  best 
last  for  only  a  few  years,  but  we  must 
live  in  that  mansion  throughout  all  eter- 
nity. Oh,  God,  help  us  to  build  now  for 
eternity. 

I  am  thinking  too  at  this  beautiful  Eas- 
ter season  of  what  it  means  to  us.  As  you 
have  walked  through  the  cemetery,  did 
you  ever  look  about  and  wonder  what 
that  old  place  will  look  like  when  Jesus 
comes  back  to  earth  again,  and  the  saints 
come  forth?  I  think  if  I  should  be  living 
when  He  comes  that  I'd  like  to  be  in  the 
cemetery  where  my  loved  ones  are  sleep- 


ing, for  then  I  could  see  those  horrid  old 
clods  burst  and  let  my  precious  ones 
come  forth.  But  how  sad  it  would  be  if 
some  of  them  did  not  open  and  I'd  be 
disappointed.  Oh,  what  a  disappointment, 
how  sad,  how  heartbreaking  it  would  be. 
If  they  are  to  rise  in  that  first  resurrec- 
tion then  they  must  be  saved  now.  They 
must  be  cleansed  with  the  b.ood  of  the 
lamb  for  nothing  impure  can  go  to  meet 
Jesus  when  He  comes.  Are  we  doing  our 
best  for  them?  There  is  nothing  in  this 
world  stronger  and  more  beautiful  than 
the  home  ties,  but  sin  can  break  them. 
Sin  can  separate  the  precious  mother  and 
father  from  their  darling  child.  Sin  can 
separate  that  husband  from  his  wife.  Oh 
sin,  sin,  sin.  Are  we  doing  our  best  to 
banish  it   from   the  face  of   the  earth? 

A  few  days  ago  we  had  a  letter  from 
a  woman  telling  the  sad  story  of  a  beau- 
tiful girl  whom  sin  had  sent  to  a  house 
of  correction  and  asking  us  to  send  her 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  If  it  had  not  been 
for  sin,  she  could  have  been  a  comfort  to 
her  loved  ones. 

At  this  Easter  time  we  are  thinking  of 
the  resurrection  of  these  boys  and  girls 
who  are  buried  in  sin.  These  are  the  beau- 
tiful flowers  that  need  to  burst  forth 
from  the  bondage  of  sin  and  death.  I  re- 
member the  Cover  Page  I  chose  for  the 
first  issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  I  am 
sure  some  of  you  remember  also.  Here 
it  is,  "I  dedicate  my  life  to  Redeeming 
Deserts  into  Rose  Gardens.  I  shall  take 
time  to  feel  the  tragedy  of  emptiness  in 
the  lives  of  people  I  meet.  I  shall  seek  by 
all  means  to  bring  showers  of  refreshing 
to  fall  upon  sands  of  truth  and  kindness. 
I  shall  seek  to  turn  deserts  into  rose  gar- 
dens. 

"The  unawakened  are  everywhere. 
They  are  asleep  to  their  possibilities. 
Equipped  for  lives  of  service  and  a  great 
destiny,   they  wander  aimlessly  on. 

"Hedged  in  by  the  stone  wall  of  their 
own  frailties  and  faults,  they  see  not  the 
world  of  opportunity  that  reaches  beyond 
the  stars. 

"It  shall  be  my  high  resolve  to  awaken 
and  inspire. 

"It  shall  be  my  aim  to  lift  them  up  to 
where  they  shall  see  the  great  world  of 
beauty,   love,  and  inspiration. 

"Desert  minds  and  barren  hearts  shall 
be  made  to  rejoice  and  blossom  as  th; 
rose.  I  shall  bide  my  time,  though  it  may 
take  years  of  effort  and  sacrifice.  I  am 
resolved  to  see  every  desert  within  my 
reach  and  influence  become  waving 
fields  of  grain  and  gardens  of  flowers,  and 
landscapes  of  rich  vintage."  —  Heart 
Throbs  of  Truth. 

The  greatest   work  in   the   world  is   to 


water  and  tend  these  dry  desert  spots 
where  we  find  so  many  of  our  boys  and 
girls  and  see  them  bud  and  bloom  into 
beautiful  manhood  and  womanhood.  It 
means  death  to  the  old  life.  Things  must 
die  to  come  to  life  again.  Before  the  flow- 
ers and  the  vegetables  can  spring  forth 
the  seed  must  die.  Before  the  trees  can 
blossom  they  must  pass  through  a  stage 
in  the  winter  that  is  equivalent  to  death, 
Before  that  new  beautiful  life  can  come 
forth  in  man  and  woman  they  must  die 
to  the  old  life  of  sin.  Old  things  must 
pass  away  before  all  things  can  become 
new.  Before  some  of  the  finest  of  virtues 
can  be  born  in  human  life  sacrifices  must 
be   made. 

When  new  life  begins  in  the  spring 
every  thing  and  everybody  rejoices.  Why 
not?  Sleeping  trees  are  awaking  and  put- 
ting on  their  beautiful  foliage  afresh. 
Flowers  are  springing  forth  to  new  beau- 
ty, and  birds  are  aroused  to  new  song. 
The  whole  earth  becomes  fragrant  with 
the  perfume  and  alive  with  the  activities 
of  insect,  bird,  beast,  and  man. 

From  the  death  of  bleak  winter  nature 
returns  to  bless  our  lives,  so  from  the  ap- 
parent defeat  of  the  tomb  Christ  came 
back  at  this  Easter  time.  He  is  alive  for- 
evermore. 

The  miracle  of  that  first  Easter  morn- 
ins,  when  the  life  laid  down  in  sacrifice 
was  taken  up  by  the  triumphant  Christ 
as  He  emerged  from  Joseph's  tomb,  never 
grows  old.  As  one  has  beautifully  writ-  * 
ten:  "in  a  few  days  the  Christian  world 
will  recall  that  miracle  in  anthems  of 
jubilart  rejoicing,  as  they  gather  in 
chapel  or  cathedral  to  join  the  bursting 
buds  and  caroling  birds  in  a  paean  of 
praise.  Little  children  wid  gather  at 
mother's  knee  to  be  told  the  story  o'er 
and   o'er   again." 

Aged  saints,  with  whitening  brow,  as 
they  tarry  in  the  old  armchair,  will  reach 
for  THE  BOOK,  that  for  the  hundredeth 
time  they  may  piece  together  the  details 
of  that  wonderful  morning. 

The  BOOK?  Yes!  You  know  the  one. 
The  Book  to  which  men  instinctively 
turn  when  questions  of  life  or  death 
thrust  in  upon   their  thinking. 

Come,  turn  its  pages  with  me.  Listen, 
"Martha,  thy  brother  shall  rise  again." 

— Ah!  "Verily,  verily,  I  say  unto  you, 
the  hour  is  coming,  and  now  is,  when 
the  dead  shall  hear  the  voice  of  the  Son 
of  God:  and  they  that  hear  shall  live." 

These   mortal   bodies      shall      He     who 

raised  Christ  from  the  dead     call      from 

their  sleeping  couches  on  the  resurrection 

morn.   The  sea   shall   give      up   its     dead. 

(Continued  on  page   14) 
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Shining  Garments 


BY  LELIA  MUNSELL 


"I  don't  like  that  crowd,  Grover." 
Grover  Paymarr  looked  more  solemn 
than  a  college  freshman  is  ever  supposed 
to  look.  "I  can't  say  that  I'm  stuck  on 
them  myself,  Wisty.  But  we  agreed  that 
we  had  both  been  too  'Sunday-schoolish' 
and  that  we  wanted  to  get  more  kick 
out  of  life  than  we  got  back  home." 

"I  know,"  Wisteria  Gross  admitted. 
"But  I'm  beginning  to  think  we  made  a 
big  mistake.  It  looks  to  me  as  though  we 
had  cheapened  ourselves  by  letting  Fern 
and  Cliff  and  Jack  and  Marilyn  and 
their  friends  put  over  their  talk  about 
freedom  and  our  missing  a  good  time  be- 
cause we  belonged  to  what  they  called  the 
'pious  crowd,'  and  a  lot  of  more  non- 
sense." 

"But  you  said  yourself  you  were  fed 
up  on   Sunday-school." 

"I  agreed  with  you  when  you  said  it." 
"Oh,   woman,     woman,"      groaned 
Grover.  "We  follow  your  lead  and  then 
you  put  the  blame  on  us." 

Wisteria  was  not  to  be  diverted  by  his 
bantering.  "We  don't  belong  to  that 
crowd.  And  they  don't  care  anything  for 
us  except  what  they  can  get  out  of  us. 
You're  a  free  spender  and  we're  a  sort  of 
protection  to  them." 

"How  do  you  make  that  out?" 
"We  both  rank  pretty  high  with  the 
faculty   and   they  figure   that  if   we   are 
with  them  they're  not  so  likely      to  get 
into  trouble." 

"We  don't  think  much  of  ourselves,  do 
we?"  Grover  was  still  disinclined  to  be 
serious.  "How  did  we  fall  in  with  them, 
anyhow?" 

Wisteria  chuckled.  "Because  we  were 
both  green.  When  they  flattered  us  a  bit 
we  lost  our  heads.  And  somewhere  we  got 
the  notion  that  it  would  be  smart  to 
show  folks  we  were  sophisticated." 

Chance  had  seated  Grover  and  Wisteria 
side  by  side  in  three  classes  in  their  first 
semester  in  college.  A  warm  friendship 
had  sprung  up  between  them.  They  dis- 
covered, too,  that  they  belonged  to  the 
same  church  denomination  in  their  home 
towns,  and  when  Gloria  Hatch  of  the 
Inter  Nos  Class  and  Homer  Mason  of  the 
Pace  Finders,  college  classes  in  the  Sun- 
day-school of  that  church  in  the  col- 
lege town,  had  extended  to  them  cordial 
invitations  to  join  those  classes  they  had 
accepted.  But  everything  was  so  new,  so 
bewildering.  So  many  currents  of  college 
life  were  swirling  about  them.  When  an 
entirely  different  group  began  to  take 
what  seemed  to  their  inexperience,  a  flat- 
tering notice  of  them  they  were  dazzled, 
and  gradually  they  had  drifted  away  from 


Sunday-school.  At  first  they  were  de- 
lighted with  the  gay  times  to  which  they 
were  introduced  by  their  new  friends, 
but  of  late  these  gay  times  were  leaving 
a  bad  taste. 

"But  how  are  we  going  to  get  out," 
Grover  persisted,  as  they  walked  along, 
"without  being  prudish?" 

"Hi,  you  two!"  Wisteria  was  saved  a 
reply  as  Homer  Mason  hailed  them.  "I 
was  commissioned  to  give  both  of  you  a 
very  special  invitation  to  our  joint  class 
party  Friday  evening.  You  haven't  been 
at  class  much  lately  but  we  sure  want  you 
at  the  party.  The  committee  is  planning 
a  surprise.'' 

Wisteria  opened  her  lips  to  accept  bur 
Grover  got  ahead  of  her.  "Thanks.  I'm 
sorry,  but  I've  made  a  date  for  us  Friday 
night." 

"You're  turning  down  something 
good,"  Homer  assured  them.  "But  surely 
you  haven't  made  a  date  for  Easter  morn- 
ing. Our  joint  class  have  sponsored  a 
sunrise  meeting  on  Hilltop  for  three  conr- 
secutive  Easters.  All  the  college  is  in- 
vited. It's  really  wonderful.  We'll  look 
for   you    there." 

This  time  Wisteria  spoke  first.  "I'll  be 
there,  anyhow."  When  Homer  had  gone 
she  turned  upon  Grover.  "You  took  a 
good  deal  upon  yourself.  I've  just  been 
telling  you  that  I  didn't  want  to  go  to 
Horton  with  that  bunch." 

"But  I  promised  Cliff  we'd  go."  By 
this  time  Grover  was  exasperated.  "You 
must  have  got  out  of  bed  on  the  wrong 
side  this  morning.  Would  you  have  me 
break  my  word?  That  place  at  Horton  is 
all  right.  Come  on,  Wisty.  Be  a  sport. 
You  go  with  me  Friday  night  and  I'll 
go  with  you  to  the  Easter  sunrise  meet- 
ing." 

They  walked  a  block  before  Wisteria 
answered.  "All  right.  But  I  feel  as 
though  I  need  to  wash  my  soul  every 
time   I    go   out   with   that   crowd." 

"Maybe  we're  both  too  squeamish," 
Grover  felt  that  he  had  to  attempt  some 
kind   of   defense. 

It  was  a  noisy  crowd  that  drew  up  at 
the  curbing  where  Grover  and  Wisteria 
waited  Friday  evening,  waited  rather 
glumly,  for  in  spite  of  his  insistence 
Grover  was  not  as  enthusiastic  about  this 
party  as  he  pretended  to  be.  At  the  last 
moment  Wisteria  discovered  that  she  had 
forgotten  a  handkerchief.  Grover  went 
back  with  her  to  the  porch  steps.  As  he 
stood  there  he  heard  Cliff  remark,  "Don't 
tell  them  where  we're  really  going. 
They'd  throw  a  fit,  both  of  them." 


Grover  whirled.  His  first  impulse  was 
to  demand  an  explanation.  What  was  he 
letting  Wisteria  in  for?  But  he  was  afraid 
of  their  ridicule,  afraid  of  being  called  a 
sissy.  While  he  hesitated  Wisteria  came 
out  and  it  was  too  late. 

As  they  drove  away  from  the  town 
the  four  grew  gayer.  Grover  tried  to  play 
up  but  made  a  miserable  failure  of  it.  A 
gnawing  uneasiness  held  him.  He  more 
than  suspected  that  the  others  had  been 
drinking.  He  wondered  if  Wisteria  had 
the  same  suspicion.  If  she  did  she  did  not 
let  him  know  it. 

But  suddenly  she  cried  out,  as  they 
shot  past  a  corner,  "Why,  I  thought  that 
was  the  road  to  Horton!" 

"We're   not    going    to   Horton,"    Fern 
Barnes   informed   her. 
"But  I  understood — " 
"Oh,   yeah,"   scoffed   Jack.    "We      did 
say  that,  but  we  changed  our  minds." 

"Where  are  you  going?"  persisted  Wis- 
teria. 

"Wait  and  find  out.  Never  cross  a 
bridge  till  you  get  to  it,"  giggled  Mari- 
lyn. "We've  got  a  lot  better  hunch  than 
Horton." 

Wisteria  looked  at  Grcver,  but  he 
would  not  meet  her  eyes.  He  was  any- 
thing but  happy.  She  did  not  speak  again 
and  a  general  silence  fell  upon  the  group. 
The  four  were  a  be  worried.  The  adven- 
ture they  had  planned  was  really  rather 
cold,  even  for  them.  They  were  not  quite 
as  wild  and  independent  as  they  tried  to 
appear.  Wiste-'j  had  Iven  shrewd  in  her 
estimate  of  the  value  they  had  placed 
upon  her  and  Grover.  The  outstanding 
record  of  the  two  as  students  was  really 
a  safeguard  to  the  group,  and  each  of  the 
four  was  wondering  if  he  had  gone  too 
far. 

The  driver  swerved  into  a  lane  bordered 
by  big  trees,  and  dark.  At  the  end  of 
that  lane  it  was  light  enough,  and  gay 
enough.  A  noisy  group  came  out  to  meet 
them. 

Wisteria's  eyes  were  blazing  as  she  got 

out  of  the  car.   "The  Perry  roadhouse!" 

she  exclaimed.  "I'm  not  going  in  there." 

"What  are  you  going  to  do?"  taunted 

Cliff. 

"I'm  going  home  on  the  interurban." 
She  started  in  the  direction  of  the  station, 
six  blocks  away. 

Grover  overtook  her.  "Don't  break  up 
the  party.  Be  a  sport,"  he  urged. 

"Not  that  kind  of  sport.  You  stay,  if 
you  prefer  that  crowd  to  me.  I'm  per- 
fectly able  to  look  out  for  myself.  Better 
able  than  you  are  to  look  out  for  me,  it 
seems.'' 

"You're  not   going   alone."   He  said   it 
gruffly,  to  mask  his  own  shame  and  an- 
ger. He  was  angry  with  himself  for  get- 
ting   her    into    this    predicament,      angry 
(Continued   on   page    16) 
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"OUR  HEAVENLY  HOME" 
Memory   work:      John    12:26;    12:28; 
14:1-3;  Acts  1:11;  2  Cor.  5:1;   1  Thess. 
1:10;  1  Thess.  4:16;  2  Thess.   1:10;  Heb. 
11:10. 

Jesus  knew  that  His  enemies  were  go- 
ing to  hang  Him  upon  the  cross,  and  He 
knew  too  that  after  He  had  gone  back 
home  to  His  Father  in  Heaven  His 
friends  and  helpers  would  be  very  lonely 
without  Him.  So  one  evening  He  told  His 
disciples  that  soon  He  was  going  away 
from  them  back  to  His  heavenly  home. 
As  He  sat  there  with  them  He  thought 
of  how  they  would  miss  Him  and  He  said, 
"Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled,  I  am 
going  away  to  get  a  beautiful  place  ready 
for  you  in  my  Father's  home.  Some  day 
I  will  come  back  to  get  all  of  you  and 
take  you  with  me  to  live  in  this  beau- 
tiful home." 

The  disciples  did  not  forget  Jesus'  kind 
words  when  they  were  going  about  try- 
ing to  do  His  will.  Many  times  people 
were  unkind  to  them,  sometimes  people 
would  not  listen  to  their  words  and  even 
tried  to  punish  them  for  telling  others 
about  Jesus.  But  Jesus  in  His  heavenly 
home  was  watching  over  them  and  help- 
ing them  with  the  work  they  were  doing 
for  Him. 

We,  too,  can  be  disciples  of  Jesus  today 
and  have  a  part  in  His  work. so  that  we 
shall  one  day  enjoy  that  beautiful  home 
which  He  went  to  prepare. 
There  is  a  home  of  beauty  rare, 
Which  Jesus  said  He  would  prepare; 
It  is  for  those  who  faithful  be, 
This  beauty  they  alone  can  see. 
We've  heard  the  Savior's  tender  voice 
Inviting  us  to  make  our  choice; 
And  enter  in  this  realm  of  love, 
Sent  down  to  us  from  God  above. 
If  in  this  heavenly  home  we'd  dwell, 
We  must  the  love  of  Jesus  tell; 
And  carry  on  His  work  of  love, 
And  then  we'll  dwell  with  Him  above. 
(Let  some  child  give  this  in  meeting). 
*    #    * 

The  Easter  Story 

Lesson  text:  John  20th  chapter. 

Memory  work:  John  5:2  8,  29;  John 
11:25;  1  Cor.  15:12;  Phil.  3:21;  I  Cor. 
15:43,  44;    1   Thess.  4:16;  Rev.   20:6. 

Springtime!  The  season  that  brings  joy 
to  the  hearts  of  men  after  the  long  dreary 
winter  is  over.  Everything  around  us 
seems  to  rejoice  and  be  glad;  the  bud- 
ding flowers  and  trees,  the  merry  song 
of  birds,  all  tell  us  of  the  goodness  of  our 
heavenly  Father  who  is  still  caring  for 
His   children.    And    the   springtime   as   it 


comes  to  us  brings  a  remembrance  of  an- 
other time  when  hundreds  of  years  ago 
something  took  place  that  gives  the  chil- 
dren of  God  the  wonderful  hope  of  im- 
mortality. That  was  the  first  Easter  when 
Jesus  our  Lord  and  King  came  forth  from 
the  tomb,  resurrected  to  live  and  reign 
forever  more.  It  was  a  sad  day  for  His 
mother  and  disciples  when  He  was  cru- 
elly slain  on  the  cross  but  that  sorrow 
was  turned  into  joy  when  they  really 
knew  their  Savior  had  come  forth  from 
the  grave  and  they  could  be  with  Him 
again.  Just  as  earthly  things  burst  forth 
into  new  life  after  winter's  dark  reign  is 
over,  so  shall  the  dead  in  Christ  be  re- 
surrected from  the  grave  at  the  coming 
of  the  Lord  and  will  get  to  live  with 
Him  throughout  eternity.  What  a  blessed 
hope  the  Eastertide  brings  to  our  hearts! 
What  a  glorious  thought  of  life  everlast- 
ing! That  first  Easter  day  brought  co 
our  hearts  something  that  this  world  can- 
not destroy,  the  hope  of  the  resurrection. 
Let  us  worship  anew  this  risen  Christ  and 
make  every  day  of  our  lives  one  glad 
Easter  day. 

Questions:  How  many  appearances  did 
Jesus  make  after  the  resurrection?  To 
whom  and  where? 

Note:  Bring  to  this  meeting  a  dead 
bulb  and  a  blooming  flower  and  show 
how  God  resurrects  the  flowers  in  the 
springtime.  So  He  will  resurrect  dead 
bodies  at  that  great  resurrection  day,  and 
bring  them  forth  arrayed  in  more  beauti- 
ful garments  than  the  flower  we  have 
here. 

Right  Way  of  Living 

Memory  work:  Luke  6:27-38;  Matt. 
5:43-48;  Eph.   5:1,  2. 

One  time  after  Jesus  had  been  praying 
all  night  alone  in  the  mountain  He  came 
down  in  the  morning  to  the  foot  of  the 
mountain.  There  He  saw  a  great  many 
people  who  had  come  from  many  dif- 
ferent places  to  see  Him  and  to  hear  Him 
speak.  Many  of  those  people  had  sick 
bodies — some  were  blind,  some  deaf,  some 
lame — and  many  of  them  had  sick  souls. 
They  had  done  things  which  were  not 
right  and  wanted  Jesus  to  help  them. 
When  Jesus  saw  them  all  He  felt  sorry 
for  them  and  sat  down  and  talked  to 
them  a  long  time.  We  can  read  about 
the  wonderful  things  He  told  them  in  the 
Bible.  They  tell  us  how  Jesus  wants  us 
to  live.  Some  of  the  things  He  said  are 
these:  Love  those  who  do  not  love  you; 
do  good  to  them  who  do  evil  to  you; 
pray  for  those  who  do  not     treat     you 


right.  Share  with  others  the  things  thai 
God  has  given  you  and  never  think  ol 
what  you  might  get  from  others.  What> 
ever  you  think  you  would  like  others  tc 
do  to  you,  that  is  the  very  thing  that  yov 
should  do  to  them.  This  is  what  we  caL 
the  Golden  Rule  and  we  should  remem- 
ber it  every  day. 

Do  to  others  as  you  would  that  the) 
should  do  to  you,  will  make  you  honest, 
kind   and   good   as  children  ought   to   be. 

The  Fourth  Beatitude 

"Blessed  are  they  which  do  hunger  and 
thirst  after  righteousness." 

1.  What  is  righteousness? 
Right-ness — being  right. 

Let  children  illustrate  by  naming  ac- 
tions proceeding  from  a  pure  heart  and 
from  a  heart  that  is  impure. 

2.  What   is  it    to   hunger  and   thirst? 

Can  any  one  take  comfort  in  any- 
thing, think  of  anything  else,  when  real- 
ly hungry  and  thirsty?  If  hungry  and 
thirsty  for  righteousness,  one  will  not 
hunger  for  any  sinful  thing.  (Let  chil- 
dren mention  such  things.) 

II.  The  promise. 

"They  shall  be  filled." 

1.  God  satisfies  the  hunger  for  food, 
for  every   living   thing.   Ps.    145:16. 

2.  He  will  much  more  satisfy — "fill" — 
those  who  hunger  for  righteousness.  Isa. 
44:3;  John  7:37. 

3.  How?  1  Cor.  1:30;  Ezek.  11:19. 

Memory  Gem 

"JUST  BEFORE  THE  PRAYER" 

Before  my  words  of  prayer  are  said 
I'll  close /my  eyes  and  bow  my  head, 
I'll  try  to  think   to   whom  I  pray, 
And  try  to  mean  the  words  I  say. 
To  say  my  prayers  is  not  to  pray, 
Unless  I  mean  the  words  I  say, 
Unless  I   think   to  whom  I  speak, 
And  with  my  heart  His  blessing  seek. 
If  when  at  prayer  I  dare  to  smile, 
Or  play,  or  look  about  awhile, 
Or  think  vain  thoughts,  the  Lord  will  see, 
And  how  can  He  be  pleased  with  me? 

Let  each   child   memorize      this   to  be 
said   just  before  prayer. 
*    *    * 
The  Alphabet  Plan 

A  is  for  Anger:  "He  that  is  slow  to 
anger  is  better  than  the  mighty;  and  he 
that  ruleth  his  spirit  than  he  that  taketh 
a  city."  Prov.   16:3  2. 

B  is  for  Beauty:  "O  worship  the  Lord 
in  the  beauty  of  holiness:  fear  before  him, 
all  the  earth."  Ps.   96:9. 

C  is  for  Charity:  "Let  all  your  things 
be  done  with  charity."   1   Cor.   16:14. 

D  is  for  Duty:  "We  have  done  that 
which  was  our  duty  to  do."  Luke  17:10. 

E  is  for  Envy:  "Let  not  thine  heart 
envy  sinners;  but  be  thou  in  the  fear  of 
the  Lord  all  the  day  long."  Prov.  23:17. 
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F  is  for  Faith:  "I  have  fought  a  good 
fight;  I  have  finished  my  course;  I  have 
kept  the  faith."  2  Tim.  4:7. 

G  is  for  Give:  "Come  unto  me,  all  ye 
that  labor  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I 
will   give  you  rest."  Matt.    11:28. 

H  is  for  Hope:  "Rejoicing  in  hope; 
patient  in  tribulation;  continuing  instant 
in  prayer."  Rom.   12:12. 

I  is  for  Idle:  "An  idle  soul  shall  suf- 
fer hunger."  Prov.    19:15. 

J  is  for  Joy:  "They  that  sow  in  tears 
shall  reap  in  Joy."  Ps.    126:5. 

K  is  for  Kindness:  "And  to  godliness 
brotherly  kindness;  and  to  brotherly 
kindness  charity."  2  Peter   1:7. 

L  is  for  Love:  "Hatred  stirreth  up 
strifes;  but  love  covereth  all  sins."  Prov. 
10:12. 

M  is  for  Merry:  "A  merry  heart  mak- 
eth  a  cheerful  countenance,  but  by  sor- 
row of  the  heart  the  spirit  is  broken." 
Prov.   15:13. 

N  is  for  Needy:  "For  the  needy  shall 
not  alway  be  forgotten;  the  expectation 
of  the  poor  shall  not  perish  forever."  Ps. 
9:18. 

O  is  for  Obey:  "Children,  obey  your 
parents  in  the  Lord;  for  this  is  right." 
Eph.  6:1. 

P  is  for  Pray:  "Watch  and  pray,  that 
ye  enter  not  into  temptation."  Matt.  26: 
41. 

Q  is  for  Quiet:  "Seeing  that  these 
things  cannot  be  spoken  against,  ye  ought 
to  be  quiet,  and  to  do  nothing  rashly." 
Acts  19:36. 

R  is  for  Rejoice:  "Rejoice  evermore." 
1  Thess.  5:16. 

S  is  for  strength:  "God  is  our  refuge 
and  strength,  a  very  present  help  in 
trouble."  Psa.  46:1. 

T  is  for  Tongue:  "Keep  thy  tongue 
from  evil,  and  thy  lips  from  speaking 
guile."  Psa.   34:13. 

U  is  for  Understanding:  "Trust  in  the 
Lord  with  all  thine  heart,  and  lean  not 
unto  thine  own  understanding."  Prov. 
3:5. 

V  is  for  Vows:  "Thy  vows  are  upon 
ne,  O  Lord:  I  will  render  praise  unto 
:hee."   Psa.    5  6:12. 

W  is  for  Work:  "I  must  work  the 
works  of  him  that  sent  me  while  it  is 
iay;  the  night  cometh  when  no  man  can 
work."  John  9:4. 

Y  is  for  Youth:  "Remember  now  thy 
Creator  in  the  days  of  thy  youth,  while 
:he  evil  days  come  not,  nor  the  years 
iraw  nigh,  when  thou  shalt  say,  I  have 
io  pleasure  in  them."  Eccl.  12:1. 

Z  is  for  Zeal:  "The  zeal  of  the  Lord 
)f  hosts  will  perform  this."  Isa.  9:7. 

Let  the  children  memorize  these  and  at 
/our  meeting  see  who  can  say  them  all. 
^  prize  might  be  given.  Give  the  whole 
nonth  for  this  contest. 


Marjorie's  Children's  Day 

Dr.  El  wood  had  just  returned  from 
the  hospital  and  was  looking  very 
thoughtful    and   sad. 

"What  is  the  matter,  father?"  asked 
his  little  daughter  Marjorie. 

"Oh,  I  am  thinking  of  Emily  Monroe, 
poor  child!" 

"Who  is  she?" 

"She  is  a  young  girl  in  the  hospital. 
She  had  to  have  an  operation  a  few  days 
ago.  She  was  so  brave,  but  she  is  droop- 
ing now,  and  I  am  very  much  afraid  she 
will  not  pull  through.  I'm  sure  she  is 
homesick." 

"Why  doesn't  her  mother  go  to  see 
her?"  asked  Marjorie,  eagerly. 

"Her  mother  is  dead." 

"Where  is  her  father?" 

"On  a  long  business  trip  in  the  Far 
West." 

"Has  she  any  sisters?" 

"Yes,  several,  but  they  are  little  chil- 
dren and  are  in  a  distant  city,  too  far 
away  to  come  to  visit  Emily.  What  she 
needs  is  cheer." 

The  following  Sunday  morning  little 
Emily  was  lying  on  her  bed  at  the  hos- 
pital, her  limbs  tied,  for  she  was  not  al- 
lowed to  move  them.  Her  face  was  piti- 
fully pale  and  sad.  Her  eyes  were  closed, 
but  slow  tears  forced  themselves  between 
her  lids  and  rolled  down  her  cheeks. 

She  was  homesick — so  homesick! 

Presently  the  nurse  came  in  softly,  and, 
resting  a  hand  on  the  aching  head,  said, 
"Would  you  like  to  see  a  dear  girl  who 
is  waiting  in  the  hall?" 

The  tearful  lids  opened,  revealing  an 
eager  look  in  the  brown  eyes. 

"Waiting?"   she  asked. 

"Yes,  she  came  to  see  you." 

"I  do  not  know  any  girl  in  this  town. 
Who  is  she?" 

"She  is  Marjorie  Elwood,  the  doctor's 
daughter." 

"Oh,  I  love  Dr.  Elwood!  Please  bring 
his  daughter  in." 

Presently  Marjorie  stood  by  Emily's 
bedside.   Her  face  was  radiant. 

"I  know  you're  Emily,"  she  said  gent- 
ly. "Papa  told  me  about  you.  I'm  Mar- 
jorie Elwood.  I've  brought  you  these; 
aren't  they  sweet?"  and  she  held  out  a 
bouquet  of  sweet  June  roses. 

A  smile  broke  out  over  the  wan  face 
as  the  frail  hand  clasped  the  roses  and 
kissed   them. 

"Oh,  I  thank  you!  I  thank  you  so!" 
she  cried  out.  "How  did  you  happen  to 
think  of  bringing  these  to  me?" 

"Why,  it  is  Children's  Day  at  the 
church  and  I  wanted  you  to  have  a  share 
in  it." 

The  nurse  left  the  two  girls  together 
for  fifteen  minutes,  during  which  time 
Marjorie  did  most  of  the  talking.  She 
told  Emily  of  the  songs  that  were  to  be 
sung  that  night,  of  the  flowers  and  the 


birds,  and  the  recitation  that  little  Tom 
Clark  was  to  give.  "I'll  coax  him  to  come 
over  with  me  some  day  and  recite  it  for 
you,"  she  said. 

Marjorie  told  other  cheering  things — 
how  her  brother,  Roland,  had  a  wonder- 
ful dog  that  could  play  many  tricks  and 
dance,  and  that  when  she  came  again 
she  would  bring  some  more  interesting 
things. 

"Time  is  up,"  said  the  nurse,  coming 
in  quietly. 

"All  right,"  was  Marjorie's  cheerful 
response.  Then,  bending  over  Emily,  she 
touched  her  forehead  softly  with  her 
rosy  lips,  and  laid  down  on  the  coverlet 
a  small  box  with  a  pictured  cover. 

In  the  evening  just  as  Marjorie  was 
about  to  start  for  the  "children's  serv- 
ices," her  father  came  in.  He  had  just 
returned  from  the  hospital. 

"My  dear,"  he  said,  "Emily  is  much 
better.  She  has  improved  wonderfully 
since   this  morning." 

"Oh,  I  am  so  glad!"     said  Marjorie. 

"She  was  asleep  when  I  went  in,"  he 
said,  "and  there  was  a  smile  on  her  face. 
Upon  a  little  stand  beside  her  bed  was 
a  bowl  of  beautiful  June  roses.  In  her 
frail  hand  there  were  clasped  some  sweet 
rosebuds.  A  small  box  lay  on  the  side  of 
the  bed.  Its  contents  were  scattered  over 
the  spread.  There  were  pictures  and  book- 
lets that  would  interest  her.  I  took  her 
temperature  and  felt  her  pulse,  and  then 
looked  at  the  nurse.  She  said,  'It  was 
Miss  Marjorie  who  brought  these  flowers 
and  pictures  and  made  it  so  cheerful  for 
Emily.'  It  was  a  heaven-born  thought 
that  took  you  there,  my  dear.  I  verily 
believe  she  was  pining  for  a  home  or  the 
sight  of  some  of  her  people.  You  did  a 
good  deed  Marjorie,  and  Emily  is  likely 
to  get  well." 

Marjorie's  face  was  beaming  as  she 
heard  these  words.  Do  you  wonder  that 
she  felt  happy  as  she  kissed  her  father 
and  hurried  away  to  the  service?  That 
Children's  Day  meant  a  lot  to  Marjorie. 
It  was  a  happy,  happy  day. — Youth's 
Banner. 

Questions  for  Junior  Bible  Box 

1.  What  event  happened  at  Mount 
Hor? 

2.  What  is  the  meaning  of  the  name 
Christ? 

3.  Where  is  Jesus  spoken  of  as  an  in- 
tercessor? 

4.  Who  succeeded  Aaron  as  high  priest? 

5.  What  is  faith? 

6.  Where  was  Moses  buried? 

7.  By  whom  was  Moses  buried? 

8.  Has  his  tomb  ever  been  found? 

9.  Who  was  Joshua? 

10.  What  was  Joshua's  first  commis- 
sion? 

See  Children's  Dialogue  on  page  23 
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The  word  "Easter"  like  the  names  of 
the  days  of  the  week,  is  a  survival  from 
the  old  Teutonic  mythology.  It  is  de- 
rived from  "Eostre"  the  Anglo-Saxon 
goddess  ot  Spring.  Early  Christians  did 
not  observe  the  festival  of  Easter.  The 
apostles  had  no  thought  of  appointing  fes- 
tival days,  but  of  promoting  a  life  of 
blamelessness  and  of  piety.  The  observ- 
ance of  the  day  came  much  later  than 
apostolic  days  when  Christians  became 
desirous  of  commemorating  the  day  as 
nearly  as  possible  on  which  Christ  arose, 
victor  over  death,  and  the  grave. 


be  a  better  place  in  which  to  live. 


There  are  in  the  United  States  8,676,- 
000  Catholic  youths  under  twenty-five 
years  of  age  and  of  this  number  78.4  per 
cent  are  not  being  reached  by  the  Catho- 
lic Church.  There  are  1,630,000  Jewish 
children  under  the  age  of  twenty-five 
years  in  our  United  Sttaes  and  only  4.8 
per  cent  are  being  reached  by  the  Jewish 
church.  Protestant  children  of  this  same 
age  number  42,981,000  (this  includes 
those  who  are  only  nominally  Protestant 
in  that  they  are  not  Jew  or  Catholic). 
Of  this  number  66.5  per  cent  are  not 
enrolled  in  any  Sunday  School.  Are  you 
doing  your  part  to  win  them  for  Christ 
and  the  Church? 


A  recent  estimate  shows  that  there  are 
3,000,000  criminals  in  the  United  States. 
Each  year  these  criminals  commit  about 
16,000,000  crimes.  From  studied  calcu- 
lations made  by  the  Department  of  Jus- 
tice at  Washington,  D.  C.  these  crimes 
are  costing  each  American  citizen  about 
$120  each  year.  Most  of  these  criminals 
are  young  men  and  women  in  their  teens. 
Many  of  them  are  graduates  of  high 
schools  and  colleges.  Give  us  higher  edu- 
cation by  all  means,  but  give  us  also  the 
love  of  God  which  exalteth  a  nation.  It 
has  been  said  that  children  have  a  bad 
education  who  have  not  been  taught  early 
and  affectionately  to  know,  fear,  remem- 
ber and   serve  God. 


Socrates,  Greek  scholar  who  was  born 
469  B.  C,  gave  man  one  of  the  greatest 
maxims  in  the  philosophy  of  human  life 
when  he  said  "know  thyself."  Marcus 
Aurelius,  born  more  than  five  hundred 
years  later  said  "control  thyself"  and 
Jesus  Christ,  Savior  of  mankind  said 
"deny  thyself".  If  man  knew  himself — 
if  he  knew  his  weakness,  his  strength  and 
the  faculties  present  in  his  life — if  he 
knew  these  things  and  knew  how  to  con- 
trol the  forces  that  govern  his  life,  and 
how    to   deny   himself,   this   world    would 


The  sun  is  really  a  star.  To  most  per- 
sons it  is  just  an  orb  that  appears  to  cross 
our  sky  from  East  to  West,  giving  light 
and  warmth,  but  the  sun  really  does  not 
move.  Our  earth  turns  on  its  axis  now 
presenting  one  half  its  spherical  surface  to 
the  sun's  rays  and  twelve  hours  later  pre- 
senting the  opposite  half.  The  earth  could 
not  endure  the  sun's  great  heat  except 
for  the  distance  which  separates  it  from 
us — 92,900,000  miles.  The  diameter  of 
the  sun  is  866,000  miles.  When  we  con- 
sider the  volume  of  this  huge  ball  we 
find  that  more  than  a  million  earths 
could  be  contained  within  its  dimensions. 
What  a  small  portion  of  this  huge  crea- 
tion is  visible  to  our  natural  eye!  Even 
so  our  co.-.ception  of  God's  great  love  for 
us. 


India  is  about  one-third  the  size  of 
Europe,  or  one-half  the  size  of  the 
United  States.  The  population  in  1931 
was  3  52,837,778.  If  these  were  to  file 
by  day  and  night  at  the  rate  of  twenty 
per  minute,  it  would  be  nearly  thirty- 
four  years  before  the  last  person  marched 
by.  Twenty  persons  die  every  minute  in 
India.  Eight  hundred  thousand  souls  enter 
eternity  from  there  every  month.  The 
religious  census  is  as  follows:  Jews  24,- 
141;  Parsis  109,752;  Jains  1,252,105; 
Sikhs  4,33  5,771;  Tribal  religions  8,280,- 
347;  Buddhists  12,786,806;  Moslems  77,- 
677, 545;  Christians  6,296,763;  Roman 
Catholics  2,768,598;  Syrians,  525,607; 
Non-Roman  and  Non-Syrian  3,002,5  88. 
Are  you  praying  the  Lord  of  the  harvest 
to  send  forth  laborers  into  His  harvest? 

We'll  Be  on  the  Bright  Side 
By  and  By 

Tho'   we  have  our   trials 

And    ofttimes   we   have   to   sigh; 

Just   keep   on    praying,   praying,   praying, 

We'll    be  on    the   bright   side   by   and   by. 

rho'  we  try  and  ofttimes  fail, 

Don't  give  up,  don't  let  hope  die; 

For  if  we  try  and  try  and  try, 

We'll   be  on   the   bright   side   by   and   by. 

Tho'   we  get  discouraged, 

If  to  the  Lord  we'll  cry, 

And  keep  on   trusting,  trusting,  trusting 

We'd  be  on  the  bright  side  by  and  by. 

Don't  ever  get  blue, 

Go  on  and  try, 

And   if  we  do  we'll  see  that 

We'll   be  on   the  bright  side  by  and  by. 

— Paul  Dorman,  Roanoke,  Va. 


Special  Notice 

We  again  want  to  urge  our  Gideons 
and  the  Y.  P.  E's  they  represent  to  please 
remit  for  back  issues  of  the  paper  before 
the  1st  of  April.  We  are  running  behind 
at  the  Publishing  House  and  we  must  pay 
up  or  return  to  our  16-page  paper  in 
April. 

Presidents  of  Y.  P.  E's  and  pastors, 
would  you  not  help  the  Gideons  in  every 
way  possible  to  dispose  of  papers  and  re- 
mind them  occasionally?  as  30  days  goes 
by  before  they  realize  it.  I  will  appreciate 
your  co-operation  more  than  you  can 
imagine. 

Gideons 

1.  Dennis  Lawhead,  Robinson,  111.;  2, 
Alva  Mae  McClure,  Harrisburg,  Pa.;  3. 
Gladys  Bryant,  Christopher,  Ky. ;  4.  Vel- 
vie  Wilson,  Williamson,  W.  Va.;  5, 
Gladys  Workman,  Naugatuck,  W.  Va. ; 
6.  Louise  Chasteen,  Berryton,  Ga.;  7.  P. 
Gallaway,  Shelby,  N.  C;  8.  Mrs.  Wm, 
Morris,  Harrisburg,  Pa.;  9.  Mrs.  Florence 
Bryant,  Ft.  Wayne,  Ind.;  10.  Mrs.  Eliza- 
beth Dozier,  Breckenridge,  Tex.;  11. 
Inez  Denmark,  Homerville,  Ga.;  12.  Mrs, 
D.  T.  Toler,  Thomaston,  Ga.;  13.  Miss 
Lillie  M.  Sanders,  Ladonia,  Tex.;  14. 
Gladys  Shatley,  Gary,  W.  Va.;  15.  Thel- 
ma  Blair,  Diablock,  Ky.;  16.  Miss  Elsie 
Lynn,  Bainbridge,  Ga.;  17.  Miss  Ellieu 
Norris,  Iron  City,  Ga.;  18.  Ellen  Van- 
dorn,  Pine  River,  Minn.;  19.  P.  P.  Car- 
penter, Reamstown,  Pa.;  20.  Clarendon 
Parker,  Clayton,  Ga.;  21.  Doris  Benton, 
Ochlochnee,  Ga.;  22.  Donnie  Hewett. 
Wake  Forest,  N.  C;  23.  Mrs.  J.  C.  John- 
son, Monroe,  Va.;  24.  Margaret  Quinn. 
York,  S.  C;  2  5.  Mrs.  Harry  Vaugh,  E. 
Altoona,  Pa.;  26.  Mrs.  Walter  Rampy. 
Burkburnett,  Tex.;  27.  Warren  Rawlins, 
Garret,  Ky.;  2  8.  Margarite  Hammond, 
Lake  Worth,  Fla.;  29.  Mabel  Lewis,  Four- 
mile,  Ky.;  3  0.  Mary  Ruth  Smith,  New- 
port, Tenn. ;  31.  Miss  Hattie  Brown, 
Moultrie,  Ga.;  3  2.  Miss  Eva  Bell  Hipps, 
Fitzgerald,  Ga.;  3  3.  Annie  Laurie  Brad- 
shaw,  Rocky  Mount,  N.  C. 

To  he  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  #1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  three  hundred  who  are  going  to  put  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year? 
Read    the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 

The  Bible  is  a  treasure.  It  contains 
enough  to  make  us  rich  for  time  anc 
eternity.  It  contains  the  secret  of  happ) 
living.  It  contains  the  key  to  heaven.  Il 
contains  the  title-deeds  of  an  inheritance 
incorruptible,  and  that  fadeth  not  away 
It  contains  the  pearl  of  great  price.  Nay 
in  so  far  as  it  reveals  them  as  the  portior 
of  us  sinful  worms,  it  contains  the  Sav- 
ior and  the  living  God  Himself. — Jame 
Hamilton. 
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THE  DISCOVERY  OF  GOD'S 
PLAN 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 
CONSIDER  OUR  OWN  ABILITY 
Having  opened  our  hearts  to  the  in- 
fluence and  direction  of  His  Spirit,  we 
should  bring  to  the  question  a  thoughtful 
consideration  of  our  own  ability. 
The  God  who  gave  us  our  natural  fac- 
ulties and  endowments  is  the  same  God 
who  has  planned  our  lives.  Therefore,  we 
will  most  likely  find  that  the  plan  is  in 
keeping  with  these  gifts.  The  young  man 
who  has  been  brought  up  on  the  farm 
and  loves  the  soil,  who  is  slow  of 
speech,  will  more  likely  discover  his  plan 
as  an  industrial  missionary  than  as  an 
evangelist.  The  girl  who  likes  to  teach 
should  doubtless  find  her  field  an  educa- 
tional work,  while  another  who  lacks  the 
qualities  of  a  teacher  may  possess  the 
tact  and  sympathy  for  a  very  effective 
deaconness  or  a  nurse. 

God  does  not  give  us  natural  gifts 
simply  to  ask  us  to  renounce  them.  He 
does  not  ask  us  to  sacrifice,  but  to  use 
them.  And  no  gift  is  ever  too  great  to 
be  used  in  the  kingdom.  While  we  oc- 
casionally find  a  man  with  a  false  scale 
of  values  who  imagines  that  his  gift  is 
too  great  to  be  used  in  service,  we  more 
often  find  a  man  who  is  prone  to  under- 
estimate his  ability,  particularly  as  it  con- 
cerns Christian  work.  The  man  who  has 
little  and  gives  it  all  to  God  can  do  more 
than  he  who  has  much  and  uses  it  in- 
differently. We  often  see  a  repetition  of 
Goliath  in  his  armor  being  defeated  by 
David  with  a  sling  and  the  power  of 
God.  Isaiah  heard  God's  call,  but  feared 
to  answer  because  he  was  a  man  of  un- 
clean lips.  But  the  coal  of  fire  from  the 
altar  can  cleanse  to-day  as  it  did  then. 
Amos  was  neither  a  prophet  nor  the  son 
of  a  prophet,  and  he  felt  keenly  his  un- 
worthiness,  but  God  used  him.  When  we 
contrast  the  Peter  who  denied  his  Lord 
with  the  Peter  we  see  at  Pentecost  we 
realize  something  of  what  God  can  do 
with  a  life. 

THE  NEEDS  OF  THE  WORLD 
The  question  of  God's  plan  for  our 
lives  should  never  be  settled  until  we 
have  considered  the  needs  of  the  world. 
In  the  first  place  we  should  rid  our 
minds  of  any  idea  that  we  must  have 
some  mystical  and  miraculous  "call"  be- 
fore taking  up  Christian  service.  There 
has  been  much  confusion  in  the  minds 
of  many  as  to   what   constitutes   a   call. 


When  this  is  solved  on  the  simple  basis 
of  finding  God's  plan,  the  question  of  a 
call  need  not  trouble  anyone.  The  con- 
sciousness that  we  have  found  God's  plan 
for  us  settles  the  question.  But  we  can- 
not be  sure  that  we  have  found  His  plan 
so  long  as  we  are  ignorant  of  the  needs 
of  His  other  children.  If  the  God-planned 
life  is  a  life  of  service  which  is  to  be 
in  keeping  with  His  purpose  for  the 
whole  world,  no  decision  should  be  made 
until  we  study  those  needs  to  see  where 
our  lives  can  count  for  most. 

When  a  girl  learns  that  of  140,000,000 
women  of  India,  less  than  i  "f\o,000  can 
read  or  write,  that  40,000,000  are  life- 
long prisoners   in      zenana     homes,      that 

My  Prayer 

Oh,  touch  mine  eyes  that  I  may  see 
In    cloudless   rapture   Thy      dear 
face, 
And  in  that  calm  serenity, 

With  patience  run     my  glorious 
race. 

Oh,  loose   my   tongue   that  I     may 
tell, 
With   burning   words,   to   sinners 
lost, 
That  Thou  dids't  come  to  seek  and 
save, 
To  purchase  them  at  such  a  cost. 

Unstop  my  ears  that  I  may  hear 
The  softest  whispers  of  Thy  love, 

To   draw   my   heart    from      earthly 
things, 
And   fix  it   on  Thyself   above. 

Release  my  feet  that  I  may  run 
The  way  of  holiness  divine; 

Held  by  Thy  hand  I  cannot  fall; 
Filled  with  Thy  life,  I'll  brightly 
shine. — W.  Spencer  Walton. 

there  are  25,000,000  widows,  100,000 
of  whom  are  under  ten  years  old,  these 
tragic  facts  ought  to  have  something  to 
do  with  her  decision  as  to  what  use  God 
would  have  her  make  of  her  life.  No 
young  person  should  make  this  decision 
until  he  considers  carefully  his  own  abili- 
ty, gets  vividly  before  him  the  needs  of 
the  world,  and  then  quietly  and  deliber- 
ately waits  before  God  as  he  asks,  "Lord, 
what  wilt  thou  have  me  to  do?" 
THE  UNHURRIED  DECISION 
Finally,  let  us  take  time  to  decide.  It 
the  plan  is  unmistakably  clear,      the   de- 


cision should  be  made  at  once.  But  if  we 
are  not  sure,  we  should  not  be  in  a  hurry. 
If  we  are  fully  consecrated  to  God's  serv- 
ice and  have  made  it  our  purpose  to  fol- 
low the  plan  that  He  has  regardless  of 
what  it  may  be,  then  we  can  afford  to 
take  time.  Hurried  decisions  made  with- 
out due  consideration  of  the  issues  in- 
volved are  rarely  satisfactory.  When  wc 
have  a  willing  heart,  and  have  sought  by 
daily  prayer  and  communion  to  know 
God's  will,  and  have  carefully  considered 
our  own  ability  in  the  light  of  the  needs 
of  the  world,  and  the  assurance  has  not 
yet  come,  we  should  quietly  and  confi- 
dently wait.  We  should  ask  God's  guid- 
ance step  by  step  in  our  dailv  tasks.  Obed- 
ience to  the  known  will  of  God  will  make 
the  heart  more  sensitive  and  receptive  to 
His  voice  as  He  seeks  to  lead  in  the 
larger  plan.  We  should  continue  our  pre- 
paration; the  more  training  we  have  the 
broader  and  larger  fields  we  may  be  able 
to  enter.  If  we  live  up  to  the  preceding 
principles,  continue  our  preparation,  and 
take  advantage  of  every  opportunity  for 
service,  wc  may  rest  assured  that  God 
will  lead  us  into  the  place  He  has  for  us. 
DANGEROUS  ATTITUDES 

There  are  two  dangerous  attitudes 
which  it  is  well  to  avoid:  One  is  that 
God's  plan  for  us  does  not  begin  until 
we  take  up  active  service;  the  other  is 
that,  having  found  God's  general  plan  for 
us,  the  matter  is  settled.  The  God-planned 
life  does  not  begin  in  the  future,  it  be- 
gins now,  and  God  not  only  leads  us  to 
the  plan,  but  step  by  step  in  the  plan.  To 
make  the  decision  and  then  to  cease  to 
seek  God's  guidance  will  lead  to  disap- 
pointment and  failure.  A  brilliant  young 
man  entered  college  to  prepare  for  the 
ministry.  He  determined  to  achieve  the 
highest  place  and  spent  day  and  night 
with  his  books.  He  was  too  busy  to 
take  part  in  athletics  or  to  be  interested 
in  college  affairs  or  to  mix  with  his  fel- 
low students.  He  graduated  with  hon- 
ors, having  passed  with  credit  his  courses 
in  theology  and  homiletics.  But  he  was 
a  physical  wreck  and  his  life  was  a  fail- 
ure. He  had  no  point  of  contact  with 
people.  He  could  not  put  into  practice 
the  things  he  had  learned.  He  had  looked 
forward  to  his  life's  work  beginning  in 
the  future,  while  he  neglected  the  oppor- 
tunities which  lay  at  his  door.  He  failed 
to  see  that  the  service  which  he  might 
have  rendered  during  the  years  of  pre- 
paration would  have  been  valuable  serv- 
ice as  well  as  a  necessary  part  of  his 
training  for  the  future. 

A  young  man  felt  that  God  had  called 
him  to  the  mission  field.  He  began  his 
preparation  feeling  sure  that  because  this 
was  God's  plan  nothing  could  hinder  it. 
In  his  second  year  in  college  he  married. 
He  soon  found  that  the  responsibility  of 
(Continued  on   page   9) 
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What  Are  Your  Children 

Reading? 

Many  parents  seem  blind  to  what  their 
children  are  reading.  They  know  the  chil- 
dren are  bringing  home  books  from  time 
to  time,  but  not  a  thought  is  given  to 
looking  through  the  books  to  see  whether 
they  are  fit  to  read  or  not.  Others  de- 
liberately purchase  and  have  in  their 
homes  magazines  that  a  grown  person 
could  scarcely  touch  without  becoming 
contaminated.  Few  realize  how  much  ef- 
fect such  reading  has  on  the  immature 
minds  of  a  child  whose  character  is  just 
in  the  making. 

No  matter  how  many  volumes  a  school 
or  a  library  may  have,  there  is  just  a 
certain  class  of  books  that  most  of  the 
children  want  to  take  out, — unless  the 
books  are  being  used  for  school  work. 
The  children  who  have  the  proper  direc- 
tion at  home  will  usually  choose  good 
books,  but  too  many  children  choose  ac- 
cording to  their  own  inclinations.  The 
books  that  carry  the  reader  along 
through  exciting  adventures  and  scenes 
of  thrilling  action  are  the  ones  most  of- 
ten checked  out.  Many  boys  will  pick  not 
only  books  of  adventure,  but  those  that 
tell  of  crime  or  of  cruelty.  One  small 
boy,  when  asked  by  his  teacher  why  he 
liked  a  certain  book,  said,  "I  liked  it  be- 
cause the  men  were  boiled  in  oil  and  the 
women  burned  at  the  stake." 

A  sixth-grade  teacher  in  a  public 
school  was  finding  it  hard  to  interest  a 
young  girl  in  good  stories  and  books. 
She  finally  got  from  the  girl  the  infor- 
mation that  all  she  ever  had  to  read  at 
home  was  a  questionable  magazine  bought 
from  the  news  stand  and  a  few  books  by 
a  popular  novelist.  In  "Counsels  Upon 
the  Reading  of  Books"  we  read,  "What 
the  public  craves,  the  purveyors  to  the 
public  give  with  a  generous  hand."  We 
might  well  add  that  what  the  adults 
crave  is  what  the  children  will  learn  to 
read  and  develop  a  craving  for.  These 
same  children  will,  if  some  one  will  only 
take  an  interest  in  them  and  sympatheti- 
cally try  to  guide  them  in  their  reading, 
learn  to  love  better  stories  and  choose 
the  better  books.  But  a  teacher,  or  some 
one  who  is  in  charge  of  them  only  a 
small  fraction  of  their  time,  can  hardly 
expect  to  cope  with  the  influence  of  the 


home  if  the  ideals  run  counter  to  each 
other. 

It  is  a  well-known  fact  that  there  has 
been  a  decline  in  the  quality  of  books  in 
late  years.  The  chief  reaton  for  this  is 
that  there  has  been  so  little  cultivation 
in  the  art  of  reading,  and  those  who  need 
direction  do  not  get  it  at  the  time  it  is 
needed.  Even  those  who  know  the  value 
of  right  reading  do  not  always  show  dis- 
crimination in  the  choice  of  books  or 
magazines   they  intend   to  read. 

It  is  easy  to  see  what  America  is  read- 
ing if  a  little  time  is  spent  within  a  rail- 
road station,  on  a  street  car,  in  an  office 
waiting  room,  or  in  any  other  public 
place.  The  prevalence  of  light,  silly,  and 
even  trashy  stories  is  the  reason,  accord- 
ing to  a  certain  foreign  writer,  that  the 
average  American  is  no  more  intelligent 
than  he  is. 

Reading    Circle  Members 

1.  Gracie  Prevo,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

2.  Anna  Mae  Foster,  Sedan,  N.  Mex. 

3.  Willie  Mae  Carroll,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

4.  Newby  Dixon,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

5.  Mrs.  Paul  Stallings,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

6.  Mary  Lee  Sowell,  Jacksonville,  Fla. 

7.  Helen  Woodby,  Biltmore,  N.  C. 

8.  Miss  Martha  Todd,  Biltmore,  N.  C. 

9.  Eva  E.  Martin,  Ephrata,  Pa. 

10.  Maggie  E.  Justice,  Schoolfield,  Va. 

Suggested  Books 

This  month  we  are  advocating  the  fol- 
lowing  books: 

"Ideals   for  Earnest   Youth" 

If  you  are  puzzled  and  perplexed 
about  your  iife  work,  this  book  will  help 
you.  One  of  the  best  I  have  seen,  price 
$1.00. 

We  have  recently  found  a  very  help- 
ful series  of  books  which  we  feel  safe  in 
recommending  to  our  young  people.  For 
years  we  have  seen  the  need  of  good,  safe 
teaching  on  the  facts  which  these  books 
emphasize.  Many  of  us  have  been  over 
sensitive  along  these  lines,  and  should 
wake  up  and  teach  to  our  children  the 
secrets  of  life  in  the  proper  way.  Young 
men  and  young  women  expecting  to  take 
the  important  step  of  establishing  a  home 
should  read  these  books.  They  are  en- 
dorsed by  such  men  as  Frances  E.  Clark, 
founder  of  the  Christian  Endeavor  move- 
ment;  John  R.   Mott,  one  of  our   great 


Christian  leaders;  Margaret  E.  Sang- 
ster,  and  many  other  great  leaders.  They 
are:  "What  a  Young  Man  Ought  to 
Know",  "What  a  Young  Woman  Ought 
to  Know",  "What  a  Young  Girl  Ought 
to  Know",  "What  a  Young  Wife  Ought 
to  Know",  "What  a  Young  Husband 
Ought  to  Know".  Price  of  these  books 
is  80c  each. 

Another  splendid  book  is,  "Talks  to 
Girls",  by  Helen  Welshimer.  This  is  a 
wonderful  book  and  should  be  in  every 
home  where  there  are  girls.  Price  5  0c. 
All  of  these  books  may  be  ordered  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Judson  the  Missionary 

Adoniram  Judson,  one  of  the  first  mis- 
sionaries in  Burma,  never  for  a  moment 
faltered  in  his  purpose.  The  prospects,  he 
said,  were  "as  bright  as  the  promises  of 
God."  He  was  willing  to  wait  seven 
years  for  his  first  convert,  and  when 
friends  at  home  grew  impatient,  he 
wrote,  "Give  us  twenty-five  or  thirty 
years  more,  and  then  inquire  again."  He 
lived  to  baptize  many  scores  of  Bur- 
mese; to  know  of  thousands  of  converts 
throughout  the  country;  to  translate  the 
whole  Bible  into  Burmese,  and  then,  as 
he  sought  a  little  rest  and  some  relief 
from  his  sufferings,  he  fell  asleep  on  the 
open  sea,  and  rests  beneath  the  waters 
that  cast  their  spray  against  the  rocky 
coast  of  his  boyhood  home  in  New  Eng- 
land and  leave  the  tropical  shores  of 
Burma.— H.  B.  M.  in  Tlx  Y.  C.  Corn- 
pan v on. 

Note:  Get  this  from  your  library  or 
send  to  Church  of  God  Publishing  House 
and  buy  one  for  your  library.  Price  75c. 

Books  for  Children 

Bob's  Red  Letter  Days,  75c. 
Bob  was  every  inch  a  boy,  he  had 
some  "big"  days  in  his  life,  and  he  will 
always  remember  them.  But  although 
Bob  was  a  real  "red-blooded"  boy,  he  was 
manly  enough  to  be  a  Christian  and  to 
love  the  Lord.  He  and  his  playmates 
ought  to  be  an  inspiration  to  other  boys 
to  have  plenty  of  life,  clean  fun,  and  be 
loyal  at  the  same  time,  to  God,  their 
parents,  and  everybody  else. 
"Boys  Stories  of  Great  Men." 
In  eighteen  entertaining  chapters  the 
boyhood  days  of  eighteen  great  men  are 
portrayed.  These  famous  characters  all 
had  the  problems  and  difficulties  that 
boys  have  today.  Price,   $1.00. 

"Girls  Stories  of  Great  Women." 
The  life  of  every  girl  is  patterned  af- 
ter an  ideal.  She  needs  courageous,  help- 
ful, and  spiritual  ideals  to  follow.  These 
stories  put  within  her  a  desire  to  make 
her  life,  even  while  young,  a  blessing  and 
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help  to  those  around  her.  Price,   $1.00. 

"Happy  Hours  at  Home,  Bible  Story 
Book." 

No  home  should  be  without  a  Bible 
Story  book.  This  one  is  within  reach  of 
all,  only  25  c.  Order  from  Church  of 
God  Publishing  House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Social  Life  Suggestions 

It  is  being  said  that  home  life  in 
America  has  disappeared.  We  wonder 
why.  Because  parents  are  too  busy  to 
make  home  the  happiest  place  on  earth. 

Of  course,  if  children  hear  nothing  at 
home  but,  "Don't  do  this"  and  "Don't 
do  that;"  don't  bring  Johnie  and  Mary 
home  with  you  because  I  just  don't  have 
time  for  them;  if  dad  says,  I'm  tired, 
Johnie,  and  want  things  quiet  this  eve- 
ning, then  Johnie  and  Mary  will  go  some- 
where else.  Maybe  not  until  they  are  old 
enough  to  think  and  act  for  themselves, 
but  very  early  they  will  resolve  that  they 
will  go  somewhere  else  to  play  when  they 
are  old  enough.  Then  if  this  is  the  case, 
why  not  try  to  make  home  a  happy 
place? 

The  Word  of  God  in  Eccl.  3:1-8 
teaches  us  that  there  is  a  time  for  every 
thing.  So  we  are  contending  that  there 
is  a  time  to  work  and  a  time  to  play. 
"All  work  and  no  play  makes  Jack  a 
dull  boy."  So,  parents,  if  you  want  to 
keep  your  children  at  home,  make  this 
a  study  and  resolve  that  you  will  put 
forth  every  effort  to  make  home  the 
dearest  and  best  place  on  earth,  and  learn 
to  play  with  your  children  as  well  as  to 
work  with  them.  It  will  keep  you  young 
and  smoothe  the  wrinkles  from  your  care- 
worn face.  Here  are  some  suggestions  for 
this  home  recreation.  We  have  found 
some  splendid  things  for  this  department 
and  we  are  passing  them  on  to  you. 

A  little  girls'  club.  Let  us  see,  what  is 
a  club?  The  Standard  Dictionary  says, 
"It  is  a  number  of  persons  united  for  a 
common  purpose  or  mutual  benefit." 
The  world  is  filled  with  all  kinds  of 
clubs  these  days,  some  good  and  some 
bad,  but  we  want  to  show  you  how  to 
have  good  clubs,  clubs  that  will  be  good 
for  both  our  physical  life  as  well  as 
spiritual.  Here  are  our  suggestions  from  a 
book,  "Family  Fun,"  compiled  by  the 
Parents  Magazine  with  the  co-operation 
of  the  National  Recreation  Association. 

One  little  girls'  club  started  because 
one  of  them  had  been  given  some  little 
silver  dishes.  Four  seven-year-olds  de- 
cided that  they  would  meet  every  Friday 
afternoon  to  sew,  play  games,  but  princi- 
pally to  have  refreshments  on  the  dishes. 
When,  after  two  or  three  meetings,  the 
interest  began  to  wane,  the  mothers 
helped  to  put  the  club  on  its  feet,  as  they 
saw  in  the  idea  a  chance  to  gain  more 
leisure  for  themselves  and  to  help  their 
daughters  learn  to  entertain  graciously. 


Three  of  the  mothers  are  free  on  the 
afternoons  when  the  club  meets.  The 
fourth  catches  up  on  the  family  mend- 
ing, sitting  within  hearing  of  the  children 
so  that  she  may  be  consulted  on  sewing 
problems.  When  left  to  themselves,  chil- 
dren are  apt  to  sew  carelessly  and  to  lose 
interest  soon.  The  girls  began  with  simple 
gifts  for  their  mothers  and  friends.  Soon 
they  iearned  to  dress  their  dolls  nicely  and 
they  are  eager  to  make  clothes  for  them- 
selves. 

Refreshments  are  simple — ice  cream 
and  cookies,  sandwiches  and  hot  choco- 
late, but  they  always  have  some  little 
touch  which  "partifies"  them.  The  hos-- 
tess  for  the  meeting  decorates  the  little 
cakes  herself,  and  attends  to  the  prepara- 
tion for  the  occasion.  It  is  well  to  be 
dignified.  They  have  a  small  table  apart, 
a  luncheon  cloth,  napkins,  and  some  of 
the  nicest  china. 

If  brother  has  not  already  thought  of 
it,  probably  sister's  club  will  inspire  him 
to  organize  one.  He  may  invite  a  few 
friends  in  and  tell  them  his  plan.  Perhaps 
in  winter  the  boys  may  play  indoor  games 
when  it  is  stormy,  and  at  the  houses  with 
fireplaces,  toast  marshmallows  and  chest- 
nuts. Sometimes  the  fathers  instead  of 
the  mothers  can  chaperon  the  affair.  A 
day  might  be  spent  cleaning  up  the  yard. 
The  money  received  from  this  task  could 
be  saved  to  buy  something  for  the  club. 
Boys  are  ever  eager  to  have  clubs,  and 
they  love  mystery,  rites,  and  high  sound- 
ing titles. 

Clubs  play  an  even  more  important- 
part  in  the  lives  of  older  children.  One 
group  of  boys  had  a  stamp  club.  It  began 
with  collections  of  domestic  stamps  saved 
from  letters  and  parcels,  and  grew  gradu- 
ally, aided  by  catalogs  from  the  local 
library,  until  by  the  time  the  boys  were 
in  high  school  they  were  able  to  sell  their 
stamps  and  add  quite  a  bit  to  their  col- 
lege funds. 

Through  a  club,  children  learn  how  to 
associate  congenially  with  others,  to  take 
responsibility  for  entertaining,  and  to  be 
good  sports. 

Here  is  something  for  older  boys  and 
girls  or  for  your  monthly  or  quarterly 
Y.  P.  E.  social. 

Socials  are  to  help  people  become  bet- 
ter acquainted.  The  reverse  is  equally 
true.  The  success  of  a  social  may  depend 
upon  how  well  everybody  is  acquainted. 
Hence  a  get-acquainted  game  is  always 
in  order  for  any  such  event. 

A  simple  way  to  do  this  is  to  label 
each  person  as  he  comes.  The  label  which 
will  be  pinned  on  him,  will  contain  the 
entire  name  and  also  his  popular  name — 
that  by  which  he  is  most  commonly 
known. 

"Name  Writing"  can  be  used.  Give 
each  person  a  blank  sheet  of  paper  and  a 
pencil.  See  who  can  write  a  list  of     the 


names   of   the   people   present,   using   the 
first  and  last  names,  without  any  help. 

"Autobiographies"  will  help  to  break 
down  any  strangeness  and  to  produce 
plenty  of  fun.  Give  each  person  a  blank 
sheet  of  paper  and  a  pencil.  Each  will 
write  his  name  across  the  top  of  the 
sheet  and  then  fold  the  paper  so  the 
name  will  be  just  covered.  The  sheets  will 
be  passed  one  person  to  the  right.  Each 
will  write  his  own  age  on  the  paper  in  his 
hand,  fold  the  paper  to  cover  ic  and  pass 
it  to  the  right  again.  In  a  similar  way 
and  order,  the  following  information  can 
be  written  one  at  a  time:  (1)  My 
height;  (2)  My  weight;  (3)  The  origi- 
nal color  of  my  hair;  (4)  My  best  friend 
in  the  group;  (5)  My  favorite  recreation; 
(6)  My  favorite  work;  (7)  My  greatest 
ambition;  (8)  My  favorite  food;  (9)  My 
favorite  song;  (10)  My  life  motto.  When 
each  autobiography  is  completed,  pass 
them  out  again,  so  that  each  will  not 
have  the  one  with  his  name  at  the  top. 
Each  sheet  can  be  opened  and  read  from 
start  to  finish  about  the  person  whose 
name  is  at  the  top. 

REFRESHMENTS 

Refreshments  may  be  either  a  valuable 
conclusion  for  our  social  affair  or  a 
troublesome  and  expensive  burden.  We 
should  remember  first  that  all  banquets 
are  social  occasions,  but  not  nearly  all 
social  occasions  need  to  be  turned  into 
regular  banquets.  A  good  rule  to  follow 
in  planning  for  the  refreshments  is  to 
have  only  enough  for  everyone  to  feel  as 
though  he  has  had  something  to  eat.  Any 
more  than  that  is  not  necessary. 

Discovery  of  God's  Plan 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
a  home  made  it  impossible  for  him  to 
continue  his  preparation.  He  realized  too 
late  that  he  had  done  the  right  thing  at 
the  wrong  time.  He  had  accepted  God's 
plan,  but  he  had  failed  to  seek  God's  guid- 
ance step  by  step  in  the  plan,  and  this 
failure  made  impossible  for  him  God's 
best.  He  entered  the  ministry  in  the 
homeland,  but  he  was  always  conscious  of 
having  been  forced  to  accept  a  substitute 
plan  because  he  had  not  brought  to  the 
touchstone  of  God's  will  the  daily  ques- 
tions  and   problems    which   arose. 

"If  any  man  willcth  to  do  his  will,  he 
shall  know."  (John  7:17.)  God  is  eager 
to  show  us  His  plan,  and  when  we  have 
found  it  He  is  eager  to  walk  by  our  side. 
The  consciousness  of  God's  presence  and 
approval  will  glorify  the  most  common- 
place tasks  and  make  possible  a  life  of 
service  radiant  with  the  joy  that  comes 
to  those  who  are  coworkers  with  Him  in 
the  realization  of  Flis  divine  purpose  for 
all  creation. 

(Chapter  2  from  "The  Choice  of  a 
Career."  Used  by  permission.) 
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SKelps  for  tempted  and  ^ried 

OVERCOMING  TEMPTATION 


Many  times  one  of  the  greatest  prob- 
lems which  a  young  Christian  faces  is 
that  of  having  the  proper  attitude  to- 
ward temptation.  He  is  often  surprised 
at  the  type  of  temptations  which  is  prer- 
sented  to  him,  and  particularly  at  the 
force  with  which  they  come.  Sometimes 
it  seems  the  pressure  in  the  temptation 
will  almost  crush  him.  But  let  us  remem- 
ber that  this  is  not  peculiar  to  us  alone, 
it  is  the  common  lot  of  all  Christians. 
We  may  get  the  proper  attitude  toward 
temptation  when  we  realize  that 
temptation  is  not  sin,  it  is  the 
solicitation  or  enticement  to  sin. 
Again  it  is  well  not  to  talk  to:> 
much  about  your  temptations 
for  the  devil  is  not  omniscient 
and  does  not  know  what  effect 
his  temptations  may  have  upon 
you  only  as  you  tell  about  it.  He 
has  had  abundant  practice  in 
tempting  people  but  he  never 
knows  the  peculiar  weakness  is 
exposed  by  the  individual  him- 
self. He  can  try  on  you  only 
what  he  has  tried  on  others  with 
some  success.  It  is  not  well  to 
try  to  fight  temptation  by  the 
force  of  will,  although  one 
must  have  a  determination  in  his 
heart  not  to  yield  to  the  tempta- 
tion; but  the  greatest  source  of 
victory  is  to  trust  or  rest  in 
Christ  for  the  victory.  Tempta- 
tions to  commit  acts  of  sin  are 
overcome  by  rejoicing  in  the 
deliverance  Christ  has  given  and 
by  engaging  in  acts  of  righteousness. 
Temptations  to  doubt  God  are  overcome 
by  rejoicing  in  the  deliverance  Christ  has 
given  and  by  engaging  in  the  acts  of 
righteousness.  Temptations  to  doubt  God 
are  overcome  by  the  emphasis  of  our 
faith  in  God  and  by  quoting  the  Word 
of  God  as  our  defense,  this  Jesus  did  in 
the  wilderness.  Temptations  to  a  life  of 
ease  and  neglect  are  overcome  by  throw- 
ing the  life  more  fully  intc  *he  service 
of  God.  Temptations  to  shun  cross  bear- 
ing may  be  overcome  by  commanding 
Satan  to  depart,  as  Jesus  did,  and  by 
more  determinedly  and  joyfully  taking  up 
the  cross.  Temptations  to  become  selfish 
in  our  living  are  overcome  by  acts  of 
self-denial  or  sacrifice,  when  these  are 
done  for  Jesus'  sake.  Active  service,  joy- 
ful praise,  unceasing  prayer,  happy 
thanksgiving  and  perfect  trust  or  rest  in 
God  will   assure  one  of  victory  in  temp- 


tation. Nature  abhors  a  vacuum.  The 
empty  heart  garnished  and  clean  became 
the  dwelling  place  of  seven  devils;  as  the 
idle  mind  becomes  the  devil's  workshop, 
so  the  idle  Christian  is  defeated.  The  sur- 
est way  to  overcome  these  things  is  to  be 
constantly  engaged  in  offering  thanks- 
giving of  praise  to  Christ  and  in  active 
service  to  Him.  The  trusting  soul  will 
not  doubt.  The  loving  Christian  will  not 
hate.  The  busy  Christian  will  not  do 
evil.      The    praying    Christian      will    not 


faint.  The  believing  Christian  will  not 
be  despondent  even  though  under 
"heaviness  through  manifold  tempta- 
tion." The  satisfied  Christian  will  not 
seek  worldly  things.  So  the  greatest  way 
to  overcome  temptation  is  to  keep  our 
eyes  on  Jesus  and  what  He  supplies  and 
the  suggestions  of  the  devil  will  have  lit- 
tle effect  upon  us. — The  Young  People's 
journal. 

Words  of  Comfort 

In  this  world  of  trouble  and  discour- 
agement we  all  need  words  of  comfort 
sometimes.  Thousands  of  unfortunate 
people  have  taken  the  gloomy  route  of 
suicide  to  get  out  of  this  world  because 
no  one  prayed  for  them  and  spoke  words 
of  comfort  to  them.  Some  discouraged 
souls  have  given  up  salvation  and  no 
longer  walk  the  Heavenly  Pathway,  all 
because   some    kind-hearted      brother      or 


sister  failed  to  do  his  or  her  duty  by 
speaking  words  of  cheer  and  comfort  to 
them. 

Rouse  ye  up,  O  Christian  soldier,  and 
cheer  your  faint-hearted  comrade  in  the 
warfare  of  King  Immanuel!  "Help  some- 
body to-day,"  as  the  song  enjoins.  Drive 
away  sorrow  from  the  heavy-hearted  by 
a  few  words  of  comfort.  You  can  lift  a 
heavy  load  from  the  heart  of  a  brother 
or  sister  passing  through  a  valley  of  de- 
pressing trial,  by  a  few  words  of  real 
godly  cheer.  The  question  is,  Will  you 
do  it?  If  you  do  so,  you  will  be  laying 
up  treasures  in  Heaven. 

Present  circumstances  that  press  so 
heavily  against  you  may  be  a  tool  in 
God's  hands  to  mold,  modify,  and  purify 
you  in  a  spiritual  way  and  to  fit  you  for 
a  work  of  importance  lying  ahead  of  you, 
and  also  to  enable  you  to  more 
fully  sympathize  with  some 
other  poor  sufferer  in  like  dis- 
tress as  you  are.  See  Romans  8: 
2  8  and  just  believe  it;  yea,  rest 
upon  it,  for  it  is  true. 

You  may  not  like  your  pres- 
ent circumstances  but  be  com- 
forted with  the  thought  that 
"all  things  work  together  for 
good  to  them  that  love  God." 
Praise  the  Lord  Jesus! 

Please  remember  too  that 
God's  way  is  best  even  if  it  does 
lead  through  rivers  of  grief, 
great  losses,  cruel  disappoint- 
ments, and  shocking  calamities. 
In  the  long  run  some  good  may 
grow  out  of  all  life's  unpleasant 
trials.  Praising  God  for  our  trials 
will  help  us  to  bear  them.  Amen. 
And  don't  complain  because 
of  obstruction,  for  obstruction 
may  actually  count  for  progress. 
You  may  be  held  back  for  a 
purpose,  a  wise  purpose.  You 
may  have  your  hopes  and  plans  blasted 
and  torn  to  pieces,  that  God  may  give 
you  something  better  than  what  you  had 
hoped  for.  So  be  it. 

You  may  be  kept  back  physically  or 
financially  that  you  may  be  helped  and 
advanced  spiritually.  Despise  not  your 
trials  for  they  have  a  purifying  effect 
upon  you.  Suffering  has  a  purifying  ef- 
fect upon  a  person.  To-day  God  sits  as 
a  Great  Refiner;  and  after  He  has  re- 
fined you  you  will  come  forth  as  gold, 
more  valuable,  and  more  useful.  The  re- 
fining fire  of  trials  is  necessary  to  our 
purification.  Some  good  may  come  to  us 
even  from  our  dark,  discouraging  peri- 
ods. It  is  claimed  that  a  certain  amount 
of  darkness  is  necessary  for  the  proper 
growth  of  vegetation.  The  old  saying 
has  it  that  "the  darkest  hour  is  just  be- 
fore dawn,"  and  there  is  some  truth  in  it. 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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treasured  Qleanings  for  ^Ministers  and 
Ghristian  cWorkers 


The  Story  of  a  Bible 

Away  in  a  little  town  in  the  far  north 
of  Argentina  one  day  a  soldier,  attracted 
by  the  sound  of  singing,  entered  a  little 
mission  hall  and  heard  the  Gospel 
preached.  He  stayed  behind  and  spoke  to 
the  missionary,  who  asked  him  if  he  was 
a  Christian. 

"Yes,  I  am,"  he  replied. 

"Where  did  you  hear  the  Gospel?" 

"From  my  mother." 

"Where  does  she  live?" 

"She  is  a  long  way  off,  but  will  you 
come  and  see  her?  She  has  never  heard  a 
preacher,  and  she  will  be  glad  to  see 
you." 

The  missionary  went,  and  found  away 
on  a  distant  farm,  where  no  missionary 
had  even  been,  an  old  Christian  woman. 
She  told  him  that  years  before  a  colpor- 
teur passing  that  way  had  left  a  copy  of 
the  Word  of  God.  She  had  read  it,  her 
eyes  had  been  opened,  and  she  had  come 
to  know  Jesus  Christ  as  her  Saviour.  She 
had  had  no  teacher  but  the  Spirit  of  God. 
That  old  woman  was  the  mother  of  four- 
teen children.  At  the  time  the  mission- 
ary visited  her  the  youngest  was  twelve 
years  old,  she  had  led  every  one  of  those 
children  through  the  reading  of  the 
Scriptures  left  by  an  unknown  colpor- 
teur. 

The  missionary  had  the  joy  of  baptiz- 
ing the  whole  family,  and  that  evening 
as  they  sat  down  round  the  Word  of 
God,  he  said  he  had  never  heard  the 
Scriptures  so  wonderfully  opened  up  as 
when  the  Spirit-taught  saint  brought  out 
of  her  treasure  things  new  and  old. 
Truly,  "The  entrance  of  Thy  Word  giv- 
eth  light." — Publisher  Unknown. 

Study  God's  Word 

Don't  forget  that  the  sword  of  the 
Spirit  is  the  Word  of  God.  Instead  of 
just  skimming  over  whole  acres  of  truth, 
put  your  spade  into  the  most  practical 
passages  and  dig  deep.  Study  the  twenty- 
fifth  Psalm  and  the  twelth  chapter  of 
Romans,  as  well  as  the  sublime  eighth 
chapter.  Study  the  whole  epistle  of  James. 
It  will  teach  you  how  a  Christian  ought 
to  behave  before  the  world.  As  you  get 
on  further  you  may  strike  your  hoe  and 
your  mattock  down  into  the  rich  ore- 
beds  of  the  book  of  John.  Saturate  your 
heart  with  God's  word. — Theo.  L.  Cuy- 
ler. 


Youth  Wins  Out 

George  Washington  at  nineteen  years 
of  age  was  a  major  in  the  colonial  army 
and  commanded  a  regiment  against  the 
French  when  he  was  twenty-two.  Alex- 
ander the  Great  at  twenty  years  of  age 
was  king  of  Macedon  and  had  conquered 
the  world  while  yet  a  young  man.  Na- 
poleon was  dictator  of  all  France  and 
master  of  Europe  before  he  was  thirty 
years  old.  William  Ewart  Gladstone  was 
in  the  English  Parliament  at  twenty- 
three.  John  Tyler,  an  early  American 
President,  was  a  member  of  the  state 
legislature  at  twenty-one  and  a  member 
of  the  House  of  Congress  at  twenty-five. 
William  Pitt,  a  great  prime  minister  of 
England,  was  practically  the  ruler  of 
that  realm  at  twenty-five.  Josephus  was 
an  authority  on  Jewish  law  at  fourteen 
years  of  age.  John  Wesley,  the  wonder- 
ful Methodist,  was  a  professor  of  Greek 
at  twenty-four.  Luther,  who  launched 
the  German  Reformation,  was  a  profes- 
sor of  Philosophy  at  twenty-three.  White- 
field,  the  mighty  evangelist,  was  a  world 
preacher  at  twenty-two.  Moody,  the  re- 
vivalist, was  an  internationally  known 
evangelist  while  yet  in  his  twenties.  Spur- 
geon,  the  great  Baptist  preacher,  was 
occupying  the  London  Tabernacle  at 
twenty.  Longfellow  was  one  of  the 
world's  best  read  poets  at  twenty-six. 
Livingstone  was  exploring  the  dark 
continent  of  Africa  at  twenty-three.  Let 
no  man  despise  thy  youth.  —  W.  G. 
Heslop. 

A  Bright  Prospect 

A  damp,  dreary  February  day  had  been 
followed  by  a  night  of  extreme  cold,  and 
in  the  morning  the  trees  and  shrubs,  the 
railings  of  the  iron  fence,  all  outdoor  in- 
deed, were  incased  in  an  icy  armor  which 
sparkled  in  the  sunshine  with  diamond- 
like  brilliancy.  "Very  beautiful,  but  it 
will  all  be  gone  before  noon,"  sighed  one 
near  us  casting  a  glance  at  the  dazzling 
outside  world,  and  then  turning  away  a 
little  maiden,  flattening  her  nose  against 
the  frosty  pane  to  get  as  much  of  the 
wonderful  sight  as  possible,  looked  up  in 
surprise  at  the  melancholy  speech. 
"There'll  be  something  else  beautiful  for 
tomorrow."  The  secret  of  a  happy  life 
lies  hidden  in  that  childish  speech. 

It  is  the  Father's  wish  that  we  should 
look  for  some  new  joy  in  each  tomorrow; 
and  that  the  better  things  should  always 
lie  ahead. — Selected. 


Not  All  Yours 

Do  you  know  that  your  face  belongs 
partly  to  the  people  about  you?  It  does, 
for  they  have  to  see  it  and  look  at  it.  Ev- 
eryone wants  that  part  to  be  pleasant  and 
happy  just  as  nature  intended  it  to  be. 
The  only  way  you  have  a  right  to  be 
showing  an  ugly,  discontented  face 
would  be  for  you  to  go  way  off  by  your- 
self and  stay  there;  then  possibly  you 
have  the  right  to  frown  and  look  cross. 
Would  you  be  willing  to  pay  such  a 
price? 

Do  you  enjoy  having  those  about  you 
look  cross?  Would  you  have  the  faces  you 
must  look  at  show  the  joy  of  living,  and 
greet  you  and  the  people  about  them  with 
a  happy  smile?  Since  you  are  not  to 
blame  for  their  troubles,  why  should  you 
have  to  see  their  grouch?  They  do  not 
want  to  see  your  grumpy,  sour,  dis- 
contented face,  and  why  should  they 
have  to  see  it?  What  good  is  done  by 
looking  glum  about  troubles?  It  does  not 
reduce  the  size  or  number  of  them,  and 
can  make  you  feel  that  your  troubles  are 
larger  than  others'.  By  smiling  you  can 
put  a  joke  over  on  the  rest  of  the  world; 
you  can  make  them  think  you  have  no 
trouble  or  that  you  are  a  wonderful  man- 
ager and  can  handle  troubles  easily. — Sel. 

A  Change  in  Masters 

A  poor  old  negro  was  once  a  hopeless 
drunkard,  and  he  tried  again  and  again 
to  get  free,  and  others  tried  to  help  him, 
but  he  could  not  get  rid  of  his  drunk- 
enness until  he  was  converted.  When  he 
was  converted  there  was  a  wonderful 
change,  and  someone  said,  "So  you  have 
got  the  mastery  of  the  devil  at  last?" 
"No,"  he  said,  "but  I  got  the  Master  of 
the  devil!"— W.  H.  Griffith  Thomas. 

Leave  Sin  Alone 

In  order  to  test  an  electric  shock,  a 
girl  once  grasped  the  guy  wire  of  a  light 
pole.  She  was  held  by  the  current.  She 
cried  for  help.  Many  came,  but  finally 
her  mother  grasped  her,  only  to  be  held 
tight  with  the  current  coursing  through 
her  body.  When  rescued,  her  hands  were 
burned,  her  body  wrenched  and  her 
nerves  gone.  Just  a  moment  of  tamper- 
ing with  sin  may  cause  the  loss  of  all 
that  is  worth  while.  Better  let  the 
devil's  traps  alone! — Living  Word. 

Twice  A  Loser 

Johnny  Farrell,  the  former  golf  cham- 
pion, tells  us  that  the  fellow  who  is  a  poor 
loser  in  a  contest  really  loses  twice.  In 
the  first  place  he  loses  the  game  and  in 
the  second  place  he  loses  the  respect  of 
the  other  players. 

If  you  sulk  or  lose  your  temper  or  try 
to  alibi  when  you  fail  to  win,  you  are 
(Continued  on   page   21) 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow   more   impressive. 

Song  service :  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  in  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  vour  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  b<= 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
in    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-toptcs  in  the  lesson  should  be 
handed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  von  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
if  they  have  any  thought  thev  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  thev  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in    a    T.    P.    E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and 
accept    Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    friends. 


BIBLE  LESSON 

By  the  Editor 
Topic:  "THE  RESURRECTION" 
Scripture:   Col.   3:1-4. 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
For  not  only   the  greatest  but  for  the 
very  beginning  of  all  "Easter  Messages  in 
Literature"  one  must  go  to  the  Bible.  It 
is    the   Christ   of   the   Bible,   "our   Savior 
Jesus   Christ,   who   hath   abolished   death, 
and  hath  brought  life  and  immortality  to 
light  through  the  Gospel,"  2   Tim.    1:10. 
Banish  Him   from  the  scene  and  the  fu- 
ture  is   dark      with   despair      instead      of 
bright   with   hope.   Turn   away   from   the 
full  atonement  He  has  made  for  sin,  re- 
fusing to  personally  accept  Him  as  Sav- 
ior, and  death  becomes  a  great  intangible 
mystery   in   contemplation   of   which    the 
stoutest    heart    quails,    instead    of    merely 
a  passage  way  leading  to  Father's  House 
and  into  which  even  timid  women  whose 
affection   is  set  on   things     above      enter 
without  fear,  yea,  even  joyfully. 
COMFORT  IN  SORROW 
1  Thess.  4:16-18. 
As  our  lesson  text  was  such  a  joy  to 


the  women  as  they  went  to  the  tomb 
that  first  Easter  morning  they  found 
that  their  Lord  had  risen,  so  1  Thess.  16: 
18  should  be  a  great  comfort  to  us  as  we 
realize  that  the  day  is  coming  when  we 
may  see  the  tomb  open  and  see  our  loved 
ones  rise  with  us  to  meet  the  Lord,  whom 
we  love,  in  the  air.  The  resurrection  is 
our  only  hope  of  meeting  our  loved  ones 
again.  Then  why  should  this  not  be  a 
happy  day  for  us  and  why  should  we  not 
get  ready  lor  that  great  resurrection 
morning?  It's  going  to  be  a  wonderful 
time.  Are  we  looking  for  His  coming  and 
trying  to  put  on  that  wedding  garment 
so  that  we  may  be  ready  for  the  marriage 
supper  of  the  Lamb?  Only  those  with 
robes  washed  white  in  the  blood  of  the 
Lamb  can  be  in  this  first  resurrection. 
DYING  WITH  CHRIST 
Gal.  2:19-20 
One  of  the  notes  of  Easter  time  is  sac- 
rifice: things  must  die  to  come  to  life 
again.  Before  the  flowers  and  the  vege- 
tables can  spring  forth  the  seed  must  die. 
Before  the  trees  can  blossom  they  must 
pass  through  a  stage  in  the  winter  that 
is  equivalent  to  death.  Before  the  life  in 
Christ  could  be  vouchsafed  to  men  He 
must  needs  endure  the  cross.  Before  some 
of  the  finest  of  the  virtues  can  be  born 
in  human  life  sacrifices  must  be  made. 
"For  that  high  cross  upraised  on  Calvary; 
The   broken   seals — the   rolled-back   stone 

—the  Way 
Forever  opened  through  His  life  in  death; 
For  that  brief  glimpse  vouchsafed  within 

the  veil; 
For  all  His   gracious     life,     and   for  His 

death 
With    low-bowed   heads,    and    hearts   im- 

passionate — 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord." 
RISEN  WITH  CHRIST 
Rom.  6:1-11 
It  was  fitting  that  Christ  should  come 
forth  from  the  grave  into  the  new,  spirit- 
ual, resurrected  life  during  the  spring- 
time. In  the  spring  everything  is  taking 
on  new  life.  Sleeping  trees  are  awaking 
and  putting  on  their  foliage  afresh. 
Flowers  are  springing  forth  to  new 
beauty,  birds  are  aroused  to  new  song. 
Men  take  on  fresh  activities  by  planting 
gardens  and  crops.  The  air  becomes  frag- 
rant with  perfume  and  alive  with  the 
activities  of  insect,  bird,  beast,  and  man. 
From  the  apparent  death  of  bleak  winter 
nature  comes  back.  From  the  apparent  de- 
feat of  the  tomb  Christ  came  back. 
Thanks  be  to  God!  From  our  defeats, 
and  our  sins,  and  our  failures,  we  can 
come  back.  There  is  always  another  op- 
portunity, another  possibility  of  begin- 
ning afresh  and  anew. 

IDENTITY  IN  THE  RESURREC- 
TION 
The  divinely-chosen     analogy     of  the 
seed     and     the     plant     is     to     me     the 


most  suggestive  regarding  our  spiritual 
body  as  it  shall  be  hereafter.  For,  take  the 
bulb  of  the  hyacinth,  or  of  any  other 
flower,  submit  it  to  the  naturalist,  and  he 
will  tell  you  by  aid  of  the  microscope 
what  the  perfected  flower  will  be;  yet 
who  that  did  not  know  the  mysteries  of 
vegetation  could  believe  that  from  the 
unpromising  bulb  would  spring  the  gor- 
geous flower  enveloped  in  its  sheltering 
leaves?  Yet  such  shall  be  our  body  then 
compared  with  our  body  now. — E.  H. 
Bickcrstctb. 

IMMORTALITY 
The  Easter  message  may  be  summed  up 
in  this:  there  is  no  death.  Life  is  ever  lord 
of  death.  Life  is  immortal.   Christ  could 
not  die:  He  had  in  Him  the  germ  of  an 
immortal  existence.      Neither     can   those 
who  have  linked  their  life  to  God  in  Him 
perish.  Death  and  the  grave  have  no  vic- 
tory for  those  who  love  Him. 
"By  love's  indissoluble  chain, 
I  know  the  grave  does  not  detain 
Heart's  love,  the  very  faith  in  me 
Is  pledge  of  an  eternity, 
Where  I  shall  find  heart's  love  again, 
If  hearts  are  dust." 


BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:  "THE  SECRET  OF 
SUCCESS" 

Scripture:  Ephesians  6:10-19. 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 

All  will  agree  that  the  most  important 
work  we  have  to  do  is  the  building  of 
character.  A  good  character  is  the  only 
thing  that  will  bring  us  real  success. 
Character  is  what  a  man  really  is  at  the 
center  of  being.  Not  long  ago  at  the 
close  of  commencement  exercises  the 
head  master  in  one  of  our  schools  asked 
the  class  that  was  graduating  these  five 
questions: 

1. — Are  you  afraid? 

2. — Are  you  honest? 

3. — Are  you  pure? 

4. — Are  you  in  earnest? 

5. — Are  you  ready? 

Can  you  answer  these  five  questions? 
COURAGE 

A  boy  once  said  that  "courage  is  do- 
ing what  you  are  afraid  to  do."  There  is 
a  moral  element  in  true  courage.  Cour- 
age is  doing  what  one  thinks  is  right.  It 
is  vitally  connected  with  conscience.  A 
good  conscience  is  a  bulwark  to  right 
doing;  a  condemning  conscience  "makes 
cowards  of  us  all."  Duty  makes  all  the 
difference  between  courage  and  foolhardi- 
ness.  Courage  and  caution  must  go  to- 
gether. In  Hebrews,  chapter  11,  where 
the  list  of  heroes  of  faith  is  given,  the 
men  and  women  were  made  courageous 
and  heroic,  possessing  faith  in  God  in 
right  and  in  truth.  Study  the  courage  of 
Jesus.  He  stood  up  for  the  truth  in  spite 
of  opposition,  public  opinion,  ridicule, 
indifference,      threats,    and      death.      He 
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shrank   from   the   cup   and   yet   dared   to 
drink  it. 

HONESTY 
Honesty  may  be  defined  as  "loyalty 
to  truth  and  reality."  Honesty  has  to  do 
with  one's  thinking,  speaking  and  act- 
ing. One  should  be  careful  to  give  an 
honest  impression,  to  deal  honestly.  There 
are  four  parties  involved  in  any  trans- 
action: the  seller,  the  buyer,  the  con- 
sumer and  God.  It  is  often  easier  to  be 
honest  in  handling  money  than  in  hand- 
ling ideas.  "He  that  doeth  these  things 
shall  never  be  moved." 

PURITY 

The  Christian's  goal  is  to  become  like 
God  manifested  in  Jesus  Christ.  God  re- 
quires purity.  Moral  purity  is  the  state 
of  being  untainted  with  sin  and  begins 
with  pure  thinking.  "For  as  he  thinketh 
in  his  heart  so  is  he."  Thoughts  influ- 
ence feelings  and  conduct.  Unclean  imag- 
ination is  generally  back  of  evil  desires 
and  passions.  Impure  thought  and  imagi- 
nation are  sin.  What  is  the  influence  of 
the  stage  and  moving  pictures  upon  puri- 
ty? Christian  purity  demands  pure  de- 
sires. Every  one  needs  the  saving  power 
of  Jesus  Christ.  Banish  evil  pictures  and 
imaginations  from  the  mind.  Are  we 
willing  to  surrender  our  wills  to  Christ? 
Here  lies  the  secret  of  purity.  Moral 
purity  finds  expression  in  morally  pure 
actions.  Consider  the  Christian's  attitude 
toward  unclean  stories  and  unclean  hum- 
or. What  should  be  the  Christian's  attiV 
tude  toward  dress?  "Blessed  are  the  pure 
in  heart:  for  they  shall  see  God''  is  for 
for  males  as  well  as  females.  The  manner 
of  seeking  purity  may  lead  to  a  weakness 
— exclusiveness,  which  in  turn  1eads  to 
pride.  Purity  like  the  other  Cnnstian  vir- 
tues is  positive.  Over  against  the  tenden- 
cy of  purity  toward  exclusiveness  should 
be  placed  the  spirit  of  service.  At  this 
point  also,  study  the  example  and  words 
of  Jesus. 

EARNESTNESS 

Are  you  in  earnest?  Do  you  have  a 
fixed  determination?  Are  you  eager,  in- 
tent, serious  in  every  least  thing  as  in  ev- 
ery greatest  thing?  If  so,  the  desired  re- 
sult will  be  realized.  Steadfast,  unremit- 
ting application  will  conquer  at  the  last. 

Contemplate  David  Livingstone  at  the 
tender  age  of  ten  years  in  a  cottage  fac- 
tory whose  working  hours  were  from 
6:00  a.  m.  to  8:00  p.  m.  He  bought  a 
small  Latin  grammar  and  attended  an 
evening  school  after  work,  and  then  stu- 
died at  home  until  midnight.  He  was  in 
the  habit  of  placing  the  grammar  on  a 
portion  of  the  spinning  jenny  and  thus 
caught  sentence  after  sentence  as  he 
passed  at  his  work.  He  did  this  way  for 
a  dozen  years.  The  record  of  his  life  and 
labors  as  a  missionary  and  explorer  in 
Africa  is  a  household  tale.   It  was  hard, 


persistent  work  that  made  Livingstone 
famous.  Do  your  work  and  do  it  well  and 
show  that  you  are  in  earnest. 

ARE  YOU  READY? 

Ready  for  service?  Do  you  possess 
courage  and  honesty?  Are  you  pure  and 
in  earnest?  Are  you  willing  to  suffer,  to 
be  laughed  at,  to  be  thought  peculiar? 
Are  you  ready  for  an  unpleasant  duty? 
One  is  not  ready  to  die  unless  he  has  been 
taught  how  to  live.  "Prayer  and  pro- 
vender," says  the  proverb,  "hinder  no 
man's  journey."  "There  is  no  time  lost  in 
sharpening  the  scythe."  One  cannot  get 
ready  for  an  emergency  in  a  moment. 
What  you  have  done,  and  the  way  you 
have  done  it,  will  determine  how  you 
will  meet  life's  emergencies.  Faithfulness 
to  a  daily  duty  will  make  you  faithful  to 
a  supreme  duty  in  some  supreme  mo- 
ment. 

Jesus  is  truly  the  ideal  man  and  the  one 
perfect  example.  The  learned  philosopher, 
the  poet,  God  Himself,  cannot  say  any- 
thing better  than  "try  to  be  good."  Piety 
controls  the  virtues.  "Blessed  are  the  un- 
defiled  in  the  way,  who  walk  in  the  law 
of  the  Lord." 

BIBLE  LESSON 

By  Mildred  Blackwell 

Topic:  "WHAT  IS  WORTH  WHILE" 

Scripture:    Heb.    12:1 

'Mid  the  rush  of  our  daily  routine, 
when  everyone  is  reaching  and  grasping 
for  something, — anything  to  satisfy  for 
a  season, — while  others  are  exploring  for- 
bidden paths  seeking  values  they  never 
find,  let  you  and  me  take  time  to  con- 
sider really  what  is  worth  while.  Life  is 
large.  Certainly  in  one  short  lifetime  we 
cannot  experience  everything  this  big 
world  offers.  We  are  every  day  spending 
time  and  energy  in  some  way.  Let  us  con- 
sider seriously  the  pleasure  in  which  we 
indulge,  the  avocations  to  which  we  de- 
vote our  time.  Are  we  concerned  in  what 
is  essential?  Are  we  occupied  with  things 
worth  while?  There  are  many  things  we 
may  profitably  let  go,  and  others  that  we 
must  cherish.  There  is  a  standard  by 
which  we  may  evaluate.  I  think  we  may 
profitably  let  go  those  things  we  cannot 
carry  into  the  eternal  life. 

First,  let  us  consider  some  of  the 
things  we  may  let  go: 

1.  We  may  let  go  PRETENCE.  What- 
ever we  are,  that  let  us  be.  In  the  clear 
light  of  eternity,  no  false  selves  will  be 
seen.  We  shall  there  be  seen  as  we  really 
are,  not  as  we  pretend  to  be.  Great  satis- 
faction is  found  in  being  able  to  say  con- 
scientiously, "I  am  what  I  pretend  to 
be."  Let's  be  our  own  selves  that  God 
intended  us  to  be  and  avoid  all  sham. 

2.  We  may  let  go  WORRY.  No  place 
will   be   given   for   worry  in   the   sternal 


life.  Worry  is  spiritual  near-sightedness. 
Its  opposite  is  absolute  trust  in  God. 
There  is  nothing  worth  worrying  over. 
God  is  big  enough  and  kind  enough  and 
wise  enough  to  take  care  of  everyone  of 
us  if  we  will  only  let  Him.  In  Isaiah  26: 
3,  we  read,  "Thou  wilt  keep  him  in  per- 
fect peace,  whose  mind  is  stayed  on  thee; 
because  he  trusteth  in  thee." 

3.  We  may  let  go  DISCONTENT. 
How  often  here  we  hear  restless  sighs, 
complaints.  In  eternity  we  shall  hear  not 
one  word  of  murmur.  Much,  if  not  all, 
of  our  discontent  can  be  done  away  with 
here.  You  may  say  your  environment 
makes  you  discontented  and  you  cannot 
change  your  circumstances.  On  the  lov- 
liest  days  in  southern  clime,  where  a  choir 
of  birds  sing  cheerily,  and  the  most  beau- 
tiful flowers  sway  in  the  gentle  zephyrs, 
above  the  bird  song,  and  through  the 
rarely  perfumed  air,  comes  the  harsh 
fretting  of  some  of  the  most  unhappy 
souls.  And  yet  I  have  seen  some  people 
in  the  worst  of  circumstances  who  were 
wonderfully  happy.  Contentment  does 
not  depend  upon  one's  environment.  Con- 
tentment is  within  your  own  self.  To 
take  life  as  God  gives  it  and  make  the 
best  of  it  is  the  hard  lesson  we  must  learn. 
We  can  make  ourselves  happy  or  unhap- 
py. Let  us  remember  that  whatever  our 
situation,  God  has  put  us  here  for  a  pur- 
pose. Let  us  learn  the  lesson  He  has  for 
us  and  make  the  best  of  our  environment, 
rather    than    spend   our    time    grumbling. 

4.  We  may  lay  down  SELF-SEEK- 
ING. Too  many  of  our  deeds  are 
prompted  by  selfish  motives.  In  eternity 
there  will  be  no  GREED.  Since  we  can- 
not take  ovir  selfish  desires  into  eternity, 
let  us  lay  them  down  here,  flee  from  the 
grasping,  selfish  spirit.  "The  richest 
blessings  of  life  never  come  to  those  who 
try  to  win  them  selfishly.  But  all  blessings 
are  in  the  way  of  him  who,  forgetful  of 
self,  tries  to  be  helpful  to  the  world  and 
who  spends  his  life  in  loving  deeds." 

A  group  of  girls  were  discussing  their 
mottoes  and  ideals.  "What  is  your  mot- 
to, Helen?"  at  last  they  asked  the  girl 
who  had  been  most  silent.  "Well,"  said 
Helen,  "I  try  to  live  by  'Me  Last'." 
"What  do  you  mean?"  they  all  inquired. 
"I  try  to  put  Christ  first,  others  second, 
and  myself  last."  Is  this  not  a  good  mot- 
to to  live  by? 

PRETENCE,  WORRY,  DISCON- 
TENT, SELF-SEEKING:  —  these  are 
some  things  we  may  let  go.  Time  and  ef- 
fort spent  in  these  things  is  time  wasted. 
But  there  are  many  things  in  which  we 
may  profitably  engage.  Let  us  now  con- 
sider some  of  them: 

1.  We  may  lay  hold  on  ETERNAL 
LIFE.  Matthew  6:3  3,  "Seek  ye  first  the 
kingdom  of  God,  and  his  righteousness; 
and  all  these  things  shall  be  added  unto 
you."  Proverbs  23:23,     "Buy  the  truth 
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and     sell  it  not."      1   Thessalonians   5:21, 
"Hold  fast  that  which  is  good." 

By  belief  in  Jesus,  our  Savior,  by  bap- 
tism in  His  precious  blood,  eternal  life 
is  born  within  our  soul  and  springs  up  a 
fount  of  living  waters  continually 
abiding  with  us  here  in  this  life  as  long 
as  we  walk  in  the  light.  So  we  may  have 
eternal  life  within  while  yet  on  this 
earth  and  the  precious  hope  of  life  eternal 
after  death.  So  first  of  all  let  us  lay 
strong  hold  on  ETERNAL  LIFE. 

2.  Let  us  be  WISE  IN  THE  USE  OF 
TIME.  There  will  be  no  waste  of  the 
eternal  years.  Money  lost  may  be  found, 
friendships  broken  may  be  renewed, 
houses  burned  may  be  rebuilt,  but  what 
can  restore  the  day  whose  sun  has  set? 
The  most  wreckless  spendthrift  is  one 
who  squanders  time.  The  question  is  not 
"How  much  time  have  you?"  (we  all 
have  the  same  amount),  but  "What  shall 
you  do  with  it?"  Let  us  spend  our  time 
in  prayer,  good  reading,  loving  deeds, 
gaining  and  keeping  friends,  meditation 
on  Gcd's  Word,  rather  than  losing  time 
in  pining,  grieving,  idle  dreaming,  regret, 
harmful  pleasures,  and  idle  talk.  Time 
enough  is  given  us  to  do  all  God  intended 
for  us  to  do,  but  not  one  moment  tc 
throw  away. 

I  have  only  just  one  minute, 
Only  sixty  seconds  in  it, 
Forced  upon  me,  can't  refuse  it, 
Didn't  seek  it,  didn't  choose  it, 
I  must  suffer  if  I  lose  it, 
Give  account  if  I  abuse  it, 
Just  a  tiny  little  minute — 
But  Eternity  is  in  it. 

3.  Let  us  lay  hold  on  WORK.  Do  not 
be  afraid  of  work.  "An  idle  mind  is  the 
devil's  work  shop  and  idle  hands  are  his 
tools."  Occupation  is  satisfying.  I  cannot 
think  of  eternity  as  one  unending  day  of 
idleness.  Certainly  we  shall  be  occupied, 
— indeed  not  with  labor  that  brings 
fatigue.  If  you  want  to  keep  happy  and 
contented,  keep  busy  at  some  kind  of 
work  that  is  legitimate,  vital  and  help- 
ful. 

4.  Let  us  lay  hold  of  DUTY.  Seek  hap- 
piness and  you  will  not  find  it.  But  you 
will  stumble  over  happiness  in  the  path 
of  duty.  No  matter  how  menial  your 
duty,  perform  it  bravely  and  uncom- 
plainingly. Each  of  us  have  some  home 
duties;  others  have  duties  in  the  school 
room,  office,  work  shop,  and  playground. 
Let  us  not  be  unmindful  of  one  of  these 
for  we  are  happiest  when  we  have  done 
our  duty. 

5.  We  may  lay  hold  on  LOVE.  The 
Master  said,  "A  new  commandment  I 
give  thee,  that  ye  love  one  another,"  and 
"Love  thy  neighbor  as  thyself."  God  is 
love;  therefore,  love  is  the  basic  principle 
of  Christianity.  If  we  forget  to  be  lov- 
ing in  our  everyday  life,  the  world  will 
forget  to  love  us  and  will  be  glad  when 


we  are  out  of  the  way,  but  if  the  love 
of  God  permeates  our  whole  being  and 
actuates  both  our  thoughts  and  deeds, 
and  seasons  our  words  so  that  they  fall 
on  the  listening  ear  like  the  dew  on  the 
wilted  flowers,  arms  of  welcome  will  al- 
ways be  outstretched  to  us  and  our  kind- 
ness will  be  our  lasting  memorial  when 
we're  gone.  And  more, — our  life  will 
have  God's  smile  of  approval. 

6.  We  may  lay  hold  on  FRIENDSHIP. 
Proverbs  18:24,  "A  man  that  hath 
friends  must  shew  himself  friendly." 
Proverbs  17:17,  "A  friend  loveth  at  all 
times."  It  costs  to  be  a  friend,  or  to 
have  a.  friend.  It  costs  time,  affections, 
strength,  patience,  self-denial,  but  friend- 
ship is  worth  all  it  costs.  Too  often  we 
hurt  the  ones  we  love  the  best,  just  by 
our  carelessness.  How  softly  we  should 
walk  before  our  freinds,  so  as  not  to  of- 
fend. Friends  give  us  confidence  for 
life: — some  one  to  back  us,  some  one  to 
depend  upon.  Make  friends,  and  let 
nothing  sever  you. 

7.  Let  us  lay  hold  on  SORROW.  Our 
example  was  a  "man  of  sorrows  and  ac- 
quainted with  grief."  "Let  us  not  be 
afraid  of  sorrow,  for  when  grasped  firm- 
ly, like  the  nettle,  it  never  stings.  With- 
out sorrow  life  glares,  but  the  life  that 
has  been  disciplined  by  sorrow  is  courag- 
eous, full  of  gentle  love."  How  can  you 
sympathize  with  another's  sorrow  when 
you  yourself  have  never  suffered?  "Every 
tear  that  falls  from  one's  own  eyes  gives 
a  deeper  tenderness  of  look,  of  touch  and 
of  word.  Sorrow  is  given  us  that  having 
felt,  suffered,  wept,  we  may  be  able  to 
understand,  love,  and  bless  others." 

8.  Let  us  cherish  FAITH.  Faith  holds 
the  key  to  eternal  life.  Of  what  profit 
is  it  to  us  to  gain  a  firm  hold  on  life,  if 
we  hold  it  but  blindly?  Faith  in  the 
loving  kindness  and  wisdom  of  God,  faith 
in  the  redeeming  grace  of  Christ,  and 
faith  in  the  guidance  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
will  make  us  strong,  bold,  serene,  able  to 
look  fearlessly  to  death,  the  end  of  our 
temporal  existence,  but  the  glorious  be- 
ginning of  an  eternal  dav. 

Let  us  lay  aside  all  things  which  we 
cannot  carry  in  eternity  with  us,  and  lay 
strong  hold  on  things  eternal, — those 
things  which  will  enable  us  to  live  our 
lives  profitably,  effectively! 

Note:  I  greatly  appreciate  the  thoughts 
of  Anna  Robertson  Brown,  Ph.  D.,  from 
whose  writings  I  have  taken  several  quo- 
tations in  this  lesson. 

N.  B.  This  subject  may  be  divided 
among  as  many  speakers  as  you  care  to 
use.  One  speaker  may  take  several  of  the 
topics. 


Lesson  Outline 

"HEARERS  OF  THE  WORD" 

Matthew  13:18-23 

I.  The  Unprepared  Hearer   (v.   19). 
The  "wayside"  or  "foot-path"  soil. 

1.  He  does  not  comprehend,  though  he 
hears. 

2.  The  Word  is  snatched  from  his 
heart  by  Satan. 

3.  The  hearer  is  entirely  unprofitable. 

II.  The  Shallow  Hearer   (vv.  20,  21). 
Stony  places  where  there  was  not  much 

earth. 

1.  He  receives  the  Word  with  emotional 
interest. 

2.  The  Word  has  no  "rootage"  in  him. 

3.  The  hearer  fails  by  trying  to  avoid 
persecution  because  of  the  Word. 

III.  The  Pre-Occupied  Hearer  (v.  22). 
"Some   fell   among   thorns" — or   a   dis- 
eased soil. 

1.  He  hears  the  Word  and  accepts  it. 

2.  The  Word  is  choked  by  worldliness. 

3.  The  hearer  is  unfruitful,  i.  e.,  the 
fruit  never  actually  ripens. 

IV.  The  Sincere  Hearer   (v.  23). 

"He  that  received  seed  into  the  good 
(clean,  pure,  deep,  honest)    ground." 

1.  He  hears  the  Word  and  understands 
it. 

2.  The  Word  gains  rootage  because  his 
heart  has  been  made  pure. 

3.  The  hearer  becomes  fruitful — vari- 
ations of  fruitfulness  due  to  variations  in 
the  good  soil.  God  expects  us  to  develop 
fruit  according  to  our  gifts,  not  the 
gifts  of  another. — Oscar  Raymond  Low- 
ry. 

Editor's  Message 

( Continued  from  page  2) 
Death  and  the  grave  shall  deliver  up  the 
dead  which  are  in  them.  We  are  sown  in 
corruption,  dishonor,  weakness.  We  shall 
be  raised  in  incorruption,  glory,  power — 
a  spiritual  body,  like  to  Christ's  glorified 
body. 

To  those  who  have  lost  loved  ones  dur- 
ing the  year,  take  courage.  Look  up,  the 
time  is  not  far  off  when  the  old  earth 
that  covers  these  loved  ones  will  break 
and  they  shall  come  forth.  Christ  is  our 
pattern  and  as  sure  as  He  arose,  we  shall 
arise  also  on  that  great  resurrection  morn- 
ing. God  help  us  to  be  ready  for  that 
first   resurrection. 


If  some  people  would  keep  their  minds 
open  as  much  as  they  do  their  mouths 
and  their  mouths  closed  as  tight  as  they 
do  their  minds  they  would  soon  become 
bureaus  of   information. 


The  persons  who  fail  to  use  their 
minds  and  expect  God  to  fill  their 
mouths  will  never  have  anything  to 
come  out  of  them  worth  listening  to. 


It  is  not  the  amount  of  thoughts  that 
go  through  our  minds  that  causes  them 
to  develop  but  the  kind  of  thoughts  that 
go  through  and  the  attention  they  get  as 
they   go   through   them. 
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BOOK  REVIEWS 


By  Mildred  Blackwell 
A  Member  of  our  Editorial  Staff 

WILLIAM   CAREY 

(Continued  from  last  month) 
Before  the  end  of  1786,  Mr.  Carey  and 
another  young  minister  went  to  a  min- 
isters' meeting  in  Northampton.  At  this 
meeting  Mr.  Carey  and  his  friend  were 
required  to  present  a  question  for  gen- 
eral discussion.  Carey's  question  read, 
"Whether  the  command  given  to  the 
apostles  to  teach  all  nations  is  not  obli- 
gatory on  all  succeeding  ministers  to  the 
end  of  the  world,  seeing  that  the  accom- 
panying promise  was  of  equal  extent?" 
Without  allowing  a  comment,  the  mod- 
erator immediately  told  him  that  nothing 
could  be  done  before  another  Pente- 
cost and  an  outpouring  of  special  gifts 
for  the  purpose,  and  that  he  was  a  most 
miserable  enthusiast  for  asking  such  a 
question.  This  was  the  first  time  Carey 
had  mentioned  his  conviction  openly.  Of 
course,  he  was  abashed  and  mortified. 
Mr.  Fuller  again  encouraged  him,  since 
he  sympathized  with  Carey's  idea. 

Later  he  accepted  an  invitation  to  pas- 
tor Harvey  Lane  church  in  Leicester, 
where  he  was  brought  into  association 
with  men  of  culture  whose  books  were 
placed  freely  at  his  disposal.  However, 
material  circumstances  were  not  im- 
proved; therefore,-  he  supplemented  his 
ministry  with  teaching. 

At  the  Association  meeting  at  Clip- 
stone,  1791,  Mr.  Fuller  preached  a  very 
stirring  message  on,  "The  Pernicious  In- 
fluence of  Delay  in  the  Matters  of  Re- 
ligion." Carey  talked  among  the  minis- 
ters at  the  meeting,  urging  that  there  be 
no  longer  delay  in  the  evangelization  of 
the  heathen.  The  following  year  at  the 
annual  meeting  in  Nottingham,  Carey 
preached.  The  two  divisions  of  his  ser- 
mon were  later  adopted  as  the  motto  for 
the  society.  "Expect  great  things  from 
God;  attempt  great  things  from  God." 
As  a  result  of  this  sermon,  a  resolution 
was  passed  that  a  plan  be  prepared  for 
forming  a  society  for  the  propagation  of 
the  gospel  in  heathendom.  The  following 
October  2,   1792,  at  Kettering,  the  pub- 


lic services  ended,  the  ministers  retired 
for  prayer.  The  plans  for  the  society 
were  submitted  and  approved.  Mr.  Fuller 
was  made  secretary,  and  Mr.  Hogg, 
Treasurer.  The  ministers  solemnly  vowed 
their  support  and  a  good  initial  offering 
was  taken.  Carey  had  written  a  treatise 
on  the  obligation  of  Christians  to  con- 
vert the  heathen.  He  promised  to  add  to 
the  collection  any  profit  which  should 
come  from  the  sale  of  his  publication. 
Announcement  of  the  organization  was 
made  together  with  a  wide  appeal  to 
Christendom  for  support. 

The  immediate  attention  of  the  new 
organization  was  directed  to  the  problem 
of  where  should  their  activities  begin  and 
whom  should  they  send. 

At  this  time  there  was  in  London  a 
Mr.  Thomas,  previously  a  missionary  in 
India,  who  was  trying  to  establish  a  fund 
for  a  mission  to  Bengal,  India.  The  socie- 
ty heard  of  him  and  required  Mr.  Thomas 
to  write  a  narrative  of  himself  and  labors 
in  India. 

Favorably  impressed,  the  society  asked 
him  to  go  under  their  patronage  and 
promised  to  furnish  him  a  companion, 
"if  a  suitable  one  may  be  found." 

When  Mr.  Thomas's  report  was  read, 
Andrew  Fuller  exclaimed,  "There  is  a 
gold  mine  in  India,  but  it  seems  almost 
as  deep  as  the  center  of  the  earth.  Who 
will  venture  to  explore  it?" 

Immediately,  Mr.  Carey  said,  "I  will 
venture  to  go  down  but  remember  that 
you  must  hold  the  ropes." 

As  the  brethren  pledged  their  support, 
Mr.  Thomas  himself  appeared  on  the 
scene.  Beholding  his  fellow  laborer,  Carey 
fell  on  his  neck  and  wept. 

The  two  missionaries  now  definitely 
accepted,  their  field  of  labor  decided, 
plans   were   begun    for   their   departure. 

At  last  Carey  had  realized  not  only  an 
awakened  interest  in  the  heathen,  an 
organization  to  propagate  the  gospel  in 
heathendom,  but  was  also  privileged  to 
put  forth  the  first  missionary  efforts  un- 
der the  auspices  of  the  First  Missionary 
Society. 

J  Like  to  Hold  My  Bible  in 

My  Lap 

I  like  to  hold  my  Bible 

In  my  lap. 

A  Bible  on  a  pulpit  is  severe 

And  distant-like. 

A  Bible  on  a  table  is  all  right 

To  study  by. 

'Tis  good  to  hold  in  hand 

To  read  aloud. 

But — 

I  love  to  hold  my  Bible 

In  my  lap. 

— Carl  Moses,  April  17,  1936. 


THE  MILLIONAIRE'S 
DAUGHTER 

"There  is  a  way  which  seemeth  right 
unto  a  man,  but  the  end  thereof  are  the 
ways  of   death."    (Prov.    12:12) 

In  one  of  the  fashionable  squares  of 
New  York  City,  the  young  and  beau- 
tiful daughter  of  one  of  America's 
merchant  princes  lay  dying.  She  had  been 
brought  up  for  the  world,  educated  to 
move  in  the  highest  circles  of  society, 
and  nothing  that  money  could  buy  or 
give  was  spared  upon  her. 

Talented  and  lovable,  she  was  the  idol 
of  her  parents,  and  the  charm  of  the 
circle  in  which  she  moved. 

But  wealth  and  greatness  do  not  al- 
ways give  happiness,  nor  can  they  for  one 
hour  ward  off  the  stroke  of  death  or 
postpone  that  moment  of  moments  in  a 
human  life,  when  the  soul,  separated 
from  the  body,  passes  out  into  eternity, 
and  there  to  await  the  judgment  of  the 
Great  White  Throne  where,  before  a 
thrice  holy  God,  eternal  sentence  shall  be 
passed.  See  John  5:28,  29;  Rev.  20:  10- 
-15. 

Living  on  the  confines  of  the  eternal 
world,  surrounded  by  skilled  but  baffled 
physicians,  the  dying  girl  turned  to  her 
mother,  and,  in  a  voice  quivering  with 
intense  agony,  said:  "Mother,  dear,  I  am 
dying.  I  feel  it.  Very  soon  I  shall  be 
gone  from  this  gay  world,  with  all  its 
hollow  pleasures  into  which  you  led  me, 
and  in  which  you  taught  me  to  shine. 
But  you  never  told  me  of  an  eternity 
beyond.  Now  my  feet  are  on  the  brink, 
and  to  me  it  is  dark  and  all  unknown. 
I  was  never  told  about  it,  or  allowed  to 
go  where  I  might  hear  how  to  be  pre- 
pared to  enter  upon  it.  Mother,  take  my 
jewels  and  bury  them  with  me;  let  my 
name  and  memory  be  forgotten,  for  1 
have  lived  only  for  this  world,  and  I 
know  my  soul  is  lost." 

Then,  fixing  her  dying  eyes  upon  both 
her  parents,  who  stood  weeping  by  her 
side,  she  cried  in  anguish: 

"Yes,  I  am  going,  going  into  a  never- 
ending  eternity,  and  YOU  have  been  the 
means  of  MY  damnation!" 

And  thus  she  died.  Terrible  end  of  a 
wasted  life!  Awful  foretaste  of  the  re- 
morse and  agony  of  hell. 

Reader,  are  you  a  worldling,  living  on- 
ly for  the  present,  neglecting  your  soul, 
rejecting  God's  salvation?  Beware!  The 
hour  will  come  in  which  you  must  leave 
this  world,  "and  go  to  the  house  ap- 
pointed for  all  living"  and  leaving  all  its 
so-called  pleasures.  And  yet  God  says, 
"Rejoice,  O  young  man,  in  thy  youth; 
and  let  thy  heart  cheer  thee  in  the  days 
of  thy  youth,  and  walk  in  the  ways  of 
thine  heart,  and  in  the  sight  of  thine 
eyes:  but  know  thou,  that  for  all  these 
things  God  will  bring  thee  to  judgment." 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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Shining  Garments 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

with  her  for  making  a  scene  about  it, 
seething  with  anger  at  the  four  who  had 
betrayed  him.  He  hoped  and  prayed  she 
would  not  ask  him  if  he  had  known  they 
were  not   going  to  Horton. 

She  did  not.  Indeed,  she  did  not  speak 
again  till  she  bade  him  a  frosty  good- 
night at  her  dormitory. 

Early  the  next  morning  he  called  her. 
"Wisty,  please  meet  rne  at  that  coping 
back  of  the  campus.  I  have  something  to 
tell  you." 

"All  right."  Somewhat  to  her  own  sur- 
prise her  acceptance  was  eager.  She  was 
ashamed  of  herself  for  blaming  it  all  on 
Grover,  and  she  welcomed  an  opportun- 
ity to  tell  him  so. 

Grover  was  waiting  anxiously.  It  had 
taken  some  effort  to  nerve  himself  to 
tell  her  what  he  had  overheard  about 
their  not  going  to  Horton,  but  he  knew 
it  had  to  be  done.  He  plunged  into  the 
confession  as  soon  as  they  were  seated  on 
the   low    stone   coping. 

She  did  not  flash  out  at  him  as  she  had 
a  way  of  doing  at  times.  "That  was  why 
you  wouldn't  look  at  me  all  the  way  out," 
she  said,  when  he  had  finished.  "I  ought 
to  be  mad  at  you,  but  I'm  as  much  to 
blame  as  you.  I  should  have  refused  point 
blank  to  go  with  you  last  night,  but  I 
didn't  have  the  sand,  just  as  you  didn't. 
Let's  forget  it." 

On  the  way  back  to  the  campus  Gloria 
Hatch  met  them.  "You  missed  the  time 
of  your  life.  We  had  a  gorgeous  surprise. 
They  took  us  out  to  John  Moore's  home, 
six  miles  in  the  country,  in  trucks. 
They'd  just  finished  a  new  barn  there, 
and  such  fun!  And  such  a  fine  crowd!" 
She  rambled  on  about  the  class  party, 
when  another  group  stopped  them,  their 
faces  eager  with  news. 

"Have  you  heard  the  latest?  The  Per- 
ry roadhouse  was  raided  last  night.  It's 
been  under  suspicion  for  a  long  time. 
There  were  some  students  caught.  They'll 
be  sent  home  in  disgrace.  They're  lucky 
if  nothing  worse  happens  to  them." 

Several  others  came  up.  Under  cover 
of  the  excited  talk  Grover  and  Wisteria 
slipped  away  unnoticed.  Both  were  pale 
and  shaking. 

The  stars  were  still  twinkling  in  a 
clear  sky  when  they  started  together  for 
Hilltop  on  Sunday  morning.  Other 
groups  met  them  and  exchanged  greet- 
ings and  smiles.  Members  of  the  Inter  Nos 
and  Pace  Finders  classes  made  it  a  point 
to  give  them  a  hearty  welcome.  Neither 
Wisteria  nor  Grover  spoke  of  it,  but 
both  were  conscious  of  a  warm  glow  of 
home-coming.  They  were  back  in  their 
own  element. 

A  little  footbridge     spanned  a  narrow 


brook.  As  they  turned  to  the  left  from 
this,  both  stopped  short  in  involuntary 
reverence.  Ahead  of  them  gleamed  a 
white  cross,  outlined  with  lights.  They 
were  thinking  the  same  thought — how 
much  more  beautiful  those  lights  than 
the  flaring  lights  of  a  roadside  dance  hall. 
With  others  they  found  a  seat  on  a 
slope  facing  the  cross.  From  a  distance 
a  bugle  lifted  a  silver  note  in  morning 
taps.  On  the  opposite  side  a  cornet  took 
up  the  challenge.  The  crowd  got  to  their 
feet  with  a  soft  rustling  and  their  voices 
rose  triumphantly: 

Hallelujah,  He  is  risen; 
Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high. 
Burst  the  bars  of  death  asunder; 
Angels  shout  and  men  reply. 
"Easter  morn!"     cried  the  leader,     as 
they  seated  themselves  again.   "See!    The 
light  is  breaking." 

The  electric  lights  were  snapped  off. 
The  stars  had  been  fading,  one  by  one, 
snuffed  out  by  the  hand  of  Dawn.  A 
flashing  ray  of  sunlight  caught  the  cross 
and  lit  it  with  a  soft  radiance.  Two  fig- 
ures clothed  in  gleaming  white  came 
down  the  rocky  slope  behind  the  cross 
and  stood  one  on  either  side  of  it.  Their 
garments  caught  the  morning  rays  and 
held  them  gloriously. 

"Shining  garments  of  light,"  said  the 
speaker.  "When  the  women  came  to  the 
tomb  that  first  Easter  morning  two  men 
stood  there  in  shining  garments.  'Why 
seek  ye  the  living  among  the  dead?'  they 
asked.   'He  is  not  here,   but   is  risen.' 

"That  is  the  meaning  of  Easter.  Out- 
lives are  all  too  often  clothed  in  the 
garments  of  death,  despair,  mistakes,  con- 
fusion, shame.  But  Easter  gives  us  new 
garments,  shining  garments  of  hope  and 
light,  shining  garments  of  a  new  purpose 
and  a  new  courage,  shining  garments  of 
a  lifting  joy,  a  reverent  thankfulness. 
Our  old  clothes  are  left  behind  in  the 
tomb — old  faults,  old  failures,  old  dis- 
couragements, mistakes  and  weaknesses. 
Our  better  selves  arise,  clothed  anew,  all 
bright  and  shining." 

"Don't  you  feel  like  that,"  whis- 
pered Wisteria,  "as  though  you  were 
clothed  anew  in  shining  garments?  As 
though  all  the  soiled  mistakes  of  the  last 
few   months   were   left   behind?" 

Grover  nodded.  He  felt  it,  but  he 
could  not  say  it  as  she  could. 

The  trumpet  sounded.  They  rose  and 
sang: 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty. 
Early  in  the  morning  our  song  shall  rise 
to  thee. 
Then  they  passed  out  quietly,  with  lit- 
tle talking,  for  the  spell  of  the  reverent 
service  was  still  upon  them.  Across  the 
footbridge  Gloria  and  Homer  caught  up 
with   Wisteria   and  Grover. 

"Why  don't  you  two  come  to  class 
regularly?"  they  asked. 


"We  are,  after  this,  every  blessed  Sun- 
day," Wisteria  answered,  decisively. 

"How  do  you  know,"  teased  Grover, 
when  they  were  alone  again,  "that  'we' 
are  coming  regularly  after  this?" 

"Because,"  Wisteria  said  seriously, 
"that's  the  crowd  where  I  pick  my 
friends  hereafter.  No  more  fast  crowds 
for  me." 

"If  you'd  said  that  long  ago,"  Grover 
told  her,  "I'd  have  been  with  you.  But 
I  thought  you  were  fed  up  on  Sunday- 
school  and  wanted  the  gay  life." 

Wisteria  stopped  short  and  stared  at 
him.  "Do  you  mean  that?" 

"I  do,  emphatically." 

"And  do  you  know  that,  if  you  had 
said  the  same  thing,  last  fall,  that  I  would 
have  followed  your  lead}" 

They  both  began  to  laugh.  "It  seems 
that  it's  up  to  each  of  us  to  set  the  other 
a  good  example  hereafter,"  remarked 
Grover.  "See  you  at  Sunday-school  today 
and  every  Sunday  hereafter,"  he  grinned, 
as  he  left  her. 

The  Millionaire's  Daughter 

(Continued  from  page   15) 

"O  Lord,  I  know  that  the  way  of  man 
is  not  in  himself;  it  is  not  in  man  that 
walketh  to  direct  his  steps."  Therefore, 
the  Psalmist  says:  "Shew  me  THY  ways, 
O  Lord;  teach  me  THY  paths."  The  an- 
swer is,  "The  meek  will  He  guide  in 
judgment:  and  the  meek  will  He  teach 
His  way." 
In  peace  let  me  resign  my  breath 

And  Thy  salvation  see; 
My  sins  deserve  eternal  death, 

But  Jesus  died  for  me. 

■ — T/je  Church  of  Christ  Advocate. 

Words  of  Comfort 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
To  you,  O  melancholy  one,  I  say, 
Cheer  up;  for  there  are  better  times 
ahead  for  you  if  you  just  remain  willing 
and  obedient  to  your  Heavenly  Father! 
Another  comforting  thought  is  this: 
This  world  of  woe,  trouble,  and  distress 
shall  not  forever  last.  We  are  promised 
new  heavens  and  a  new  earth.  Praise  the 
Lord. — Selected! 


The  deacon  prayed  for  pastor  dear 
Who'd  served  his  church  for     many     a 

year, 
"Lord,  keep  him  humble,  keep  him  poor, 
As  were  the  blessed  saints  of  yore, 
Who  never  had  on  earth  a  part, 
But  lived  for  heaven  with  single  heart." 
The  deacon  paused,  then  mild  and  meek 
Went  on  in  words  astute  and  sleek, 
"You   keep  him  humble,  for  you  know, 
We'll  do  the  rest  and  keep  him  poor." 
— Wesley  an  Methodist. 


April,  1937 


The     LIGHTED     P  AT  HW  AY 


Page  17 


Si 


inner  s 


® 


age 


AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA 

asked  incredulously.  Pausing  only  long 
enough  to  say  a  hasty  "Thanks,  Ma'am" 
he  turned  and  sped  away  as  fast  as  his 
dirty,  little  bare  feet  could  carry  him  to 
the  dingy  little  place  he  called  home. 
Rosamond  with  a  heart  which  felt 
strangely  light,  returned  for  some  more 
flowers  for  the  minister's  wife. 

"Look,  Mom,  look!  She  give  'em  to 
me!  She  said  I  could  have  'em,"  called  Joe 
excitedly  as  he  rushed  through  the  house 
to  the  back  porch  where  his  mother  was 
bending  over  a   tub  of  steaming  suds. 

She  looked  up  quickly,  her  tired  face 
brightening  at  the  sight  of  the  flowers. 
Hastily  wiping  the  soapy  water  from  her 
hands,  she  reached  for  them  and  buried 
her  face  in  the  lovely  blossoms.  "Sweet 
peas,"  she  murmured,  "I  used  to  have  so 
many  in  my  garden." 

"In  your  garden?"  said  little  Joe  in 
surprise.  "Did  you  ever  have  a  garden, 
Mom?" 

"Yes,"   answered  his  mother,  her  eyes 

Give  the  Roses  Now 

When  I  quit  this  mortal  shore 
And   mosey  round      the     earth   no 

more, 
Don't  weep,  don't  sigh,  don't  sob, 
I  may  have  struck  a  better  job. 
Don't  go  and  buy  a  large  bouquet 
For  which  you'll  find  it  hard     to 

pay; 
Don't  hang  around  me  feeling  blue 
1  may  be  better  off  than  you. 
Don't   tell  the  folks  I  was  a  saint 
Or  any  old   thing   that   I   ain't, 
If  you  have  jam  like  that  to  spread, 
Please  hand  it  out  before  I'm  dead. 
If  you  have  roses,  bless  your  soul, 
Just  pin   one  in  my  buttonhole 
While  I'm  alive  and  well  today. 
Don't  wait  until  I'm  gone  away. 

— Sent  in  by  Mrs.   Clyde  Walters. 


JOE'S  BANQUET 

By  Audre  Pitts 

Rosamond  sat  hunched  on  the  front 
porch  steps,  her  chin  cupped  in  her 
hands  and  her  elbows  braced  against  her 
knees,  gazing  gloomily  into  space.  As  a 
long,  drawn-out  sigh  escaped  her  lips,  her 
mother  looked  up. 

"Why  all  the  gloom?"  she  inquired. 
"And  how  does  it  happen  you  are  not  out 
working  in  your  precious   garden?" 

"That's  just  it,  Mother,"  burst  out 
Rosamond.  "You  see  our  Sunday-school 
lesson  yesterday  was  about  talents;  and 
Miss  Linton  talked  to  us  about  using  our 
talents  for  others.  She  suggested  that 
each  one  of  us  find  out  what  our  special 
talent  is  and  then  use  it  in  the  Lord's 
work.  She  said  every  person  had  at  least 
one  talent;  but,"  with  a  sigh,  "I  guess 
she  must  have  been  mistaken.  I've  been 
trying  to  think  what  talent  I  might  have, 
but  I  haven't  a  one." 

"Ethel  Blake  can  sing  beautifully,  and 
ihe's  going  to  sing  at  the  old  folks'  home 
ind  the  charity  ward  of  the  hospital 
tvhen  she  can.  Ruth  Stanton  plays  the 
nolin  and  she  will  do  that  for  shut-ins 
ind  others.  They  have  all  planned  what 
:hey  are  going  to  do,  except  me.  I  can't 
play  any  instrument,  I  can't  sing,  or 
iraw,  or  write,  or  anything.  All  I  care 
tbout  is  grubbing  around  in  the  dirt. 
I*he  girls  tell  me  I  should  have  been  a 
>rub  worm  in  the  first  place,"  she  fin- 
shed  dolefully. 

Mrs.  Harper's  eyes  twinkled  and  hel 
ips  twitched  into  a  smile,  but  she  only 
aid, 

"Well,  while  you  are  feeling  so  blue, 
vhy  not  take  some  sweet  peas  to  the 
>astor's  wife.  She  i:>  ill,  you  know.  She 
vasn't  at  church  yesterday." 

Accordingly  Rosamond  arose  and 
valked  dejectedly  to  her  garden.  She 
oved  to  work  in  it  and  care  for  the  pret- 
:y  flowers.  Gathering  a  bunch  of  the 
weet  peas  which  grew  in  abundance,  she 
tarted  on  her  way  to  the  parsonage. 

She  had  gone  only  two  blocks  when  she 
net  a  ragged  little  fellow,  who  looked  at 
:he  flowers  and  gasped. 

'Oh,  say,  Ma'am.  Aint  they  purty? 
3id  you  grow  'cm?"  he  asked  in  wide 
yed  wonder. 

"Yes,"  answered  Rosamond  with  a 
mile.  Then  impulsively  she  thrust  them 
:oward  him.  "Would  you  like  to  have 
hem?" 

"Oh,  say,  do  yuh  really  mean  it?"  he 


bright  with  the  memory  of  it.  "It  was 
right  out  there  in  the  back  yard.  I  used 
to  work  in  it  by  the  hour.  I  loved  it  so 
much.  That  was  when  you  were  just  a 
baby,  before  — "  she  stopped.  The  tired 
look  came  back  to  her  face,  and  hopeless 
despair  seemed  to  settle  down  on  her  once 
more. 

"Yes,  I  know,  Mom,"  spoke  up  the  boy 
hotly.  "That  was  before  dad  started  go- 
ing to  Bootlegger  Dan's  place  and  wast- 
ing  all   his   money   so  you   had    to  start 


doing  washings  and  never  had  time  to 
do  anything  else.  I  wish  I  wuz  bigger  so 
I  could  help.  I  wish  I  could  get  a  job 
selling  papers  or  sumpin,"  he  ended  as  in- 
dignant tears  sprang  into  his  eyes. 

"That's  all  right,  son,"  said  his  moth- 
er placing  her  hand  upon  his  head.  "You 
do  help  me  lots.  I  couldn't  get  along 
without  you  to  deliver  the  washings  for 
me.  By  the  way,  Joe,  I  forgot  to  have  you 
return  those  clothes  I  finished  ironing 
last  night.  You'd  better  take  them  now. 
They  belong  to  Mrs.  Harper  on  Concord 
Street,  you  know  the  place." 

"All  right.  Soon  as  I  put  these  in 
water."  When  he  had  done  this  he  took 
the  large  bundle,  and  after  fastening  a 
small  bunch  of  the  flowers  in  his  susr- 
pender  buckle,  started  out  on  his  errand. 
As  he  went  along,  the  fragrance  of  the 
flowers  reminded  him  of  the  garden  his 
mother  had  told  him  about — the  garden 
she  had  liked  so  well  to  work  in  but  now 
had  no  time  for.  Suddenly  he  made  a  re- 
solution. He  had  quite  a  bit  of  time  of 
his  own  between  deliveries  of  the  wash- 
ings. He  wasn't  so  very  old  and  knew 
nothing  about  making  a  garden,  but  he'd 
make  one  anyway!  There  wasn't  much  to 
it  he  guessed.  All  you  had  to  do  was  dig 
little  holes  in  the  ground  and  put  seeds 
in  them,  then  cover  them  up.  He  could 
do  it  if  he  just  had  the  seeds.  Well,  he'd 
get  the  seeds  some  way,  he  decided.  May- 
be his  mother  could  spare  a  little  of  the 
wash  money  or  he  could  pull  weeds  for 
some  of  the  neighbors  to  earn  a  few 
cents.  There  would  surely  be  some  way. 
His  heart  grew  light  thinking  of  the  joy 
it  would  give  his  mother,  and  he  began 
whistling  as  he  trudged  along. 

He  made  a  picture,  with  his  patched 
blue  overalls,  his  bare  feet,  his  freckled 
face  agleam,  and  his  stubby,  red  hair 
standing  on  end.  The  flowers  were  stuck 
incongruously  in  his  suspender  buckle; 
and  his  shrill  whistle  penetrated  the  air. 
More  than  one  person  turned  to  look  and 
smile  as  he  walked  jauntily  along  dream- 
ing of  the  garden  he  was  going  to  make 
for  his  mother. 

He  had  now  reached  the  Harper's  back 
gate  and  made  his  way  to  the  kitchen 
door.  A  young  lady  answered  his  knock, 
and  each  gave  a  gasp  of  recognition  at 
the  sight  of  the  other. 

Rosamond  was  the  first  to  speak.  "I 
see  you  are  wearing  some  of  the  flowers," 
she  said,  smiling. 

"Yes'm,"  stammered  Joe,  reaching  to 
remove  the  cap  he  had  forgotten  to  wear. 
"Yes'm,  I  took  the  rest  of  'em  home  to 
mom.  She  liked  'em.  She  used  to  raise  lots 
of  'em  before — before — uh,  before  she 
had  to  take  in  washings,"  he  finished 
lamely. 

"Oh,  she  did?"  said  Rosamond  polite- 
ly as  she  put  the  money  for  the  washing 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway: 

To  the  readers  of  this  wonderful  paper 
and  Y.   P.   E.   workers   everywhere. 

In  compliance  with  the  request  of  our 
editor  I  send  you  a  little  sketch  of  our 
work  in  the  state  of  California.  After 
some  two  or  three  years  as  a  booster  of 
the  work  in  Tennessee,  which  was  a  pleas- 
ure to  me,  I  left  the  Assembly  for  the 
West,  acting  under  the  impression  that 
was  given  me  by  powers  greater  than 
mine.  Yes,  it  was  a  sacrifice  to  do  so,  but 
the  God  of  the  Southern  States  is  also 
the   God   of    the  West. 

As  I  type  these  few  lines  this  beautiful 
morning,  there  is  an  abiding  peace  in  my 
soul  and  a  realization  that  God's  banner 
is  flying  unfurled  over  me  out  here  in 
this  country,  as  I  do  my  little  bit  in  car- 
rying the  great  message  of  salvation, 
through  the  precious  blood  of  Jesus. 

First,  let  me  say  the  Y.  P.  E.  work 
here  is  not  as  strong  as  it  is  in  some 
states,  but  there  is  a  goodly  number  of 
young  people  here  that  love  God  and  are 
trying  to  be  a  blessing  to  the  Church. 
We  have  visited  every  church,  both  in 
Arizona  and  California,  except  the  one  in 
Phoenix,  Ariz.  There  is  an  active  Y.  P. 
E.  in  every  church  in  both  states  except 
about   two;   that  is,  every  active  church. 

We  have  conducted  two  young  peo- 
ple's revivals  in  which  the  Lord  has  won- 
derfully blessed.  We  closed  a  four  weeks' 
revival  here  in  Huntington  Beach  last 
night,  in  which  the  Lord  blessed  and  en- 
couraged the  young  people. 

We  had  the  Huntington  Beach  Y.  P. 
E.  rally  on  one  of  the  nights  during  the 
meeting  and  the  building  was  full. 
A  number  came  to  the  altar,  and  one 
young  man  received  the  Holy  Ghost.  The 
Lord  gave  us  a  good,  two  weeks',  young 
people's  revival  in  Long  Beach  prior  to 
this  one  and  a  number  were  blessed. 
Seventeen  new  members  came  into  the 
church.  The  larger  number  were  young 
people.  I  also  received  a  report  from  their 
secretary  recently,  and  three  were  saved 
in  their  young  people's  meetings  last 
month.   So  God  is  helping  us. 

We  have  a  Y.  P.  E.  rally  every  quarter 
and  it  resembles  a  state  convention  as  it 
is  attended  so  well.  God  certainly  meets 
with   us   in   these  meetings. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  never  been 
introduced  before  in  these  states,  and  we 
are  endeavoring  to  boost  it  everywhere  wc 
go.  We  hope  to  have  a  Gideon  in  every 
church  before  the  year  is  out.  I  have  sold 
six  of  the  Yearbooks  and  all  praise  this 
book  very  highly. 


The  Y.  P.  E.  is  working  with  the  .Sun- 
day School  in  giving  a  free  term  in  Bible 
School  to  one  of  our  worthy  young  peo- 
ple, and  we  covet  your  prayers  that  God 
will  continue  to  help  us  in  our  work.  If 
any  would  like  to  write  me,  my  address 
will  be  Huntington  Beach,  Calif,  until 
further  notice,  as  we  are  pastoring  the 
church  here. 

I  remain  your  brother  in  the  young 
people's  work. — Woodrow  C.  Byrd. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  to  you  this  morning!  May 
I  interrupt  you  here  long  enough  to  say 
hello  and  chat  with  you  for  awhile?  Of 
course,  the  Lighted  Pathway  is  the  great 
subject  I'm  now  interested  in.  I'm  reaiiy 
delighted  to  tell  you  we're  enjoying  the 
new  addition  to  the  paper.  There's  3o 
much  more  space  for  amplification  of 
the  reading  matter  until  we  feel  we  can 
never  give  up  the  eight  extra  pages.  How 
can  you  do  this?  Are  all  the  young  peo- 
ple who  enjoyed  the  Assembly  so  much 
and  promised  to  stand  behind  you  this 
year  really  unloading  the  zeal  to  work, 
accumulated  at  the  Assembly,  with  the 
results  making  this  possible?  I  hope  so. 

I  have  enjoyed  immensely  every  ar- 
ticle of  the  two  1937  issues  already  out 
and  here  may  I  commend,  especially  your 
article  on  "Social  Evangelism."  I  believe 
you  are  solving  the  problem  that  has 
been  taxing  every  resource  of  mind  since 
the  birth  of  the  Endeavor.  We  learned 
from  the  expression  of  the  young  people 
at  the  Assembly  that  the  social  side  of 
youth's  Christian  life  is  the  greatest  ex- 
isting interrogative  in  the  Endeavor's  ac- 
tivities. I  hope  our  good  people  every- 
where are  observing  closely  the  contents 
of  this  "Social  Evangelism"  message,  and 
have  come  to  realize  its  true  meaning. 
We  realize  every  Christian  must  hold 
himself  abreast  from  the  world  in  that 
he  would  not  be  a  partaker  of  its  deeds. 
I  feel  by  this  time  many  people  have 
come  to  realize  that  our  precious,  Holy- 
Ghost-baptized,  young  people  do  not 
care  to  return  to  slums  of  sin  from 
whence  they  were  rescued  but  desire  to 
say,  "Come  along  and  go  with  me,  Je- 
sus bridged   the  foam." 

Racial  ties  tend  to  separate  but  social 
ties  and  the  fellowship  of  God's  Son 
unite  us.  If  my  personality  is  conditioned 
by  heredity,  then  my  life  is,  to  a  great 
extent,  influenced  by  environment.  We 
young  people  appreciate  that  good,  social, 
Christian  environment  created  by 
thoughtful      and   considerate      boys      and 


girls,  men  and  women. 

I  can't  begin  to  tell  you  how  I  enjoy 
the  good  literature  of  this  little  paper. 
I'm  sure  your  motive  is  our  interest. 
Though  unrelated  by  blood  it  makes  me 
feel  our   relation  in  spirit. 

May  God  lead  you  always  in  His  will, 
Love  and  best  wishes  to  you. — Mava 
Morgan,  Monroe,  La. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

On  January  24,  the  Y.  P.  E.  of  Hat- 
tiesburg  launched  a  "Win  a  Soul"  drive. 
An  outline  of  our  plan   is   as   follows: 

Each  member  of  our  Y.  P.  E.  who  will 
do  so  chooses  a  person  who  does  not  know 
the  Lord. 

Each  person  resolves  by  the  help  of  the 
Lord  to  bring  this  person  to  repentance. 

While  we  intend  to  speak  to  as  many 
as  we  can  about  Jesus,  we  feel  that  by 
choosing  one  and  concentrating  on  this 
one  we  will  have  better  results.  Of 
course,  it  all  is  subject  to  the  Master's 
will. 

Each  person  is  to  report  weekly  as  to 
the  progress  made.  All  interesting  and  en- 
couraging reports  are  read  during  Y.  P.  E. 
hour. 

No  mention  of  names  is  to  be  made, 
however,  until  an  actual  conversion  and 
then  only  by  permission  of  both  parties. 

We  earnestly  desire  the  prayers  of  ev- 
ery one  that  our  efforts  may  be  crowned 
with  success  for  Jesus. — A.  J.  Gardner, 
Hattiesburg,  Miss. 

Note:  This  is  a  good  suggestion.  Per- 
sonal evangelism  is  a  great  thing,  and  on 
another  page  in  this  issue  you  will  find 
some  very  interesting  articles  under  the 
heading,  "Personal  Evangelism."  How 
about  all  of  our  Y.  P.  E's  adopting  this 
plan? — Editor. 

Dear  Mrs.   Harrison: 

I  cannot  find  words  to  express  how 
much  I  really  appreciate  and  enjoy  read- 
ing "The  Lighted  Pathway."  We  re- 
ceived our  first  copy  of  this  paper  last 
week,  and  after  reading  it,  I  thought  I 
would  much  rather  receive  it  once  a 
week  instead  of  once  a  month.  We  look 
forward  to  the  time  of  receiving  the 
paper. 

Since  our  Y.  P.  E.  here  at  Blackshear 
is  your.g,  but  very  prosperous,  The 
Lighted  Pathway  is  one  of  our  greatest 
helpers.  Our  pastor,  Brother  C.  M. 
Hughes,  and  his  wife,  started  the  Y.  P. 
E.  work  here  and  they  work  very  hard 
to  benefit  the  Y.  P.  E.  Do  we  not  have 
a  right  to  think  they  are  great? 

Although,  I  do  not  have  salvation  at 
this  time,  I  have  a  deep  interest  in  this 
kind  of  work,  which  I  now  have  an  op- 
portunity to  do. 

I'm  sure  there  is  no  other  organization 
half  so   interesting. 

Those   who   do   not    know   about   "The 
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:  Lighted  Pathway"      are   missing      a   good 

j  part  of  their  life. 

"True  Story"  reading  is  too  much  out 

j  of  date  for  me.   I   prefer     the     Lighted 

j  Pathway. — Pearlie   Taylor. 

Editor's  note:      Pearlie,   we  hope      you 

'  may  soon   write   us   that   you  are   saved. 

If    you    are    a    good  *vorker    now,       how 

much  greater  you  will  be  when  you  have 

the  Holy  Spirit  in  your  life. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Brother  McCoy  came  about  a  month 
ago  and  helped  us  get  organized  again. 
Already  we  have  a  membership  of  thirty- 
six.  The  Lord  blessed  wonderfully  Satur- 
day night. 

We  are  enjoying  and  appreciating  the 
24-page  Lighted  Pathway  so  much  that 
you  can  surely  count  on  us  for  one 
yearly  subscription  each  month.  I  mean 
twelve  by  the  Assembly.  —  Gertrude 
Clements,  Hazlehurst,  Ga. 

Note:  This  is  music  to  us.  How 
about  some  more  like  Sister  Gertrude. 
Just  one  subscription  each  month  would 
mean  so  much  to  us. — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  received  my  Lighted  Path- 
way for  March  and  want  to  try  to  tell 
you  just  how  I  have  enjoyed  it.  Your 
message  is  wonderful,  it  seems  to  me  to 
be  the  best  one  yet.  I  look  forward  each 
month  to  getting  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
Sister  Harrison,  I  do  want  you  to  know 
I  appreciate  you  and  your  great  mes- 
sages. You  have  such  an  interest  in  us 
young  folks.  I  often  wonder  what  would 
become  of  us  if  it  were  not  for  Sister 
Harrison.  I  don't  think  we  should  wait 
until  after  one  is  dead  to  give  him  a  few 
roses,  so  that  is  why  I'm  telling  you  how 
I  feel. — Ima  Barton,  Etowah,  Tenn: 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  sold  the  Lighted  Pathway  for 
almost  a  year.  I  think  it  is  the  best  paper 
I  have  ever  read.  Everyone  agrees  with 
this,  I  think. 

We  have  used  most  all  of  the  topics 
in  our  Y.  P.  E.  They  are  so  helpful  to 
the  young  Christians  of  today.  They  are 
surely  food  to  the  soul.  I  delight  in  sell- 
ing the  papers,  as  I  am  sure  they  are  a 
help  to  us,  and  pray  they  will  bring  joy 
and    peace    to   some    poor,    starving    soul. 

We  have  just  appointed  committees  as 
you  suggested  in  your  book  on  "How 
to  Organize  and  Conduct  a  Y.  P.  E."  We 
have  our  business  meetings  every  month 
and  try  to  have  a  social  in  connection 
with  them. 

We  think  the  Lighted  Pathway  is  get- 
ting better  all  the  time.  I  thank  God  for 
Sister  Harrison,  and  each  article  in  the 
little  paper  has  been  a  great  help  to  me. 
— Chester  W.   Carr,   Pittsburg,  Kansas. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Words  would  simply  fail  if  I  tried  to 
tell  how  much  I  appreciate  the  "Lighted 
Pathway."  I  often  say,  "It  is  worth  its 
weight  in  purely  refined  gold."  It  com- 
forts me  and  gives  me  great  inspiration. 
Often  I  have  ceased  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway  to  look  up  with  tears  of  real  joy 
and  words  of  praise  and  honor  to  Jesus 
for  the  good  things  I  feast  upon. — 
Charles  Lee  Gibbs,  Marion,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  in  Christ: 

Thank  God.  The  quarantine  has  been 
lifted  and  we  are  allowed  to  go  on  with 
our  services  again.  It  seems  like  we  have 
such  a  time  here.  Pray  that  God  will 
keep  His  children  under  His  wings  of 
love  and  mercy,  and  that  we  will  con- 
tinue in  His   services. 

Our  young  people  seem  to  be  so  hungry 
for  their  service.  The  Lighted  Pathway 
means  very  much  to  us.  We  feel  as 
though  we  couldn't  get  along  without  it. 
— Mrs.  Nicholson,  Lynch,  Ky. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

I  just  want  to  tell  you  of  a  little  work 
the  Lord  has  laid  on  my  heart  and  I  hav.j 
already  begun  it.  One  day  while  I  was 
alone  praying  and  reading  God's  Word, 
He  spoke  to  me  and  told  me  to  start  up 
a  Junior  work  here  in  my  own  home 
town.  I  hardly  knew  how  to  start,  but  I 
just  wrote  invitations  and  told  the  moth- 
ers of  the  children  just  what  I  intended 
doing  and  my  own  mother  delivered  the 
invitations  and  all  approved  of  it.  I  have 
anywhere  from  fourteen  to  eighteen 
present  each  meeting.  We  have  our  meet- 
ings at  four  o'clock  on  Friday  afternoon. 
The  children  seem  to  enjoy  them.  We 
use  the  lessons  for  children  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  would  like  for  you  to  send 
me  seven  of  the  March  number  so  I  can 
put  one  in  each  home. 

I  desire  your  prayers  for  me  in  this 
work.  There  is  no  holiness  services  in  our 
town  and  the  only  holiness  people  I  know 
of  is  my  two  brothers'  families  and  our 
family. — Beaulah  Osbon. 

Note:  Beaulah  is  a  crippled  girl.  She 
has  to  walk  on  crutches.  This  should 
make  some  folks  ashamed,  don't  you 
think?  Lord,  give  us  some  more  Beau- 
lahs. — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  few  lines  to  let  you  know  how 
our  work  is  getting  along.  God  is  surely- 
blessing  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  here  at  Laurens. 
The  Holy  Ghost  meets  with  us  and  we 
have  a  wonderful  time  in  the  Lord.  We 
have  speaking  in  tongues  and  interpreta- 
tions, giving  us  a  warning  to  stand  true. 

Young  people  of  to-day  need  to  stand 
true  and  keep  their  lives  unspotted  from 
the  world  and  live  a  life  that  will  lead 


lost  souls  to  the  cross,  where  they  can 
find  the  Lord.  Oh!  I  wish  every  young 
person  the  whole  world  over  would  see 
the  need  of  real  heart-felt  salvation  and 
put  on  the  whole  armor,  so  they  can 
stand  in  the  hour  of  trouble. 

My  dear  grandfather  passed  away  a 
few  weeks  ago.  He  had  just  given  his 
heart  to  the  Lord  about  three  months  be- 
fore he  passed  away  and  while  he  was  dy- 
ing he  was  saying,  "Thy  will  be  done 
Father,  Thy  will  be  done."  Oh!  we  need 
to  pray  that  prayer,  'Thy  will  be  done, 
Father,  Thy  will  be  done.' — Johnnie 
Cooper. 

SPECIAL    NOTICES 
Subscription    Contest 

Our  five  hundred  subscription  contest 
is  moving  slowly.  It  would  be  easy  for 
some  Y.  P.  E.  or  church  to  win  one  of 
these  prizes.  $2  5.00  goes  to  the  one  who 
sends  the  largest  number  in  the  five  hun- 
dred subscriptions;  $15.00  for  second 
largest  number;  $10.00  for  the  third 
largest  number.  We  have  less  than  one 
hundred  subscriptions  now  in  this  con- 
test so  you  can  see  you  have  a  fine 
chance  to  win.  Eleven  contestants  have 
ud   to  this   time  enrolled. 

193  6  Bound  Lighted 
Pathways 

They  are  now  ready.  Every  home 
should  have  one.  Some  have  been  ask- 
ing for  them.  You  will  be  able  to  pass 
away  many  hours  with  the  good  reading 
material  in  this  book.  Your  children  will 
enjoy  it  and  will  be  blessed  and  inspired 
by  its  pages.  Price  5  0c.  Address  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Silver  Lining 

Come  on,  young  people,  and  earn 
$15.00  by  selling  100  Silver  Linings.  You 
order  them  and  sell  them  at  2  5c  each. 
Send  us  $10.00  in  thirty  days.  You  can 
divide  them  among  your  people  and  let 
your  whole  church  help  in  selling  them. 
Please  have  your  pastor  recommend  you 
when  you  send  for  the  books.  They  can- 
not be  returned.  Send  order  to  Alda  B. 
Harrison,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Revival  Favorites 

"Revival  Favorites,"  is  our  new  song 
book  just  off  the  press.  If  you  enjoy 
singing  Spirit-filled  hymns,  such  popular 
compositions  as  "Dwelling  in  Beulah," 
"Since  Jesus  Came  into  My  Heart," 
"This  is  Like  Heaven  to  Me,"  in  fact 
songs  not  had  in  our  publications  before 
of  the  above  type.  Get  a  sample  copy  for 
2  5c,  then  you'll  supply  your  choir.  $2.50 
per  dozen;  $8.50  per  fifty;  $16.00  per 
hundred. — Tennessee  Music  and  Printing 
Co.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


Page  20 


The     LIGHTED     PATHWAY 


April,  1937 


HIII>>IM>MIU1UIMIillllllMIIIIIMHIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIHnillllMlimmiH1IIIHIl1IItll|IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIMIIIII1lllllMinillll>IIHIMUIlll1lllllll>tnOT 


{Bible  draining  School 


JAMES   HENNING,  Editor 


iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiimiiihiiiiiimiiiiiiiiiiii ilium ■HinmHiHimMiiMnHiiiHiiiiiiiiiiiiitiHiiiwnHtiuiiiiiiuiuiiiiiiiiiimiu* 


Political  Change  and  the 
Reformation 

The  champions  of  the  reformation 
were  the  men  whom  we  read  about  in 
the  March  issue.  Their  noble  courage  and 
the  principles  that  they  fought  for  made 
them  the  natural  leaders  of  the  move- 
ment which  had  the  popular  support  of 
the  common  people.  We  must  not  think 
that  the  reformation  began  and  stopped 
with  these  leaders.  Christian  progress 
thrives  on  reform  and  internal  reform 
has  advanced  Protestant  religion  even  to 
the  founding  of  The  Church  of  God.  It 
is  this  very  fact  that  we  want  you  to 
discover  and  for  this  reason  we  are  going 
to  picture  for  you,  church  reforms  to  the 
present  time. 

"Politically,  the  reformation  may  be 
regarded  as  a  revolt  of  various  Germanic 
nationalities  against  Italian  influence. 
There  were  those  who  begrudged  the  con^ 
tributions  sent  to  Rome,  and  others  who 
desired  the  rich  houses  and  lands  held  by 
the  church."  The  political  revolt  came  in 
many  instances  because  of  selfish  greed 
and  hatred,  as  this  quotation  shows,  but 
we  must  not  forget  that  things  have 
worked  out  for  our  spiritual  freedom. 
GERMANY 

The  people  of  Germany  in  the  fif- 
teenth century  were  tired  of  the  corrup- 
tion and  greed  of  the  clergy.  The  Catho- 
lic church  with  its  great  cathedrals  and  its 
elaborate  celebrations  of  the  mass  did  not 
satisfy  the  longings  in  their  souls.  They 
yearned  for  a  simplier  faith.  The  result 
was  the  reformation,  religiously  and  po- 
litically. The  people  for  years  had  bowed 
down  to  ecclesiastical  and  civil  oppres- 
sion. 

The  princes,  whose  union  had  always 
constituted  the  strength  of  Germany,  be- 
came divided.  Realizing  the  time  had 
come  for  their  political  reform,  the  mul- 
titude said,  "Why  should  slavery  be  per- 
petuated in  the  state  while  the  church 
invites  all  men  to  glorious  liberty?  Why 
should  governments  rule  only  by  force, 
when  the  gospel  preaches  nothing  but 
gentleness?"  Religious  reform  was  re- 
ceived with  joy  by  both  the  princes  and 
the  people  but  the  political  reform  had 
the  most  powerful  part  of  the  nation 
against  it,  and  while  the  former  had  the 
gospel  for  its  rule  and  support  the  latter 
soon  had  no  principles  other  than  vio- 
lence and  despotism. 

The  peasants  in  their  political  revolt 
used  such  violence  and  cruelty  to  gain 
power  that  the  leaders  of  the  religious  re- 
form with  all  energy  denounced  such  ac- 
tions.   The   rebels    went    from      place    to 


place  conquering  and  pillaging,  but  the 
imperial  forces  rallied  and  defeated  them. 
Fifty  thousand  men  had  perished  and  the 
people  lost  most  of  the  liberty  they  had 
hitherto  enjoyed.  Such  was  the  end  of 
this  horrible  revolt. 

The  Thirty  Years'  War  was  both  a 
religious  and  political  conflict.  It  had 
been  brewing  for  years;  leagues  had  been 
formed,  preparations  had  been  made,  and 
in  1618  it  began  in  Bohemia.  The  spark 
that  started  it  was  a  religious  dispute 
within  the  German  Empire  but  it  drew 
in  from  the  outside  those  who  had  bo<"h 
religious  and  political  grievances. 

The  Protestants  of  Germany  needed  a 
military  leader.  Luther  and  Calvin  had 
fought  Catholicism  with  spiritual  wea- 
pons but  neither  of  them  were  military 
men.  Gustavus  Adolphus,  the  king  of 
Sweden,  like  a  knight  of  chivalry,  inter- 
vened and  made  the  cause  of  the  German 
Protestants  his  own.  This  noble  king  was 
convinced  that  the  cause  of  the  Germans 
was  right.  Landing  in  Germany  the  tide 
of  the  war  was  soon  changed  in  favor 
of  the  Protestants.  The  only  man  to 
whom  the  Catholics  could  turn  in  their 
distress  was  an  unscrupulous  adventurer 
named  Wallenstein,  who  had  been  a  gen- 
eral earlier  in  the  war  but  was  dismissed 
from  the  service  by  the  emperor. 

After  considerable  maneuvering,  the 
armies  of  Wallenstein  and  Gustavus  met 
on  the  battlefield  of  Lutzen,  late  in  the 
year  163  2.  The  two  ablest  generals  of  the 
war  confronted  each  other.  The  Swedes 
though  few  in  number,  were  inspired  by 
their  leader's  example  and  fought  valiant- 
ly. Before  the  day  was  over  the  Catholic 
adventurers  had  been  driven  to  disastrous 
defeat,  but  on  the  field  of  battle  lay 
the  body  of  the  noble  Swedish  king.  He 
had  given  his  life  for  the  Protestant 
cause  in  Germany. 

The  war  might  have  ended  had  it  not 
been  for  some  selfish  interests  but  the 
war  dragged  on.  Wallenstein,  planning 
treachery,  was  assassinated  at  the  com- 
mand of  the  emperor.  One  province  of 
the  empire  after  another  felt  the  evil  ef- 
fects of  the  war  until  sheer  exhaustion 
led  to  peace. 

The  treaty  of  Westphalia  was  drawn 
up  and  all  parties  agreed  upon  terms  of 
peace  in  1648.  This  treaty  provided  for 
both  the  adjustment  of  the  political  and 
religious  questions.  Calvinists,  Lutherans 
and  Catholics  were  allowed  equal  footing 
in   Germany. 

ENGLAND 
Politically,  no  country  has  meant  more 
to  Americans   than   the  mother   country, 


England.  When  Henry  VIII  took  the 
throne  in  15  09  all  Europe  was  Catholic. 
King  Henry,  although  famous,  was  not 
a  successful  king.  His  later  life  revealed 
the  traits  of  intemperance  and  lack  of 
self-control;  however,  his  attributes  and 
achievements  are  worth  mentioning.  The 
young  man  was  handsome,  frank,  excep- 
tionally strong  and  accomplished  in  the 
arts  and  sciences. 

Henry's  disgraceful  married  life  be- 
came the  indirect  cause  of  the  revolt 
from  the  ecclesiastical  government  of 
Rome.  His  first  wife  was  Catherine  of 
Aragon  in  Spain.  After  years  of  happy 
married  life  he  fell  in  love  with  one  of 
the  queen's  maids  of  honor,  Anne  Boleyn. 
When  the  Pope  refused  him  a  divorce  he 
proceeded  to  kick  out  his  counselors,  sep- 
arate church  and  state,  break  all  rela- 
tions with  Rome  and  assume  full  eccles- 
iastical power  himself.  Parliament  con- 
firmed his  actions  by  the  act  of  Su- 
premacy passed  in  15  34.  This  act  was,  in 
effect,  the  approval  of  the  English  peo- 
ple upon   the  action    taken   by   the  king. 

England  could  no  longer  be  dominated 
by  the  church  heads  at  Rome.  Englishmen 
became  democratic  enough  to  wish  that 
they  could  rule  their  own  church.  We 
hope  that  they  realized  that  English  blood 
had  as  much  power  with  God  as  Latin 
blood.  We  must  realize  that  the  people's 
religious  beliefs  were  not  changed  by  the 
action  of  a  king  or  Parliament  but  that 
the  policy  of  the  king,  even  if  it  was 
for  a  selfish  motive,  granted  a  measure 
of  religious  toleration,  gave  a  new  oppor- 
tunity for  Protestant  reformers  to  spread 
their  doctrines,  and  made  the  outlook  for 
a  national  Protestant  faith  seem  bright. 
THE  NETHERLANDS 

Charles  V,  the  king  of  Spain  and  also 
the  emperor  of  the  German  people  by 
election,  was  also  the  ruler  of  the  Nether- 
lands. When  he  found  that  the  reformed 
faith  was  gaining  favor  in  the  Nether- 
lands he  issued  a  fierce  edict  against  it  in 
1550. 

The  king  seemed  to  think  that  he  had 
an  unquestionable  right  to  force  his  peo- 
ple to  practice  the  form  of  religion  that 
he  approved.  The  people  disagreed  and 
the  king  used  force,  but  after  five  years 
he  turned  his  lands  over  to  his  son, 
Philip  II,  who  was  even  more  harsh  than 
his  father  and  punished  his  subjects  se- 
verely. 

The  Dutch  nobles  were  mostly  loyal 
to  the  cause  of  the  people.  The  struggle 
developed  into  a  war  for  national  inde- 
pendence. The  champion  of  the  Dutch 
was  a  prince  named  William  of  Orange. 
He  raised  a  force  of  men  at  his  own  ex- 
pense. 

The  war  dragged  on  for  several  years 
and  the  Dutch  formally  declared  their  in- 
dependence from  Spain.  In  their  declara- 
tion they  announced  that  God  did     not 
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give  a  ruler  the  right  to  tyrannize  over 
his  people.  The  king  offered  a  reward  to 
anyone  who  would  assassinate  William  of 
Orange  and  it  wasn't  long  before  the 
latter  fell  a  martyr  to  the  cause  he  loved. 
Prince  Maurice  took  his  place  on  the  field 
and  with  the  aid  of  the  English  ended 
the  struggle  and  the  independence  of  the 
Northern  Dutch  provinces  was  ac- 
knowledged. 

"The  Dutch  occupied  an  important 
place  in  the  Protestant  line  of  defense 
and  their  success  insured  the  future  of 
Protestantism." 

Few  people  will  recognize  reform  as 
such  in  its  beginning.  No  one  realized  the 
trend  that  religion  would  take  in  any  of 
the  countries  we  have  mentioned.  No  one 
wished  the  countries  to  become  Protes- 
tant outside  a  few  sympathizers  who 
were  well  in  the  minority.  When  men 
start  to  seek  liberty  and  the  yoke  of  sup- 
erstition and  suppression  is  loosened  con- 
ditions change  faster  than  public  opinion 
or  personal  convictions. — Paul  E.  Poteat. 


TREASURED  GLEANINGS 
A  Chinese  Preacher's  Parable 

It  came  to  pass  that  a  man  went  to 
market  having  on  his  shoulder  a  string  of 
seven  large  copper  coins.  (Chinese  coins 
are  strung  on  strings  and  carried  on  the 
shoulder.)  Seeing  a  beggar  crying  for 
alms,  he  gave  the  poor  creature  six  of  his 
seven  coins.  Then  the  beggar,  instead  of 
being  grateful,  crept  up  behind  the  kind 
man  and  stole  the  seventh  coin  also. 
What  an  abominable  wretch!  Yes;  but 
in  saying  this  you  condemn  yourself.  You 
receive  from  the  hand  of  the  gracious 
God  six  days,  yet  you  are  not  content. 
The  seventh  you  steal. — Missionary  Re- 
view of  the  World. 

You  and  Your  Past 

Some  one  has  said  that:  "Your  past 
is  an  accumulation  of  assets  upon  which 
your  present  and  future  should  profit." 
These  assets  are  made  up  of  mistakes  and 
failures  as  well  as  successful  achieve- 
ments. When  you  make  a  mistake  or  a 
failure  do  not  forget  that  it  is  a  part  of 
your  assets  of  experience  from  which 
you  may  sometime  profit;  it  may  turn 
out  to  be  a  blessing  in  disguise.  You 
would  be  likely  to  burn  yourself  severely 
sometime  if  you  did  not  have  somewhere 
in  your  assets  of  past  experience  a  little 
record  of  just  what  fire  will  do  when 
you  touch  it.  Tennyson  puts  it  this  way: 
"Men  shall  rise  on  steppingstones  of 
their  dead  selves  to  higher  things." 

The  Solomon  System 

An  athletic  young  man  asked  a 
preacher  if  there  was  any  harm  in  his 
learning  the  manly  art  of  self-defence. 
"Certainly  not,"  replied  the  preacher,  "I 


learned  it  myself  in  my  youth,  and  have 
found  it  of  the  greatest  value."  "In- 
deed!" exclaimed  the  would-be  boxer, 
"May  I  inquire  what  system  you 
learned?"  The  preacher  answered,  "I 
learned  the  Solomon  system  as  described 
in  Proverbs  15:1."  All  Christian  work- 
ers should  learn  this  system. — Leonard 
Trap,  in  the  Banner. 

%■  ::-   w 

The  Big  Whistle 

A  friend  told  us  the  other  day  about 
a  little  boy  that  he  once  saw  playing  with 
his  Christmas  toys.  "You  have  a  lot  of 
nice   toys,   Johnny,"   said   my   friend. 

"Yeth,"  answered  Johnny,  who  lisped 
when  he  talked,  "but  I  like  thith  little 
engine  betht  of  all." 

"That  surely  is  a  fine  engine,"  said  my 
friend.  "Can  it  whistle?" 

"Oh,  yeth,  it  can  whithle,"  said 
Johnny;  as  he  opened  the  value  which  let 
the  steam  into  the  whistle.  The  whistle 
sounded,  but  the  engine  promptly  stopped 
running. 


"Why,  Johnny,"  said  my  friend, 
"what  made  the  engine  stop?"  and 
Johnny  answered,  "Thith  engine  can't 
whistle  and  run  at  the  thame  time." 

Are  there  not  some  people  like  John- 
ny's engine?  So  much  of  their  energy  is 
expended  in  "blowing"  about  themselves 
and  their  achievements  that  they  have 
none  left  with  which  to  work.  The  most 
efficient  workman  is  the  one  who  goes 
quietly  about  his  task,  doing  faithfully 
and  well  the  work  that  is  expected  of 
him,  and  leaving  others  to  do  the  "blow- 
ing."— The  Friend. 


Twice  a  Loser 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

just  making  your  defeat  all  the  more 
complete.  To  be  able  to  lose  in  such  a 
way  as  to  win  the  respect  of  others  is 
far  more  important  than  to  win  the  con- 
test. If  you  must  lose,  don't  be  a  double 
loser. 


Some  have  been  asking  for  information  about  the  winning  of  the  national  banner. 
The  Publishing  House  here  at  Cleveland  has  put  out  a  report  blank  which  we  pub- 
lish below.  Each  Y.  P.  E.  should  report  once  each  month  to  their  state  superintend- 
ent. At  the  close  of  the  church  year  your  state  superintendent  sends  the  report  to 
the  Lighted  Pathway  where  a  committee  of  three,  namely:  Cecil  M.  Truesdell,  Dual 
Free,  and  Miss  Mildred  Blackwell,  will  be  the  judges  and  decide  on  these  reports.  A 
decision  will  be  given  to  the  state  making  the  greatest  increase  along  all  lines  over  last 
year.  This  will  give  each  state  the  same  chance. 

Church  of  God  Y.  P.  E.  Report  to  State  Superintendent 

From  Y.  P.  E.  at 

State  Month  ending  19 

Name  and  address   of   local   president 


Number  of  members  

How  many  are  Christians  

Number  converted  this  month ,  sanctified 

Do  you  have  Gideon  Band  in  your  Y.  P.  E.? 

How  many  regular  subscribers  to  Lighted  Pathway?. 

Tithes  of  offerings  sent  to  State  Treasurer  

Monthly  offering  sent  to  State  Superintendent  

For  what  purpose   are  you  using   your  finance? 


,  filled  with  Holy  Ghost. 


Name   and   address   of  local   Secretary   and  Treasurer. 


(One  book  of  report  forms  to  last  two  years  for  15c.) 
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Personal  Evangelisn 


HOW  STANLEY  WAS  WON 

Bertram  Williams 

The  world  has  been  thrilled  decade 
after  decade  by  the  recital  of  the  discov- 
ery of  Livingstone  by  that  New  York 
reporter,  Stanley.  It  was  thought  Living- 
stone was  lost.  The  nations  declared  him 
to  be  dead.  Possibly,  it  was  rumored,  he 
had  been  murdered  by  cannibals,  and  his 
body  eaten.  But  Bennett,  who  owned  the 
New  York  Herald,  wanted  confirmation 
of  these  tales  of  his  disappearance.  Months 
had  passed  since  a  word  had  been  re- 
ceived from  this  adventurer  for  Jesus, 
who  had  resolved  to  open  Africa,  though 
it   took  his  life. 

Bennett  sent  for  Stanley,  who  had 
gained  considerable  reputation  as  a  re- 
porter, and  asked  him  what  he  thought 
of  the  possibilities  of  finding  Living- 
stone dead  or  alive.  Stanley  affirmed  his 
belief  in  the  fact  that  Livingstone  was 
alive  and  could  be  found.  At  once  Ben- 
nett gave  him  authority  from  the  paper, 
and  all  the  necessary  funds  to  find  Liv- 
ingstone and  bring  him  back  to  civiliza- 
tion. 

Nothing  could  daunt  this  brave  re- 
porter. The  story  of  his  discovery  of  Liv- 
ingstone in  great  distress  and  dire  need 
does  not  require  retelling,  for  it  has  been 
told  by  press  and  pulpit  and  around  fire- 
sides for  sixty  years. 

Dragging  himself  into  Ujiji  half  dead, 
instead  of  receiving  his  supplies  as  he 
thought  he  would,  he  found  nothing. 
Suddenly  one  of  his  men  rushed  to  his 
tent  and  said  that  another  Englishman 
was  coming.  Out  of  the  dim  mist  floated 
an  American  flag,  as  borne  at  head  of  an 
approaching  company.  Coming  out  of  the 
crowd  the  stranger  walked  deliberately 
toward  the  missionary  hero  and  said, 
"Dr.  Livingstone,  I  presume." 

It  was  a  memorable  meeting.  But  Stan- 
ley was  doomed  to  fail  in  his  mission  to 
take  the  doctor  back  with  him.  Rather 
he  took  back  something  with  him  far 
more  inestimable  than  the  presence  of 
this  world  famed  Christian  soldier.  The 
reporter  had  been  a  doubter,  an  unbe- 
liever in  the  story  of  Jesus.  Never  had 
his  heart's  door  been  opened  to  the  en- 
trance of  the  Master.  Public  discourses 
had  failed  to  reach  him,  and  printed  ser- 
mons and  disquisitions  on  weighty  apolo- 
getic and  theological  problems  had  not 
moved  him  from  that  position  of  doubt. 

For  four  months  the  reporter  lived 
with  Livingstone.  Daily  the  light  of  the 
missionary  became  brilliant  as  it  would 
shine  upon  the  friend.  Throughout  the 
long  evenings  while  not  talking,  Living- 
stone would  sit  with  his  open  Bible,  and 


while  never  preaching  a  stilted  sermon  to 
the  visitor,  he  spoke  more  subtilely 
through  his  holy  life.  Before  the  time 
came  for  Stanley  to  return  with  his  story 
for  the  Herald  and  the  world  that  long 
before  had  crowned  Livingstone  as  its 
heroic  servant  of  Christ,  a  tremendous 
change   had  been  wrought      in     his  soul. 

The  light  of  a  person  who  had  been 
surcharged  with  Jesus'  power  had  reached 
him.  His  intellectual  problems  had  been 
solved  by  direct  contact  with  a  righteous 
man  and  not  by  argument.  Again  the 
personal  worker  had  achieved  where  the 
pulpit  preacher  had  been  at  loss. 

Stanley  and  Livingstone  —  how  their 
names  go  together.  Livingstone  doubt- 
lessly won  hundreds  of  others  by  public 
ministrations.  But  yonder  on  the  scrolls 
of  eternity  stand  two  names  side  by  side. 
One  is  Livingstone,  marked  as  a  personal 
worker,  and  the  other  is  Stanley,  won  by 
direct  contact. 

The  story  runs  on  at  great  length.  It  is 
as  Fenelon  found  when  a  skeptic  came  to 
him.  The  skeptic  was  fearful  of  remain- 
ing too  long  under  the  power  of  this  tre- 
mendously holy  man,  and  said  to  a 
friend,  "I  must  go  away  from  here;  if  1 
stay  longer  he  will  make  me,  too,  a 
Christian." 

Win  then  your  one — he  may  be  a 
Stanley. 


HOW  GEORGE  MUELLER 
WAS  WON 

Bertram  Williams 

One  of  the  most  dramatic  incidents 
connected  with  personal  evangelism  was 
the  conversion  of  George  Mueller.  Today 
we  remember  him  as  an  apostle  of  the 
ministry  of  prayer.  We  forget  those 
darker  days  of  unfaithfulness  and  sin. 
Early  by  his  parents  he  was  given  to  the 
ministry.  Wealthy  and  not  dependent 
upon  his  own  abilities  to  make  a  livelir 
hood,  they  thought  that  George  would 
be  an  honor  to  the  work  of  the  Church 
of  England. 

When  yet  young  he  was  sent  to  a 
seminary  to  train  for  this.  In  his  soul  he 
never  knew  the  joy  of  drawing  water 
from  the  wells  of  salvation  with  holy 
satisfaction.  His  was  a  religion  of  sham, 
and  a  life  of  sin.  Under  the  cloak  of  the 
cloth,  he  hid  a  wolf  of  iniquity.  One 
Sunday  afternoon,  and  now  our  drama 
turns  to  a  brighter  phase,  a  friend  by 
name  of  Beta  invited  George  to  attend  a 
cottage  meeting  with  him. 

Much  to  the  joy  of  the  young  student 
he  discovered  that  the  simple  folks  of  the 
meeting    possessed    a   happiness    which    he 


had  been  a  stranger  to.  He  wonderee 
throughout  the  service,  if  he  too  coulc 
not  have  just  a  little  of  this  experience 
of  which  the  worshipers  had  so  much 
By  his  bedside  he  fell,  later  and  at  once 
he  knew  the  pleasure  that  forgivenes 
brings. 

From  a  worldly  student  to  a  rea 
prophet  of  righteousness  he  is  changed 
The  work  of  Beta  began  to  draw  largi 
dividends.  Into  the  ministry  he  went  a 
once.  For  a  number  of  years  he  was  thi 
pastor  of  a  congregation.  Through  ; 
strange  and  devious  providence  he  wa; 
drawn  by  the  Lord  to  the  work  of  fi 
nancing  an  orphans'  home. 

It  was  then  his  real  life's  work  com 
menced.  Soon  he  began  to  plan  for  ar 
orphanage  of  his  own.  On  his  knees  hi 
went.  God  sent  in  sufficient  funds  tc 
build  this  orphanage.  It  was  not  long  un- 
til two  others  were  erected.  All  the  need: 
for  this  erection  came  wholly  througl 
prayer.  He  had  learned  the  secret  of  pre- 
vailing before  God. 

He  made  it  a  life's  practice  never  tc 
tell  a  single  person  his  needs.  Rather  he 
laid  them  before  the  Lord.  Many  time; 
during  the  morning,  when  there  wa; 
nothing  to  feed  the  2000  hungry  mouths 
he  would  call  his  workers  together  for  z 
season  of  prayer.  Before  noon  arrived 
the  Lord  had  marvelously  sent  in  the 
supplies. 

Once  on  a  trip  across  the  ocean  he 
literally  prayed  the  fog  away,  so  that  the 
vessel  might  not  be  delayed  in  its  voyage 

It  is  said  that  during  his  lifetime  he 
had  received  2  5,000  answers  to  specific 
prayers,  and  5,000  of  these  came  on  the 
very  day  he  asked  God  for  the  needs, 
Through  the  means  of  faith  in  Jehovar 
he  trained  60,000  orphans,  distributed 
millions  of  tracts  and  books,  assisted 
nearly  200  missionaries,  and  taught  a; 
high  as  10,000  children  a  day  in  his  in- 
stitutional schools. 

Of  all  the  men  who  moved  the  world 
through  prayer,  this  one  stands  out  su- 
preme. The  name  of  Beta,  however,  is 
passed  as  a  footprint  on  the  desert  sands. 

The  monuments  which  man  has  builded 
to  honor  the  heroes  are  numerous  indeed. 
Mueller  is  remembered  and  loved  every- 
where; but  where  stands  a  monument  to 
Beta,  an  unknown  friend?  Wesley  we 
herald  as  the  rising  star  of  modern  evan- 
gelicalism; but  who  stops  at  the  shrine 
of  forgotten  Peter  Bohler,  who  taught 
him  the  way  of  the  Lord  more  plainly. 

At  the  name  of  Whitefield  every 
Christian's  heart  beats  a  little  faster;  but 
who  honors  the  mother  who  first  invited 
George  to  attend  a  woman's  meeting  to 
lead   the  song  and   read   the  scripture? 

— From    Young  People's   fournel. 
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Nothing  but  the  Blood 
of  Jesus 

(Dialog  for  two  children) 

Mary  Jane — "Hello,  Arthur.  What  are 
you  doing?" 

Arthur — "Digging  a  grave." 

Mary  Jane — "Digging  a  grave?  Who's 
dead?  Bowser,  huh?" 

Arthur — "Not  on  your  life,  worse'n 
that.'' 

Mary  Jane — "Did  your  old  cat  die  at 
last?  I  should  think  you'd  be  glad  of 
that;  you  hated  her  so!" 

Arthur — "Worse'n  that,  too,  Mary 
Jane,  an'  I  want  you  to  go  'way  and  let 
me  bury  my  dead  myself.  I'm  ashamed 
of  'em!" 

(Mary  Jane  sits  still  and  looks  thought- 
fully. Arthur  digs  some  more  and  then 
he  sits  down  by  his  solemn  looking  grave 
and  draws  a  paper  out  of  his  pocket, 
opens  it  and  begins  to  read  what  seems 
to  be  a  iong  list  of  something. 

Mary  Jane — "Arthur,  whatever  is  the 
matter  with  you?  Are  you  going  daffy? 
What  are  you  crying  about,  I'd  like  to 
know?  Let  me  see  that  list."  (She  takes 
the  paper.) 

Mary  Jane — "I'm  going  to  read  it: 

SINS  THAT  MUST  BE  BURIED: 

Anger:  Slapped  Johnnie  Small    twice. 

Stealing:  Stole  dad's  hammer  and  axe. 

Pride:  Would  not  wear  my  old  shoes  to 
school. 

Unmanliness:  Sassed  mother  and  my 
teacher. 

Unc  leanness:  Had  some  filthy 
thoughts." 

(Mary  Jane  looks  dumbfounded.) 

Mary  Jane — "Arthur,  whatever  are 
you  thinking  about,  burying  this  list  of 
sins?  Why  they're  in  you,  boy,  and  to  get 
'em  buried  for  keeps  you'll  have  to  bury 
yourself.'1 

Arthur  looks  up  through  his  tears. 

Arthur — "Bury  myself?  Mary  Jane, 
why  it's  you  that's  going  daffy,  not 
me!" 

Mary  Jane — "Well,  Arthur,  it's  all 
right  to  bury  'em  but  not  in  dirt." 

Arthur — "Well,  where  can  I  bury 
them  so's  I'll  never  find  them  again  and 
get  out  of  scoldings  and  lickings?'' 

Mary  Jane — "Well,  I'll  tell  you,"  said 
wise  little  Mary.   "Mother   told  me." 

Arthur — "Yes,  your  mother  takes  an 
interest  in  you  and  tells  you  things  mine 
don't;  she  just  scolds  and  dad  licks!" 

(Mary  goes  over  to  Arthur  where  he 
sat  so  disconsolate  and  puts  her  hands  on 
his  head  and  says:) 

Mary  Jane — "I  buried  mine  in  the 
blood  of  Jesus." 

(Arthur  looks  up  into  Mary  Jane's  face 
with  a  look  of  surprise  and  wonder.) 


Arthur — "Whoever  told  you  such  :i 
thing?" 

Mary  Jane — "Why  it's  in  the  Bible, 
Arthur." 

Arthur — "Oh,  yes,  my  dad  won't  let 
one  of  them  books  in  the  house  and  I 
never  heard." 

(Off  goes  Mary  to  her  home  in  the 
next  yard  to  get  her  own  little  Testa- 
ment. She  opens  it  to  Matt.  26:2  8  and 
reads:  "For  this  is  my  blood  of  the  New 
Testament  which  is  shed  for  many  for 
the  remission  of  sins."  The  children  kneel 
beside  the  hole  in  the  dirt  and  Mary  Jane 
prays.) 

Mary  Jane — "Oh,  God,  please  bury 
Arthur's  sins  in  your  blood  and  tell  him 
to  quit  crying,  for  Jesus'  sake.  Amen." 

Mary  Jane — "Now  say  'Amen,'  Ar- 
thur." 

Arthur — "Amen." 

(The  children  are  quiet  for  a  little 
while  and  then  Arthur  begins  to  laugh.) 

Mary  Jane — "What's  the  matter  now, 
Arthur?" 

Arthur — "I  don't  know,  Mary  Jane, 
but  a  glad  feeling  spilled  over  inside  of 
me.  What  is  it,  Mary  Jane?" 

Mary  Jane — "Why,  Arthur,  it's  love 
for  Jesus  and  you're  burying  your  sins, 
and  'way  down  inside  your  soul  you're 
hearing  the  music  of  the  glad  angels, 
'cause  you've  .buried  your  sins  in  Jesus' 
blood." 

(Mary  picks  up  her  Bible  and  goes 
home  to  tell  her  mother  God  had  saved 
Arthur,  and  Arthur  goes  to  his  home  to 
be  a  brave  soldier  before  his  wicked 
father  and  mother.) — Aunt  Ruth.  (Ar- 
ranged my  editor). 

Questions  for  Senior  Bible  Box 

1.  Where  did  Miriam  die? 

2.  What  trial  of  faith  did  the  children 
of  Israel  have  at  Kadesh,  in  the  desert  of 
Zin? 

3.  From  whom  had  the  Edomites  des- 
cended? 

4.  What  mark  of  respect  did  the  chil- 
dren of  Israel  pay  to  the  memory  of 
Aaron? 

5.  Is  the  perfume  of  Aaron's  garments 
ever  spoken  of  in  connection  with 
Christ's  kingdom? 

6.  Can  wicked  men  utter  true  prophe- 
cies? 

7.  How  did  Balaam  show  that  he  was 
a  bad  man? 

8.  How  many  encampments  did  the 
Israelites  make  in  passing  from  Egypt  to 
Canaan? 

9.  By  whom  was  the  book  of  Deute- 
ronomy written  and  where  was  it  writ- 
ten? 

10.  In  what  way  did  Moses  differ  from 
any  other  prophet? 


Where    There    is     No    Blood 
There  is  No  Salvation 

THE  DOCTRINE  OF    THE    BLOOD 

Preaching  about  the  blood  of  Jesus  is 
not  popular  with  some  people.  They  love 
smooth  words — words  which  do  not 
disturb  their  slumber  nor  stir  their 
guilty  consciences.  They  think  that  they 
can  make  their  way  to  God  as  they  do 
in  society,  by  refinement,  learning,  noble 
deeds,  good  habits,  and  some  religion. 
They  have  no  idea  of  the  Holiness  of 
God,  nor  of  the  sinfulness  of  their  own 
hearts.  They  trust  their  own  hearts,  of 
which  the  Scripture  has  said:  "He  that 
trusteth  in  his  own  heart  is  a  fool" 
(Prov.  xxviii.  26). 

Reader,  if  you  are  not  one  of  them; 
if  you  do  desire  to  know  the  way  which 
God  Himself  has  appointed  for  men  to 
get  to  Him;  the  way  by  which  He  main- 
tains His  Holiness  and  yet  can  and  does 
let  in  sinful  men,  hear  what  He  says 
about  the  blood.  It  needs  no  interpreta- 
tion. It  admits  of  none.  It  asks  for  no 
apology.  It  is  His   decree.   He  says: 

"Without  shedding  of  BLOOD  is  no 
remission"    (Heb.  ix.  22). 

"It  is  the  BLOOD  that  maketh  an 
atonement  for  the  soul"  (Lev.  xvii.   11). 

"The  BLOOD  of  Jesus  Christ,  His 
Son,  cleanseth  us  from  all  sin"  ( 1  John 
i.   7). 

Reader,  whoever  you  be,  whatever  you 
be,  whatever  may  be  your  works  or 
your  creed;  if  you  are  not  washed  from 
your  sins  by  the  blood  of  Jesus,  your  end 
will  be  with  all  unclcansed  sinners — out- 
side the  company  of  the  God  of  love  who 
"spared  not  His  own  Son,  but  delivered 
Him  up  for  us  all."  Your  part  will  be 
with  the  devil  and  his  angels,  by  whom 
you  have   been   willingly  deceived. 

Oh,  the  glory  of  an  Omnipotent  God, 
who  uses  His  power  to  provide  such  a 
salvation  for  man — at  such  cost  to  Him- 
self and  to  His  Son — a  salvation  availa- 
ble to  the  poorest,  the  most  ignorant,  the 
most  sinful,  the  most  helpless  of  the 
children  of  men!  What  guilt  to  neglect 
it!  what  cruelty,  and  what  added  guilt 
to  veil  it  from  the  souls  of  men!  The 
eternal  song  of  Heaven  will  be  "tinto 
Him  that  loved  us,  and  washed  us  from 
our  sins  in  His  own  blood." 

And  now,  dear  reader,  allow  me  to 
ask,  Are  you  under  the  safe  shelter,  the 
secure  refuge,  the  blessed  hiding-place, 
of  the  Redeemer's  blood?  Are  you  sure 
you  are  there?  Have  you  been  so  exer- 
cised about  your  sinful  condition  that 
your  conscience  made  you  flee  there  as 
the  only  refuge? 

This  question  is  of  unspeakable  im- 
portance. 

Many  may  be  willing  to  help  you,  but 
only  One  who  is  able  to  save. 
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JOE'S  BANQUET 

(Continued  from  page  17) 
into  his  grubby  little  hand.  The  boy 
seemed  reluctant  to  leave.  Then  Rosa- 
mond, remembering  his  admiration  of  the 
flowers,  asked  if  he  would  like  to  see  her 
garden. 

Joe  stared  with  wide  open  mouth  and 
eyes  at  the  garden.  It  wasn't  a  large  one, 
but  Rosamond  had  made  the  most  of  ev- 
ery foot  of  ground.  Flowers  grew  in  pro- 
fusion around  a  pool  filled  with  water 
lilies  and  goldfish.  Then  he  managed 
somehow  to  tell  her  how  he  wanted  to 
make  a  garden  for  his  mother,  even  if  he 
didn't  know  much  about  it  and  didn't 
have  any  seeds. 

"Oh,"  said  Rosamond  with  quick  in- 
terest, "I  have  just  lots  of  seeds  and  I 
like  to  plant  things.  Won't  you  let  me 
help  you  make  one,  please?  I  haven't  a 
square  inch  left  here  where  I  could  plant 
a  flower,  and  it  would  be  so  much  fun 
to  help  you.  Please,"  she  urged. 

"Sure,"  he  said  gratefully.  Then  with 
a  sigh  of  pure  ecstasy,  "Won't  mom  be 
tickled?"  Giving  her  his  address  he  hur- 
ried back  to  tell  his  mother  all  about  it. 

That  evening  when  Joe's  father  came 
home  to  supper,  bleary  eyes  and  sullen, 
he  noticed  the  flowers  on  the  table. 

"Sweet  peas,"  he  said  in  surprise, 
"were'd  you   get   'em?" 

"A  young  lady  gave  them  to  Joey,"  an- 
swered his  wife. 

He  was  silent  throughout  the  meal. 
His  eyes  kept  straying  to  the  sweet 
peas.  They  used  to  have  them  on  the 
table  nearly  every  day  during  the  sum- 
mer, and  every  Sunday  morning  his  wife 
would  carry  a  large  bouquet  to  the 
church.  That  was  when  Joey  was  a  tiny 
thing.  His  wife  had  been  young  and  good 
looking  then.  As  for  himself — well,  he'd 
changed  some  since  then,  too.  They  never 
attended  church  any  more.  His  wife  did 
not  have  clothes  to  wear,  and  he  spent 
all  day  Sunday  loafing  at  Bootlegger 
Dan's. 

He  looked  at  his  wife  now;  at  her 
faded,  patched  house  dress,  her  hair  with 
streaks  of  gray  in  it,  the  tired  lines  of 
her  face,  and  the  lips  that  never  seemed 
to  smile  any  more. 

He  remembered  how  clear  and  gaily  her 
laughter  had  used  to  ring  out  as  they 
laughed  together  over  the  pranks  of  the 
baby.  There  was  still  something  sweet  and 
tender  about  her  eyes,  especially  when  she 
looked  at  Joe.  Endless  hours  of  bending 
over  the  washtub  had  brought  a  stoop 
to  her  shoulders,  and  her  hands  were 
rough  and  red.  His  eyes  blurred  sudden- 
ly and  he  turned  quickly  away  lest  she 
see  him. 

He  tried  to  keep  his  eyes  on  his  plate, 
out  in  spite  of  himself,  they  again  went 
to  the  jar  of  flowers,  then  to  Joe.  Joe, 
with  his  patched  clothes,  his  stubby,  red 


hair,  his  snub  nose,  and  his  freckles.  He 
was  a  manly  little  lad,  but  it  seemed  as 
if  he  too  were  bearing  responsibility  out 
of  proportion  to  his  age.  Little  Joe,  who 
had  to  carry  the  bundles  of  washings  his 
mother  did,  while  his  dad  loafed  at  Boot- 
legger Dan's  place  and  drank  away  his 
own  health  and  money;  while  he  drank 
away  his  wife's  youth,  beauty,  health, 
happiness,  and  clothes;  drank  away  his 
boy's  chances  of  manhood. 

He  began  to  feel  uncomfortable  and 
squirmed  in  his  chair.  His  conscience  was 
still  alive,  very  much  alive.  And  he  had 
thought  he  drowned  it  long  ago  with 
burning  liquor. 

Finishing  his  supper,  he  rose  from  the 
table  and  went  out  into  the  back  yard, 
but  no  peace  was  granted  him  there.  He 
saw  the  small  plot  where  the  flower  gar- 
den had  once  been.  But  it  was  now  in- 
fested with  tall,  scraggly  weeds.  Feeling 
the  need  of  action  to  still  his  conscience, 
he  got  the  scythe  which  had  long  hung 
neglected  and  began  mowing  the  weeds. 

Joe  and  his  mother  looked  at  each 
other  in  surprise  but  said  nothing.  They 
seldom  said  anything  these  days  because 
of  his  ill  temper. 

Rosamond  came  the  next  morning  and, 
since  the  weeds  had  been  cut,  they  began 
getting  the  ground  ready  to  plant.  When 
she  went,  she  left  Joe  a  generous  supply 
of  seeds. 

That  evening  dad  became  interested  in 
the  garden  and  helped  Joe  with  it.  Each 
evening  they  worked  together,  spading, 
raking,  and  planting  the  seeds.  At  times 
it  seemed  as  if  the  thirst  for  drink  would 
consume  the  man,  but  he  only  worked 
the  harder. 

Joe  and  his  mother  held  their  breaths 
whenever  he  rose  from  the  table  and  let 
it  escape  in  a  sigh  of  relief  as  they  saw 
him  go  to  the  garden.  They  didn't  know 
how  long  it  would  last. 

On  Saturday  night  dad  brought  his 
check  home  and,  for  the  first  time  in 
seven  years,  handed  it  to  his  wife. 

"Here,  you  keep  it,"  he  said  gruffly. 
"We'll  go  uptown  after  supper  and  you 
can  get  you  and  the  kid  some  decent 
clothes." 

"Oh,"  cried  Joey  in  delight,  "then  we 
can  go  to  Sunday-school  in  the  morning 
can't  we,  Mom?  You  know  that  girl  in- 
vited us  and  when  you  said  we  didn't 
have  clothes  she  said  she'd  pray  about  it. 
Didn't  she,  Mom?"  he  insisted,  tugging 
at  her  arm.  "Let  me  see  it,  Mom,"  he 
begged.  "How  much  is  it?  Twenty  dol- 
lars— oh, — ,"  words  failed  him. 

"Would  you  have  time  to  get  my  old 
suit  out  and  press  it  before  we  go  to- 
night? It's  still  good.  I  haven't  worn 
it  for  years.  I  think  I'll  go  to  church 
with  you  in  the  morning,"  said  her  hus- 
hand  striving  to  make  his  voice  sound 
matter-of-fact.    But    he    walked   out    ttv 


ward  the  garden  to  hide  his  emotion.  Th 
idea  of  his  kid  having  fits  of  joy  ove 
seeing  his  dad  hand  his  mother  the  pa; 
check.  His  kid,  eight  years  old,  never  re 
membered  such  a  thing  happening  befor 
in  his  life. 

When  Rosamond  emerged  from  he 
classroom  at  the  close  of  Sunday-schoo 
the  next  morning  and  went  to  sit  witl 
her  folks  for  the  church  services,  sh 
noticed  Joe  and  his  parents  and  joyfull; 
pointed  them  out  to  her  folks.  At  th 
close  of  the  services  the  minister  gave  ai 
altar  call,  urging  all  those  who  were  un 
saved  to  find  God. 

Joe's  mother  longed  to  go,  but  lookeij 
in  apprehension  at  the  bowed  head  o 
her  husband  in  fear  of  offending  him 
Suddenly  the  man  lifted  his  head 
squared  his  shoulders,  and  grasping  hi 
wife's  hand  in  one  of  his  and  little  Joe' 
in  the  other,  made  his  way  to  the  altai 

When  they  had  prayed  through  to  old 
fashioned  victory,  he  spoke  to  Rosamond 
whom  Joe  had  pointed  out  to  him. 

"I  can  never  thank  you  enough     fo: 
that  bouquet  of  flowers,"  he  said  earnest 
ly.  "But  I'm  afraid  you'll  have  to  get 
new  wash  woman.  I'm  going  to  suppor! 
my  family  by  myself  from  now  on." 

"Oh,  isn't  it  wonderful  about  them? 
asked  Rosamond  as  they  walked     home 

"Yes,"  smiled  her  mother,      "And 
think  you've  done  pretty  well  for  a  gii 
who  hasn't  any  talents." 

"I?"  said  Rosamond  in  surprise.  "Wh 
all  I  did  was  give  the  little  boy  som 
flowers  and  help  him  start  a  garderj 
Surely  you  wouldn't  call  putterin 
around  with  flowers  a  talent?" 

"Well,  perhaps  you  wouldn't,"  sag 
her  mother.  "But  I  think  it's  a  beautifi 
one  if  it's  used  right." 
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JESUS    THE    LIGHT    OF    THE    WORLD 


// 


My  Mother" 


Author  Unknown 


Who  fed  me  from  her  gentle  breast 
And  hushed  me  in  her  arms  to  rest, 
And  on  my  cheek  sweet  kisses  prest? 
My  Mother. 

When  sleep  forsook  my  open  eyes, 
Who  was  it  sting  sweet  lullaby 
And  rocked  me  that  I  should  not  cry? 
My  Mother. 

Who  sat  and  watched  my  infant  head 
When  sleeping  in  my  cradle  bed, 
And  tears  of  sweet  affection  shed} 
My  Mother. 

When  pain  and  sickness  made  me  cry, 
Who  gazed  upon  my  heavy  eye 
And  tvept  for  fear  that  I  should  die? 
My  Mother. 

Who  ran  to  help  me  when  I  fell 
And  would  some  pretty  story  tell, 
Or  kiss  the  part  to  make  it  well? 
My  Mother. 


Who  taught  my  infant  lips  to  pray, 
To  love  God's  Holy  Word  and  day, 
And  walk  in  wisdom's  pleasant  way? 
My  Mother. 

And  can  I  ever  cease  to  be 
Affectionate  and   kind   to  thee 
Who  ivast  so  very  kind  to  me — 
My  Mother. 

Oh  no,  the  thought  I  cannot  bear; 
And  if  God  please  my  life  to  spare 
I  hope  I  shall  reward  thy  care, 
My  Mother. 

When  thou  art  feeble,  old  and  gray, 
My  healthy  arm  shall  be  thy  stay, 
And  I  tvill  soothe  thy  pains  away, 
My  Mother. 

And  when  I  see  thee  hang  thy  head, 
'Twill  be  my  turn  to  watch  thy  bed, 
And  tears  of  sweet  affection  shed — 
My  Mother. 


"Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  un- 
to my  path."  Psalm  119:105 
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The      LIGHTED      PATHWAY 

^he  &ditors    ^Message 


May,  1937 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

Just  a  little  while  now  'til  Mother's 
Day.  What  are  you  planning  to  do  for 
that  mother  of  yours? 

A  little  girl  climbed  up  in  her  moth- 
er's lap  and  putting  her  arms  around  her 
mother's  neck  said,  "I  love  you,  Mother." 
"I'm  so  glad,"  said  her  mother,  as  she 
pressed  her  to  her  bosom.  "I  love  you 
lots,"  continued  the  child.  And  the 
mother  pressed  her  closer.  "Mother,  I  love 
you  so  much  that  I  want  to  do  something 
about  it."  In  this  paper  on  different  pages 
you  will  find  many  good  things  about 
mother  which  we  hope  you  will  enjoy 
and  that  it  will  inspire  you  to  make 
Mother's  Day  a  real  blessing  to  the  best 
friend  you  have  on  this  earth. 

We  are  not  going  to  give  our  message 
altogether  about  mothers  this  month,  for 
I  believe  if  I  could  whisper  in  each 
mother's  ear  and  ask  her  if  she  desires 
that  I  write  about  her  she  would  say, 
"Write  not  about  me  but  write  some- 
thing to  help  my  boys  and  girls  to  live 
better  lives."  So  that  is  the  way  I  feel 
about  it.  There  are  so  many  lovely  things 
about  mother  in  the  paper,  I  feel  that  I 
can  afford  to  use  this  space  for  some- 
thing else. 

For  sometime  I  have  been  gathering 
thoughts  along  the  way  that  I  feel  will 
be  very  helpful  to  our  young  people. 
You  know  one  of  the  words  we  hear  our 
mothers  use  so  much  is  "don't"  and  per- 
haps you  are  tired  of  the  word,  but  I'm 
sure  you  will  forgive  me  if  I  use  it  in 
this  message.  In  fact,  I  think  I  will  take 
"Don't"  for  my  subject.  Now  to  those 
who  do  not  need  these  "don'ts"  just  re- 
member that  you  are  very  fortunate.  But 
I  imagine  that  most  of  us  will  find  some- 
thing in  this  message  that  will  fit  our 
case. 

Not  long  ago  we  were  in  a  meeting 
where  a  young  woman  of  another  denom-' 
ination  was  invited  to  speak.  I  noticed 
during  the  service  some  of  our  young 
people  talking  and  laughing.  I  am  sure 
it  greatly  confused  her  in  giving  her 
message  and  it  must  have  left  a  bad  im- 
pression on  her  in  regard  to  our  church 
You  know  the  very  best  we  can  do  we 
are  criticized,  so  let  us  respect  those  who 
are  trying  to  bring  us  a  message  at  anv 
time.  Let  us  show  our  good  breeding  at 
any  rate.  We  also  see  young  folks  laugh 
when  beginners  try  to  make  a  talk  in 
our  Endeavor  and  make  some  mistake. 
Now  this  is  one  of  the  most  unchrist- 
like  things  that  any  one  can  possibly  do. 
It  may  discourage  them  until  they  will 
never  try  again.  Therefore,  my  first 
"don't"  is  "don't"  talk  or  laugh  during 
a  service.  Keep  your  mind  on  Jesus  and 


pray  for  those  who  are  speaking.  My  sec- 
ond "don't"  is  very  important  in  our  Y. 
P.  E.  work.  Here  it  is,  "don't"  promise 
the  leader  to  take  part  and  then  fail  to 
come  to  the  meeting.  This  is  very  com- 
mon and  is  a  great  hindrance  to  the 
young  people's  work.  I  saw  recently  a 
program  spoiled  in  this  way,  certain  ones 
failing  to  fill  their  place.  Please  don't  do 
this,  children.  Let  your  life  be  such  that 
your  pastor  or  your  Y.  P.  E.  leaders  can 
say,  Ask  Mary  or  John,  they  can  always 
be  depended  upon.  I  had  rather  have  that 
said  of  me  than  to  have  all  of  the  mil- 
lions of  this  earth  and  be  counted  a 
slacker. 

Then,  when  you  are  asked  to  be  on  the 
program,  "don't"  say  no.  Always  be 
ready  to  do  your  part  whether  you  feel 
that  you  can  make  a  great  speech  or  not, 
or  if  it  is  to  sing  a  song,  do  your  best. 
Be  faithful.  God  must  have  faithful  ones 
ii  His  work  is  carried  on.  Give  Him  your 
little  loaves  and  fishes  and  let  Him  do 
the  rest.  He  will  multiply  them. 

Some  one  recently  said,  The  world  is 
creeping  into  our  church  and  sapping  it 
of  its  power.  I  said,  Yes,  but  there  is 
something  else  that  is  doing  more  toward 
sapping  it  of  its  power  than  worldliness, 
and  that  is  criticism.  Seeing  our  brother's 
faults  and  judging.  Jesus  said,  "Judge 
not"  and  when  we  do  it  we  are  disobey- 
ing our  Lord's  command.  Here  is  a  little 
verse  I  want  to  give  you.  I  wish  I  had 
space  to  give  all  of  this  poem  but  it  can 
be  found  in  the  "Silver  Lining  Book." 

"Could  we  but  draw  back  the  curtain 

That  surrounds  each  other's  lives, 
See  the  naked  heart  and  spirit, 

Know  what  spur  the  action  gives; 
Often,  we  would  find  it  better, 

Purer,  than  we  judge  we  should, 
We  should  love  each  other  better 

If  we  only   understood. 

"If  we  knew  the  cares  and  trials, 
Knew  the  efforts  all  in  vain, 

And  the  bitter  disappointment, 
Understood  the  loss  and  gain — 

Would   the  grim  eternal   roughness 
Seem,  1  wonder,  just  the  same? 

Should  we  help  where  now  we  hinder? 

Should  we  pity  where  we  blame? 

Criticism  will  soon  sap  your  spiritual 
life.  You  know  some  people  do  not  see 
things  just  like  you  see  them.  Perhaps 
you  have  more  light  than  they  along  cer- 
tain lines,  or  it  could  be  that  you  are 
wrong  in  your  opinion.  "Be  sure  you  are 
right  and  then  go  ahead,"  but  leave  the 
other  fellow  with  God  and  as  you  pray 
for  him  keep  the  love  of  Jesus  burning  in 
your  soul  that  through  your  prayers  he, 


too,  may  see  the  light.  Jesus  said,  in  our 
last  Sunday's  lesson,  when  asked  a  ques- 
tion about  the  other  fellow,  "What  is 
that  to  thee?  follow  thou  me."  This  is 
good  for  us  today.  Your  brother  who  sits 
by  your  side  in  the  church  may  have 
some  faults  along  some  lines  and  your 
faults  may  outweigh  his  along  another. 
You  cannot  get  right  down  into  his 
heart  to  see  all  that  is  there  but  God  can. 
"Man  looketh  on  the  outward  appearance 
but  God  looketh  on  the  heart,"  so  if  we 
want  to  keep  our  spiritual  power,  then 
we  must  refrain  from  criticism.  So 
"don't"  criticize  your  fellow  worker  in 
the  church.  Try  cheering  him  along  the 
way  and  see  if  he  will  not  improve.  Oh 
how  easy  to  let  that  little  critical  thought 
slip  into  our  hearts  and  hinder  our  call- 
ing through  on  the  Royal  Telephone,  or 
make  our  light  cease  to  shine. 

Then  there  is  something  else  that  is  a 
hindrance  in  our  young  people's  work. 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  the  disease  of 
"cliqueitis"?  I  read  about  it  once.  It  is  a 
deadly  disease  when  it  gets  into  our  Y.  P. 
E.  A  group  of  young  people  get  together 
in  a  Clique  and  forget  to  be  sociable  with 
the  others  of  their  group.  This  may  cause 
some  to  be  discouraged  and  lose 
their  souls.  Treat  every  one  alike,  God 
does  not  want  us  to  be  a  respecter  of 
persons.  So  "don't"  join  the  "Cliqueitis 
Club." 

"Don't"  drag  in  late  at  your  meetings; 
this  is  one  good  way  to  kill  your  Y.  P. 
E.  Be  on  time.  "Don't"  begin  your  serv- 
ice late,  begin  promptly  a  few  times  if 
there  are  just  two  present  and  the  others 
will  move  up  next  time.  It  is  a  crime  for 
officers  and  those  who  are  on  the  pro- 
gram to  come  late.  The  outsider  who  has 
dropped  into  your  service  will  not  be  im- 
pressed. It  is  the  little  things  that  make 
up  the  great  things,  and  the  little  foxes 
that  spoil  the  vine. 

Recently  a  young  woman  said  to  me. 
Yes,  I  feel  that  I  should  take  hold  and 
do  a  certain  thing  we  were  talking 
about,  but  I  fear  folks  will  say  that  I 
am  pushing  myself.  This  fear  of  criticism 
is  hindering  many  from  going  forward. 
If  you  feel  the  need  and  that  God  wants 
you  to  do  a  thing,  ask  your  pastor  to 
stand  by  you,  then,  with  his  approval,  go 
ahead  and  push  yourself  into  service.  God 
will  take  care  of  you  and  your  work  will 
prosper.  So  "don't"  let  the  devil  stop 
you  from  doing  what  God  wants  you  to 
do. 

We  are  praying  that  these  few  lines, 
written  by  one  who  loves  you,  will  cause 
you  to  think  and  act  along  the  way. 
Again  God  bless  you. 
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Real  Living 

Nellie  L.  Harrington 


"I  have  my  own  life  to  live.  I  don't 
see  why  I  shouldn't  live  it  in  the  way  1 
think  best,"  and  Bessie  Tempieton's  eyes 
were  stormy  as  she  vigorously  dried  the 
dishes. 

"That  phrase  is  a  bit  overworked  in 
these  days,"  responded  her  mother,  dry- 
ly. "Whose  life  do  you  think  you  are 
living  now?" 

"Yours,"  promptly.  "You  expect  mc 
to  do  as  you  say,  morning,  noon,  and 
night.  No  chance  for  self-expression,  or 
— or — anything,"  and  the  argument 
which  had  started  bravely  enough  trailed 
vaguely. 

Mrs.  Templeton  gave  her  daughter  a 
startled  glance.  Those  phrases  fell  too 
glibly  from  her  lips.  "Who  told  you 
that?"  she  asked,  quietly. 

"Ned  Rayburn." 

"Ned  Rayburn!  Isn't  that  the  city- 
chap  who  has  been  hanging  around  Luke 
Brown's  since  Valentine's  Day?" 

"Oh,  mother!  Not  'hanging  around'. 
That  sounds  so — well — so  countrified," 
said  Bessie  disgustedly. 

"Since  when  has  it  been  a  disgrace  to 
live  in  the  country?"  smiled  her  mother. 

"Oh,  well,  of  course,  it  isn't  exactly 
a  'disgrace',  but  it  all  goes  along  to- 
gether. Such  expressions  as  that  go  with 
the  dull,  drab,  uninteresting  country 
life.  Nothing  ever  happens  here.  There  is 
positively  no  opportunity  for  real  living." 

"Are  those  his  words,  too?" 

"Yes,  of  course,"  impatiently. 

"It  looks  to  me  as  if  you  merely  want 
to  change  the  life  of  your  home  for  that 
which  some  one  else  has  mapped  out  for 
you.  I  do  not  yet  see  where  your  'own 
life'  comes  in,"  and  Mrs.  Tempieton's 
brows  were  drawn  in  a  puzzled  frown. 

She  really  wanted  to  understand  this 
daughter  of  hers.  For  some  weeks  she  had 
sensed  a  barrier  and  had  prayed  earnestly 
for  wisdom  to  take  the  right  course 
whenever  the  opportunity  for  action 
came.  And  now  this  might  be  the  time 
and  she  had  a  feeling  of  helpless  bewilder- 
ment. This  attack  on  their  wholesome, 
healthy  and  hitherto  happy  life  in  the 
farm  home  was  totally  unexpected. 

Bessie  gave  her  little  time  to  gather  her 
wits,  however.  The  girl  tossed  her  head, 
saying,  "I  might  have  expected  you  to 
make  it  as  disagreeable  as  you  possibly 
could.  Ned  wanted  me  to  go  without  say- 
ing a  word  to  you  folks  at  all.  But  I 
didn't  think  that  would  be  fair." 

"Go?  Go  where?"  and  Mrs.  Templeton 
was  genuinely  alarmed. 

"To  the  city — with  Ned — of  course." 

With   an  effort  her  mother      steadied 


her  voice.  "Bessie,  why  haven't  you 
brought  this  young  man  to  the  home  if 
you  were  getting  so  friendly  with  him? 
We  ought  to  have  made  his  acquaint- 
ance." 

"Here?  Why,  mother,  I  couldn't.  You 
and  Dad  are  so  old-fashioned  and  this 
house  is  positively  ancient.  Our  furni- 
ture is  all  scratched.  The  rugs  are  dingy. 
And  the  boys  are  so  noisy.  There  isn't 
one  bit  of  pleasure  in  inviting  company 
here.  I  tell  you  he  is  used  to  the  city  and 
city  ways.  We're  just  a  bunch  of  coun- 
try hicks." 

"He  seems  to  have  endured  the  condi- 
tions at  Luke  Brown's  for  quite  some 
time.  Our  place  is  as  good  as  theirs.  But 
where  have  you  been  meeting  him?" 
Mrs.  Templeton  forced  herself  to  speak 
calmly.  She  must  know  how  far  Bessie 
was  involved,  and  while  the  girl  was  in 
a  confidential  mood  was  plainly  her  op- 
portunity. 

"Why,  you  know,  I've  been  over  to 
Clara  Davis'  quite  a  bit  this  spring,"  ad- 
mitted Bessie,  with  heightened  color. 

Yes,  her  mother  knew.  Suddenly  the 
separate  pieces  of  this  puzzle  slipped  into 
place  to  make  a  completed  pattern.  Bes- 
sie and  Clara  had  been  chums  from  baby- 
hood. They  had  always  found  a  great 
deal  to  talk  about.  Now  that  she  thought 
of  it  she  realized  that  since  February  the 
trips  had  mostly  been  made  by  Bessie.  In 
fact,  she  could  remember  but  a  few 
times  that  Clara  had  come  to  the  house, 
and  the  excuses  for  running  "over  to 
Clara's"  had  been  very  frequent.  She  felt 
sick  at  heart.  But  this  was  no  time  for 
giving  away.  She  was  surprised  at  her 
own  calmness.  Surely  the  Lord  was  an- 
swering her  prayers  and  giving  her  not 
only  the  wisdom  but  the  physical 
strength  for  this  hour  of  trial.  Her  voice 
was  gentle  as  she  asked,  "You  saw  Ned 
there,  did  you?" 

"You  might  as  well  know  it  all," 
Bessie  said  with  a  shrug.  "Clara  and  Tom 
Jenkins  are  going  to  be  married  some  day 
and  they  took  us  along  with  them.  Usu- 
ally we  parked  the  car  and  just  sat  and 
talked.  Oh,  mother,  if  you  could  hear  the 
wonderful  stories  Ned  tells  about  the 
city  and  city  life  you  wouldn't  blame  me 
for  being  disgusted  with  the  country  and 
everything  in  it,"  she  finished,  passion- 
ately. 

"And  he  is  urging  you  to  go  to  the 
city?"  quietly  asked  Mrs.  Templeton. 
How  did  she  keep  the  panic  out  of  her 
voice,  she  wondered.  She  could  realize  the 
fascination  of  dazzling  word  pictures. 
Bessie's  feet  had  truly  been  standing  "in 


slippery  places." 

But  the  girl  declared  proudly,  "Yes, 
he  is,  and  I  tell  you  now  that  I  shall 
never  be  happy  anywhere  else." 

Another  question  trembled  on  the  lips 
of  the  mother.  She  hesitated  to  ask  it, 
and  yet,  she  must  know.  "Were  you  to 
be  married?" 

"W-e-11,  not  right  away.  He  doesn't 
have  anything  to  live  on  now.  He  is  go- 
ing to  get  me  a  job." 

"You?  What  sort  of  a  job?" 

"Why,  he  says  he  knows  of  a  place 
where  I  can  get  work  suited  to  my  ta- 
lents," and  a  note  of  pride  crept  into  her 
voice. 

"Talents!  Which  talents?  What  can 
you  do  that  will  be  worth  money  in  a 
city?" 

"I  don't  know,"  impatiently.  "How 
should  I  know  what  city  folks  do? 
Cooped  up  here  on  this  farm.  Never  go 
anywhere,  or  see  anybody,  or  do  anything. 
I'm  sorry  now  that  I  told  you  at  all.  I 
wanted  to  be  fair,  but  you  ask  so  many 
questions  I  wish  I  hadn't  said  a  word." 

"I  don't  want  you  to  feel  that  way 
about  it,"  soothed  her  mother,  tenderly. 
"You  see,  Bessie,  this  is  so  sudden  for  me. 
I  have  hardly  gotten  used  to  your  being 
grown-up,  even.  And  now,  all  in  a  min- 
ute, you  want  to  go  to  strange  places  and 
take  up  with  strange  ways  and  you  ex- 
pect me  to  let  you  go  without  asking 
questions.  It  means  so  much  to  me,  dear 
girl,"  and  her  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

For  an  instant  Bessie  was  touched,  then 
her  voice  hardened  as  she  said,  "It's  no 
use  to  cry  now,  mother.  You  can't  stop 
me.  It  has  gone  too  far." 

"Too  far!  When  do  you  expect  to  go?" 
and  an  icy  hand  clutched  at  the  mother's 
heart. 

"Tonight.  We  are  going  to  take  the 
midnight  train  and  in  the  morning  I'll 
see  the  city.  Ned  said  I  mustn't  tell  you 
any  of  this.  I  don't  know  what  he'll  say 
when  he  finds  out. 

A  knock  at  the  door  interrupted  the 
conversation.  A  Salvation  Army  truck 
was  in  the  driveway  and  a  pleasant-faced 
young  man  stood  on  the  porch. 

"Have  you  any  newspapers  or  maga- 
zines for  the  Salvation  Army  today?"  he 
inquired  politely. 

"Yes,  I  have  more  than  that.  Come  in- 
side," invited  Mrs.  Templeton.  Her  heart 
swelled  with  gratitude  to  the  Heavenly 
Father.  Here  was  an  answer  to  her  prayer 
for  help. 

Turning  to  her  daughter  she  said, 
"Bessie,  run  up  to  the  attic  and  bring 
down  that  box  we  put  away  for  the 
mission." 

After  the  door  closed  she  said  in  a  low 
tone,  "The  Lord  sent  you  to  help  me 
right  now.  My  daughter  is  determined 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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The   Fifth   Beatitude 

"BLESSED     ARE     THE     MERCIFUL; 

FOR  THEY  SHALL  OBTAIN 

MERCY." 

Scripture  Lesson:    Matt.    5:7. 

"BLESSED  ARE  THE  MERCIFUL" 

1.  God  our  pattern  of  mercy.  Eph.  4: 
32;   Ps.    103:4;  Luke  6:36. 

2.  Mercy  in  the  heart  will  show  in  our 
actions.    1  John   3:17,   18. 

3.  We  should  show  mercy  cheerfully; 
many  kind  deeds  are  spoiled  by  the  un- 
pleasant way  in  which  they  are  done. 
Rom.    12:8;   2  Cor.   9:7. 

THE  PROMISE 
"They  shall  obtain  mercy." 
Example:  Mordecai. 
He  showed  mercy.  Esth.  6:2. 
He   obtained   mercy.   Esth.    6:3,    8,   9; 
10:2,   3. 

1.  God  will  show  mercy  to  the  merci- 
ful on  the  final  day  of  reward.  Matt.  25: 
31-46. 

2.  Who  can  give  you  a  heart  full  of 
mercy?  Ezek.   36:26. 

::-    X-    * 

The  Vine  and  the  Branches 

Read  John  15:1-8. 
Illustration. — A  piece  of  freshly  cut 
grapevine  with  grapes  growing  on  it. 
and  dead  branches  and  briars  tied  on.  Al- 
so another  branch,  living,  healthy,  but 
bearing  "nothing  but   leaves." 

TEACHING  OUTLINES 

1.  Jesus  is  the  vine;  Christians,  the 
branches;  God,  the  husbandman. 

2.  The  branches  are  frail. 

3.  The  branches  bear  the  grapes,  not 
the  vine. 

4.  But  they  get  all  their  life  from  the 
vine. 

6.  The  sap  from  the  vine  enters  the 
branch  at  points  of  connection.  (Prayer, 
Bible  study,  etc.) 

6.  Fruitful  branches  are  purged. 

Note:  Explain  why  and  how  a  vine- 
dresser prunes  his  vines.  Tell  how  giving 
up  worldly  pleasure,  trials,  and  afflic- 
tions discipline  the  Christian  to  "bring 
forth  more  fruit." 

The  Master  is  Come  and 
Calleth  for  Thee 

(Tell   the  story  of  Mary  and  Martha) 
John   11:1-45. 

1.  How  did  Martha  and  Mary  first  be- 
come acquainted  with  Jesus?  Luke  10: 
38-42. 

2.  Jesus  loved   them.   John    11:5. 

3.  They  had  been  kind  to  Him,  and 
now  He  comes  to  help  them  in  trouble. 


4.  He  comes  to  do  for  them  that  which 
they  want  most  of  all. 

5.  Martha  brings  His  message  to  Mary 
and  to  you. 

"The  Master  is  come" 

To  Bethany 

To  this  meeting. 
And  calleth  for  Thee. 

6.  He  calls  gently. 

7.  Mary  arose  quickly  to  go  to  Him. 
Will  you  do  the  same? 

■5!    -5:    K 

A  Little  Cake 

Text:    1   Kings   17:13. 
(Read  the  story  of  Elijah  and  the  widow 
of    Zarephath,    1    Kings    17:8-16,      then 
close  the  book  and  draw  out  the  leading 
points  from  the  children.) 

What  would  have  resulted  if  Elijah* 
had  been  unwilling  to  be  fed  by  a  poor 
woman? 

What  if  the  widow  had  not  obeyed  the 
prophet  but  had  supplied  her  own  wants 
first? 

God  wants  "a  little  cake  first"  from 
us. 

1.   The   first   of   our   money. — Prov. 
3:9. 

2.  The  first  of  each  day  for  studying 
His  Word  and  thinking  about  Him. — 
Ps.   5:3. 

3.  The  first  of  our  lives  given  to  Him. 
— Eccl.    12:1. 

Result. — Romans   11:16. 

Helps  for  Children's  Meetings 

Opening    Chorus:    Sing    softly    with   eyes 

closed. 

Welcome,    welcome,    welcome,    welcome. 

Holy  Ghost  we  welcome  Thee. 

Come  with  power  and  fill  this  temple 

Holy  Ghost  we  welcome  Thee. 

Y.  P.  E.  Pledge 

I  promise  that  I  will  attend  Junior  Y. 
P.  E.  each  time,  unless  I  have  a  reason 
I  can  give  that  God  will  accept. 

I  promise  that  I  will  respect  the  house 
of  God  and  reverence  my  Lord  and  Mas- 
ter. 

I   promise   that   I   will   do   all   I    can   ro 
make  the  meetings  a  success. 
(Signed) 

Y.  P.  E.  Yell 

Whoever  you  are  be  noble 
Whoever  you  are  be  free 
Whoever  you  are  be  loyal 
To  the  pledge  of  the  Y.  P.  E. 

Howdy  do  everybody,  howdy  do. 

Is  there  anything  that  I  can  do  for  you? 


We  are  mighty  glad  you  came 

We  hope  you  feel  the  same. 

Howdy  do  everybody,  howdy  do,  do,  do. 

The  Bible 

The  B-LB-L-E. 

Yes,  that's  the  book  for  me, 
I  stand  right  on  the  Word  of  God, 
The  B-I-B-L-E. 
»    *    * 
Climbing 

Climb,  climb  up  the  sunshine  mountain, 

Heavenly  breezes  blow; 
Climb,  climb  up  the  sunshine  mountain, 

Faces  all  aglow; 
Turn,  turn  your  eyes  from  evil, 

Looking  to  the  sky; 
Climb,   climb  up   the  sunshine  mountain 

You  and  I. 

(Tune:   "Brighten  the  Comer") 
We  are  the  Savior's  boys  and  girls 
We  are  the  Savior's  boys  and  girls 
Jesus  is  our  Captain 
And  we  love  Him,  yes  we  do, 
We  are  the  Savior's  boys  and  girls. 

«■  :!■  * 
Here  is  a  good  exercise  that  will  rest 
the  children  and  interest  them.  Have  it 
along  about  the  middle  of  your  program: 
You  can  easily  see  the  gestures  needed 
in   this  exercise. 

Smile  awhile  and  give  your  face  a  rest, 
Stand  up  straight  and  elevate  your  chest, 
Reach  your  hands  up  toward  the  sky, 
While  you  wag  your  head  so  freely, 
Limber  up  and  turn   around   a  bit, 
As  you  were,  and  now  before  you  sit 
Reach  right  out   to  some  one  near, 
Shake  his  hand  and  smile. 

(Tune:    "The  Battle  Hymn   of   the 

Republic") 

It  isn't   any   trouble   just   to  S-M-I-L-E. 

It  isn't   any   trouble   just   to   S-M-I-L-E. 

So  smile  when  you're  in  trouble,  it  will 

vanish  like  a  bubble, 
If   you'd  only   take    the   trouble  just    to 
S-M-I-L-E. 

My   sins   rolled   high   as    the  mountain, 
They   all   disappeared   in   the   fountain; 

He  wrote  my  name  down, 

For  a  palace  and  crown; 
Praise  His  dear  name,  I'm  free,  I'm  free. 
He  wrote  my  name  down  for  a     palace 

and  crown. 

Praise  His  dear  name  I  am  free. 

Jesus  Loves  the  Little  Children 

(Tune:    "Tramp,   Tramp,   Tramp") 

Jesus  loves  the  little  children 
All  the  children  of  His  care. 

Red  and  yellow,   black   and   white; 
They  are  precious  in  His  sight, 

Jesus   loves   the   little   children,   every- 
where. 
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Bring  them  in,  bring  them  in; 
Bring  them  in  from  the  fields  of  sin. 
Bring  them  in,  bring  them  in; 
Bring  the  little  ones  to  Jesus. 

;;.      ;;.      ;^ 

CLOSING  PRAYER: 

Jesus  keep  us  through  the  week 
Help  us  to  God's  blessings  seek. 

Make  us  strong  and  brave  and  true 
As  we  try  God's  will  to  do. 

*'-.      «'«      **!. 
'C      »•*      *C 

Say,  my  friend,  have  you  seen 

(a)  Second  Timothy  (b)  two  (c)  fif- 
teen? 

(d)  First  Thessalonians  (e)  five  (f) 
twenty-two 

Will   tell   you  exactly  what   to  do. 

Instructions  how  to  use  this  poem: 
(a)  Hold  up  two  fingers,  (b)  Hold  up 
two  fingers,  (c)  Hold  up  both  hands 
and  then  five  fingers  more  to  make  fif- 
teen, (d)  Hold  up  one  finger,  (e)  Hold 
up  five  fingers,  (f)  Hold  up  both  hands 
twice  and  two  fingers  to  make  twenty- 
two. 

Be  sure  to  memorize  these  two  Bible 
verses. 

Now  each  week  we're  going  to  try  to 
give  you  something  of  this  kind.  Our 
first  lesson  this  week  will  be  Walking 
Christians. 

$;•    a-    :;• 

Booster 

Everybody  ought     to  be     a   booster,      a 

booster,  a  booster, 
A   booster  never   knocks   and   a   knocker 

never  boosts, 
Everybody  ought  to  be  a  booster. 

Everybody  ought  to  be     a  Christian,     a 

Christian,  a  Christian, 
A  Christian  is  saved,  and  a  sinner  is  lost, 
Everybody  ought  to  be  a  Christian. 

Everybody  ought    to  love      Jesus,   Jesus, 

Jesus, 
He  died  on  the  cross  to  save  us  from  sin, 
Everybody  ought  to  love  Jesus. 

Everybody  wants  to  go  to  Heaven,      to 

Heaven,  to  Heaven, 
You  can't  get  there  on  flowery  beds  of 

ease, 
Everybody  wants  to  go  to  Heaven. 

— Unknown. 

Since   I   Joined 

(Tune — "Since  Jesus  Came    Into    My 
Heart") 

What  a  wonderful  change  in  my  life  has 

been  wrought, 
Since  I  joined  the  Junior  Endeavor. 
I  have  love  for  my  Bible  which  nothing 

has  brought, 
Since  I  joined  the  Junior  Endeavor. 

CHORUS 
Since  I  joined  the  Junior  Endeavor, 


Since  I  joined  the  Junior  Endeavor, 
There's  a  work  I  can  do,  there's  a  work 

for  you,  too, 
Come  with  me  and  join  our  Endeavor. 

I  want  others  to  know  more  of  God,  and 

His  Word, 
Since  I  joined  the  Junior  Endeavor. 
For  many  there  are  who  of  Him  have  not 

heard, 
Come  with  me  and  join  our  Endeavor. 

The  Little  Pony  Cart 

'Most  every  day  a  little  boy  comes  driv- 
ing past  our  house 

With  the  nicest  little  pony — just  the 
color  of  a  mouse. 

And  the  groom  rides  close  behind  him,  so 
he  won't  get  hurt,  you  see; 

And  I  used  to  wish  the  pony  and  the  cart 
belonged  to  me. 

I  used  to  watch  him  from  our  porch  and 

wish  that  I  could  own 
His  pony  and  his  little  cart,  and  drive  out 

all  alone, 
And  once  when  I  knelt  down  at  night  I 

prayed  the  Lord  that  He 
Would   fix   it   so   the  pony   and    the   cart 

belonged  to  me. 

But  yesterday  I  saw  him  where  he  lives, 

and  now  1  know 
Why   he   never   goes      out      walkin' — it's 

cause  his  legs  are  withered  so! 
And  last  night  when  I  was  kneelin'  with 

my  head  on  mother's  knee, 
I  was  glad  he  had  the  pony  and  the  cart 

instead  of  me. — Selected. 

Bobby  Gives  Mother  a  Gift 

Bobby  had  heard  big  sister  Helen  talk- 
ing about  the  gift  she  was  going  to  give 
mother  on  Mother's  Day.  She  was  going 
to  buy  her  a  bunch  of  lovely  red  roses. 
"I  wish  that  I  could  think  of  something 
to  give  Mother  too,"  said  Bobby  to  him- 
self as  he  sat  on  the  back  porch  with 
Buster  at  his  feet.  Buster  wagged  his  tail 
and  licked  Bobby's  hand  as  if  he  wished 
to  tell  him  that  he  would  like  to  help  him 
if  he  could. 

"I  know  you  want  to  help  me,  but  you 
can't,"  said  Bobby  as  he  rose  and  patted 
Buster  on  the  head  and  ran  off  to  the 
garden  with  Buster  at  his  heels. 

It  was  while  he  was  in  the  garden  that 
he  thought  of  a  gift  that  Mother  would 
like.  He  knew  Mother  liked  flowers,  but 
he  only  had  twenty-five  cents  in  his 
bank,  and  that  would  not  buy  a  big 
bunch  of  roses  like  sister  Helen  was  go- 
ing to  give  Mother.  But  it  would  buy 
some  pansy  plants,  and  Mother  liked  pan- 
sies.  Now  Bobby  knew  what  he  would  do, 
he  would  get  Mr.  Grant  the  florist  to  sell 
him  some  pansy  plants,  and  he  would 
plant    them    in    the    garden.      Then      on 


Mother's  Day  he  would  take  Mother  out 
to  the  garden  and  show  her  what  he  had 
for  her.  He  would  take  care  of  the  pansy 
plants  and  water  them  and  pick  out  the 
weeds  so  then  Mother  would  have  the 
pansies  for  a  long  time. 

Bobby  ran  for  his  bank,  took  out  the 
twenty-five  cents  and  went  to  the  flor- 
ist, When  he  told  Mr.  Grant  what  he 
wanted  the  pansy  plants  for,  he  smiled, 
and  said,  "I'm  sure  your  Mother  will  like 
the  gift  you  are  giving  her  for  Mother's 
Day.  I  am  going  to  pick  you  out  the 
choicest  plants  I  have  got,  and  will  give 
you  a  couple  of  extra  ones,  for  I  like  a 
boy  that  thinks  of  his  mother." 

When  the  pansies  were  planted,  Bobby 
put  a  box  over  them  so  that  Mother 
would  not  see  them  until  Mother's  Day. 

It  was  very  hard  for  Bobby  to  keep 
from  telling  Mother  about  the  gift  he 
had  for  her,  but  he  knew  it  must  be  a 
secret. 

Bobby    couldn't    write,    but    he    could 
print   so  he  got  a  piece  of     paper     and 
printed   on    it    these   words. 
Dearest  Mother: 

I  got  one  present  for  you  in  the  gar- 
den, and  the  other  present  is  that  I  am 
going  to  wipe  the  dishes  for  you  every 
day. 

Your  loving, 

Bobby. 

When  Mother  went  to  the  garden  with 
Bobby  to  see  her  present,  she  kissed  Bob- 
by as  she  said,  "I  think  this  is  a  lovely 
Mother's  Day  gift,  for  I  will  have  pansies 
every  morning  and  I  like  them  so  much. 
And  every  day  when  my  little  son  helps 
me  with  the  dishes  I  will  have  another 
gift.  I  am  such  a  happy  mother  to  get  so 
many  lovely  gifts."  —  Esther  Daiziel 
Hooey. 

WANTED:  A  FRIEND 

By  Lon  R.  Woodrum 

I'll  get  a  big  hand  from  the  crowd 
Whenever   I'm   winning   the    game; 

But  losing,  I'll  get  not  a  cheer, 

Though  I  try  till  I'm  sick  and  lame. 

I  have  lots  of  friends  when  I'm  "up" — ■ 
The  kind  that  will  leave  when  I  fall; 

But  I  want  a  friend  that  will   stick 
When  my  back  is  against  the  wall! 

We  praise  all  the  fortunate  men 
Who  climb  up  the  ladder  of  fame, 

But  seldom   indeed  do  we  smile 

On  the  man  who  has  lost  the  game. 

I'll  always  remember  those  friends, 
(Though  few  were  the  number  I  found) 

Those  women  and  men  who  were  true 
When  my  face  was  flat  on  the  ground! 

A  question  I  put  to  myself: 

(A  question,  perhaps,  for  us  all) 

Have  I  been  a  friend  to  my  friends 
When    their    backs    were    against    the 
wall? 


Page  6 


The     LIGHTED     P  AT  HW  AY 


May,  1937 


Contributions  By  Young  Writers 


The  Shepherd 

I  hear  the  Shepherd  calling 

He  is  calling  us   today. 
Go  forth  into  the  fields  of  labor 

And  work  for  Him  while  we  may. 

He  said  the  fields  are  white  already, 

But  the  laborers  are  few; 
But  if  we  will  accept  Him, 

He  will  give  us  life  anew. 

If  we  would  enter  in, 

We  must  get  rid  of  self  and  sin; 
Where  all  our  loved  ones  watch  and  wait. 

As  we  pass  through  the  pearly  gates 
white. 

And  hear  our  Master  say,  Well  done, 
For  life  eternal  has  just  begun; 

The  angels  will  joyfully  sing, 

That  will  make  all  heaven  ring. 

— Iris  Criss. 
*   *   * 
Put  on  Boldness 

Luke  6:22-27 

"Blessed  are  ye  that  hunger  now  for 
you  shall  be  filled." 

If  we  hunger  for  more  work  to  do, 
through  God  our  Master,  and  seek  to 
watch  and  pray,  our  joy  will  all  be 
filled. 

If  men  hate  you  for  your  Savior's 
sake,  we  have  a  promise  true.  You  hold 
on  to  the  Savior's  hand.  He  surely  will 
hold  on  to  you. 

If  men  cast  you  out  for  evil,  set  your 
eyes  on  things  above  and  He  will  uphold 
and  keep  you  and  fill  you  with  His  won- 
derful love. 

Earthly  friends  may  forsake  you  and 
cast  you  away  as  evil,  but  just  rejoice  in 
the  Lord  for  He  will  not  deceive  you.  He 
will  carry  you  through  the  trials  as  He 
did  the  prophets  of  old  and  lead  you  to 
that  city  where  the  streets  are  paved 
with  gold. — Eunice  Lyles. 

The  Double  Portion    of  Power 

1  Kings  19:19-20:21. 
Elisha  felt  the  touch  of  Elijah  as  he 
was  plowing  in  the  field.  The  prophet 
passed  by  and  cast  his  mantle  upon  hiin 
and  went  his  way.  But  the  touch  had 
thrilled  Elisha  through  and  through,  and 
he  left  the  oxen  and  ran  after  Elijah,  and 
said,  "Let  me,  I  pray  thee,  kiss  my  fathei 
and  mother,  and  then  I  will  follow  thee." 
"And  he  said  unto  him,  Go  back  again, 
for  what  have  I  done  to  thee?"  And  he 
returned  back  from  him,  took  a  yoke 
of  oxen  and  slew  them,  and  boiled  their 
flesh  with  the  instruments  of  the  oxen, 
gave  unto  the  people,  and   they  did  eat. 


Then  he  arose,  and  went  after  Elijah.  He 
burned  the  bridges  behind  him  and 
started  out  to  follow  the  man  of  God. 
1  Kings  19:21. 

In  these  days  the  sound  of  the  latter 
rain  is  quickening  hearts  to  leave  all  and 
follow  Christ,  as  Elisha  did.  But  many 
have  settled  down  with  a  half-hearted 
service  to  God.  We  read  that  Elisha  fol- 
lowed on  until  he  saw  the  prophet  car- 
ried up  into  heaven,  and  he  received  the 
double  portion  of  power.   2   Kings   2. 

Elijah  said  to  him,  "Tarry  here,  I  pray 
thee,  for  the  Lord  hath  sent  me  to 
Bethel."  Elisha  said,  "As  the  Lord  liveth 
and  as  thy  soul  liveth,  I  will  not  leave 
thee."  He  followed  on  to  Bethel  (a  type 
of  justification),  then  to  Jericho  (a  type 
of  sanctification),  then  across  Jordan  (a 
type  of  the  mighty  baptism  of  the  Holy 
Ghost) .  It  was  the  power  of  God  that 
was  drawing  him,  and  Elijah  said,  "Ask 
what  I  shall  do  for  thee  before  I  be  taken 
away  from  thee."  Elisha  said,  "I  pray 
thee  let  a  double  portion  of  thy  spirit 
fall  upon  me."  He  answered,  "Thou  hast 
asked  a  hard  thing,  nevertheless,  if  thou 
seest  me  when  I  am  taken  from  thee,  it 
shall   be  so."   2   Kings   2:10. 

And  he  followed  hard  after  Elijah  that 
he  might  have  the  desires  of  his  heart. 
Elisha  was  willing  to  go  on  over  all  op- 
position, even  if  Elijah  did  say,  "I  pray 
thee,  tarry  here." 

Elisha  did  not  stop.  He  said,  "As  the 
Lord  liveth  and  as  thy  soul  liveth  I  will 
not  leave  thee."  So  he  went  down  to 
Bethel.  He  did  not  get  discouraged  be- 
cause his  heart  was  set  on  receiving  the 
double  portion  of  power. 

Although  the  tempter  may  try  to  disr- 
courage  you,  and  tell  you  it  is  not  neces- 
sary, don't  listen  to  him.  God  wants  a 
band  of  people  who  are  willing  and  obed- 
ient. Elijah  was  taken  up  in  a  whirlwind. 
Elisha  cried,  "My  father,  my  father." 
The  chariot  of  Israel  and  the  horsemen 
thereof.  But  the  mantle  had  fallen  upon 
him.  He  took  it  up  and  went  back  and 
smote  the  waters  of  Jordon  saying, 
"Where  is  the  Lord  God  of  Elijah?"  and 
behold,  He  was  right  there.  Thank  God 
He  is  always  there  when  we  call  on  His 
name.  It  was  the  spirit  and  power  of 
Elijah  that  this  man  was  seeking.  It  is  the 
power  of  God  our  young  people  arc  seek- 
ing today.  It  is  the  mantle  of  power  we 
need  in  our  services.  Without  it  we  can 
not  be  successful.  The  time  is  slipping 
by.  The  coming  of  the  Lord  is  near,  and 
we  need  more  of  His  great  power  mani- 
fested. 

Years  ago  when  the  power  of  God  first 


fell  many  of  the  churches  were  much 
more  alive  than  they  are  today.  The 
power  was  resting  upon  them.  But  when 
they  began  to  fight  the  Word  of  God 
and  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  the  latter  rain 
gospel,  the  power  of  God  left  many  of 
them.  We  do  not  have  to  tell  you  it  is 
gone.  As  you  enter  them  you  do  not  feel 
the  warmth  of  the  old-time  power.  They 
have  crowded  the  sweet  Holy  Ghost  out. 
He  is  not  welcome.  He  is  cast  aside,  but 
thank  God  there  are  a  few  churches  that 
appreciate  His  sweet  presence.  They  let 
Him  know  He  is  welcome.  Young  people, 
let's  launch  out  into  the  deep,  and  let 
down  the  nets  for  a  draught.  Why  toil  all 
night  without  success?  The  power  of 
God  is  what  we  need. — Gertrude  Coster, 
B:acksburg,  S.  C. 

Church  of  God  Young 
People's  Endeavor 

Oh,  dear,  I  never  was  so  glad 

It's   Sunday   night   again   you   see, 

When  young  folks  to  the  church  come 
To  have  their  Y.  P.   E. 

I'd  like  to  be  a  grownup  girl 

And  lots  of  wisdom  have, 
I'd  surely  tell  the  sinner  folks 

That  Jesus  still  can  save. 

I'd  really  try  to  preach  to  them 

And  tell  of  Jesus'  love: 
How,  if  they'd  give  their  hearts  to  Him, 

They  could  live  with  Him  above. 
But  while  I'm  small  I'll  do  my  best 

My  mission,  here  each  day; 
I'll  sing  and  pray  and  testify 

And  praise  Him  all  the  way. 

Now  listen,  Davis  folks,  with  me 

I'm  sure  you  must  agree; 
That  if  we  each  work  willingly, 

We  can  have  the  State's  Banner  Y. 
P.  E. 
(Name  of  author  misplaced) 

My  Prayer 

Oh,  touch  mine  eyes  that  I  may  see 
In  cloudless  rapture  Thy  dear  face, 

And  in  that  calm  serenity, 

With  patience  run  my  glorious  race. 

Oh,  loose  my  tongue  that  I  may  tell, 
With  burning  words,  to  sinners  lost, 

That  Thou  dids't  come  to  seek  and  save, 
To  purchase  them  at  such  a  cost. 

Unstop  my  ears  that  I  may  hear 
The  softest  whispers  of  Thy  love, 

To  draw  my  heart  from  earthly  things, 
And  fix  it  on  Thyself  above. 

Release  my  feet  that  I  may  run 

The  way  of  holiness  divine; 
Held  by  Thy  hand  I  cannot  fall; 

Filled  with  Thy  life,  I'll  brightly  shine. 
— W.  Spencer  Walton. 
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\    father's  &  ^Mother's  Qdge 


This  page  is  dedicated  to  my  invalid  sister,  Mrs.  W.  G.  Rankin,  Temple,  Okla.,  who\ 
has  spent  eighteen  years  in  her  rocking  chair,  together  with  the  many  like  hef 
scattered  about  over  our  land.  We  also  dedicate  it  to  our  older  fathers  and  mothers. 


Rocking 

Sitting   alone  in  an  old  rocking  chair, 
I  saw  an  old  mother  with  silvery  hair; 
She  seemed  so  neglected  by      those  who 

should  care, 
Rocking  alone  in  an  old  rocking  chair. 

Her  hands  were  calloused  and  wrinkled 

and  old, 
A  life  of  hard  work  was  the  story  thev 

told; 
I  thought  of  angels  as  I  saw  her  sit  there 
Rocking   alone  in   an  old   rocking  chair. 

Bless  her  old  heart,   do  you   think   she'd 

complain? 
Tho'   life  has   been   bitter   she'd      live   it 

again 
And  carry  the  cross  that  is  more  than  her 

share, 
Rocking  alone  in  an  old  rocking  chair. 

It  wouldn't  take  much  to  brighten  her 
heart — 

Just  some  small  remembrance  on  some- 
body's part; 

A  letter  would  brighten  her  empty  life 
there, 

Rocking  alone  in  an  old  rocking  chair. 

I  know  some  youngsters  in  an  old  or- 
phan home 


Would   think   they  owned  heaven  if  she 

were  their  own. 
They'd  never  be  willing  to  let  her     sit 

there 
Rocking  alone  in  an  old  rocking  chair. 

I  look  at  her,  I  think  what  a  shame, 

The  ones  who   forget  her  she  loves  just 

the  same; 
I  think  of  angels  as  I  see  her  sit  there, 
Rocking   alone    in   an   old   rocking   chair. 

A  Memory  Picture  of  Mother 

By  Mrs.  James  F.  Vernon 

I  miss  you,  Mother,  since  you've  gone 

To  your  abiding  place; 
The  house  where  you  have  lived  so  long 

Seems  strange  without  your  face. 

A  lasting  picture  you  have  left, 

Which  in  my  mind  I  bear, 
Of  how  your  closing  years  were  spent 

Within  your  rocking  chair. 

Though   deepened   furrows   seamed     your 
brow, 

And  age  had  bent  your  frame, 
Yet  life  to  you  was  very  dear; 

Your  love  remained  the  same. 

You  loved  your  God,  you  loved  mankind; 
Loved  ones  to  you  were  dear. 


You  never  had  a  selfish  thought; 
You  lived  for  others  here. 

Your  life  was  long  but  not  in  vain; 

You  kept  your  pathway  bright, 
And  smoothed  the  rugged  road  you  trod 

To  make  our  burdens  light. 

I  seem  to  miss  you  more  and  more, 

Time  passing  on  the  while: 
I  long  to  do  for  you  some  task 

To  once  more  see  your  smile. 

I  would  not  call  you  back  to  earth, 

More  suffering  to  endure: 
Your  work  is  finished;  you  have  earned 

A  home  that  is  secure. 

Your  passing  forms  a  stronger  bond 
With  all  who  loved  you  here; 

It  draws  us  toward  your  heavenly  home 
And  makes  it  seem  so  near. 

— Okanogan,  Wash. 
a-   *   * 
The  Old  Hymns 

There's  a  lot  of  music  in  'em — the  hymns 

of  long  ago, 
And  when  some  gray-haired  brother  sings 

the  ones  I  used  to  know 
I  sorter  want  to  take  a  hand — I  think  of 

davs  gone  by — 
"On  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand  and 

cast  a  wistful  eye!" 
There's  lots  of  music  in  'em — those  dear, 

sweet  hymns  of  old, 
With  visions  bright  of  lands  of  light  and 

shining  streets  of  gold; 
And  I  hear   'em  ringing — singing   where 

memory  dreaming  stands, 
"From  Greenland's  icy  mountains  to  In- 
dia's coral  strands." 
They  seem  to  sing     forever     of     holier, 

sweeter  days 
When   the  lilies   of   the     love     of      God 

bloomed  white  in  all  the  ways; 
And  I  want  to  hear  their  music  from  the 

old-time  meetin's  rise 
Till  "I  can  read  my  title  clear  to  man- 
sions in  the  skies." 
We  never  needed  singin'  books  in   them 

old  days — we  knew 
The  words,  the  tunes  of  every  one — the 

dear  old  hymn  book  through! 
We  didn't  have  no  trumpets  then,  no  or- 
gans built  for  show, 
We  only  sang  to  praise  the  Lord  "from 

whom   all   blessings  flow." 
An'  so  I  love  the  good  old  hymns;  and 

when  my  time  shall  come — 
Before   the   light   has   left   me,      and  my 

singing  lips  are  dumb — 
If  I  can  hear  'em  sing  them,     I'll      pass 

without  a  sigh 
To  "Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land,  where 
my  possessions  lie." 

The  Best  is  Yet  to  Be 

From  "Success" 
I  am  a  fifty-six-year-old  grandmother. 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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Reading  Circle 


Sister  Harrison,  I  would  be  very  glad 
to  be  a  member  of  your  Reading  Circle. 
If  I  understand  it  correctly,  I  think  the 
paper  said  that  to  be  a  member  of  the 
circle,  one  must  read  the  Lighted  Path- 
way from  cover  to  cover  and  to  read  the 
books  that  are  recommended  in  the  circle 
when  one  could.  I  must  say  that  that 
sounds  easy  and  interesting  too.  I  would 
be  glad  to  do  this,  as  I  am  always  ready 
to  read  good  and  interesting  reading  mat- 
ter. I  have  a  small  book  called  Bits  of 
Biography;  I  have  recently  read  Fox's 
Book  of  Martyrs  and  some  of  Brother  F. 
J.  Lee's  sermons  and  his  life  sketch.  I  al- 
so have  the  life  of  John  H.  Buckalew, 
which  is  an  interesting  and  touching  life. 

I  have  just  recently  read  a  book  that 
would  be  an  excellent  one  for  the  real 
young  Christian:  "The  Doings  of  Denys" 
by  Mabel  Mackintosh. 

I  believe  I  will  give  you  a  part  of  the 
most  interesting  chapter  of  "The  Doings 
of  Denys." — Mary  Lee  Sowell. 

For  this  book  address  The  World's 
Syndicate  Co.,  Cleveland,  Ohio,  or  New 
York,  N.  Y.  I  do  not  know  the  price. 

BOOK  REVIEW 

"The  Doings  of  Denys" 

By  Mabel  Mackintosh 

A  PART  OF  ONE  CHAPTER 

"Mother,"  said  Charlie  abruptly,  "did 
you  ever  hear  it  said  that  a  nice  Chris- 
tian girl  should  not  marry  a  fellow,  sim- 
ply because  he  did  not  make  a  religious 
profession?" 

Mrs.  Henchman  was  busy  with  some 
intricate  embroidery. 

"Never!"  she  said,  abstractedly.  "Why 
shouldn't  she?" 

"Exactly,"   said   Charlie. 

Mrs.  Henchman  laid  down  her  work 
and  glanced  at  her  son's  face.  It  had  just 
occurred  to  her  that  it  was  the  first  time 
she  had  ever  heard  him  speak  of  mar- 
riage in  anything  but  the  most  casual 
way.  He  was,  however,  bending  over  a 
drawing  he  was  making,  and  her  eyes 
went  back  to  work. 

"Why  shouldn't  she,"  she  repeated.  "If 
he  is  a  good,  upright,  nice  fellow,  why 
shouldn't  she.  However  did  you  get  hold 
of  such  an  idea?" 

"We  were  discussing  the  subject  in 
Gwvn    Bailey's   cycle   ride,"   said   Charlie, 


"the  idea  is  supposed  to  come  from  the 
Bible,  but  I  said  it  wasn't  there." 

"Your  Aunt  Rachel  is  the  great  Bible 
authority,"  said  Mrs.  Henchman,  con- 
tentedly, "ask  her.  Besides — a  religious 
profession — what  does  it  amount  to  witn 
most   people?" 

"Oh,  well,"  said  Charlie,  "not  a  hypo- 
crite, of  course.  But  you  know  what  I 
mean.  There  is  a  sort  of  difference  be- 
tween people — a  different  way  of  think- 
ing about  things,  I  suppose  it  is." 

Mrs.  Henchman  looked  doubtful. 

"I  don't  understand  it  myself,"  she 
said,  a  little  uneasily.  "Your  dear  father 
was  as  nice  a  man  as  ever  lived,  and  as 
good.  But  when  they  brought  him  from 
that  fatal  cycle  ride  he  said  everything 
was  different,  and  life   was   changed   for 
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him!  Well,  so  it  was,  for  life  was  ended, 
though  I  don't  think  he  meant  that  ex- 
actly. He  talked  about  our  Lord  a  great 
deal  and  about  being  such  a  great  sin- 
ner, and  he  said  he  wished  he  had  gone 
to  church  more,  and  asked  me  to  go. 
Well,  I  have  been  as  he  asked  me,  and 
I've  done  my  best  for  you  and  Audrey; 
but  I  really  don't  feel  any  different  from 
that  I  did  before.  By  the  way,"  she  added, 
"we  had  better  go  to  church  next  Sun- 
day morning.  It  really  has  been  too  hot 
these  last  two  weeks." 

"Very  well,"  said  Charlie.  Church-go- 
ing had  no  special  interest  for  him,  but 
he  felt  it  his  duty  to  accompany  his 
mother  whenever  she  wished  to  go. 

His  mother's  thoughts  had  gone  off  on 
his  father's  illness  and  death,  and  Charlie 
did  not  recall  them  to  the  former  sub- 
ject of  conversation.  Nor  did  he  intend 
to  ask  Aunt  Rachel   to  solve  his  doubts. 


But,  in  spite  of  his  assertion  to  the  con- 
trary, he  could  not  help  wondering 
whether  Denys  could  prove  her  argument 
from   the   Bible. 

Sunday  morning  found  him  with  his 
mother  and  Audrey  in  the  little  old  par- 
ish church.  It  was  built  close  to  the 
beach,  and  in  the  pauses  in  the  service 
the  rush  of  the  waves  and  the  shifting 
of  shingle  came  in  at  the  open  windows. 
Charlie  liked  to  listen  to  it  when  the 
sermon  was  long  or  dull. 

They  w^re  not  too  early  and  had  hardly 
settled  in  their  places  when  the  bell 
stopped,  the  organ  began  to  sound,  and 
the  choir   and   clergy   filed   in. 

Charlie  received  an  energetic  nudge 
from  his  mother. 

"Look!"  she  whispered.  "Why,  it's 
Dolly  Allan's  friend — the  Rev.  Hugh 
Owen,  Vicar  of  All  Saints,  Whitecliff!" 

Charlie  looked.  Mr.  Bailey's  tall,  thin 
form  was  absent,  and  a  stranger  whose 
grave,  strong  face  made  Charlie  think 
suddenly  of  a  hymn  they  had  sung  when 
Queen  Victoria  died — ,  "The  saints  of 
God."  That  was  his  first  thought  and 
his  second  was  that  here  was  a  man  to 
whom  a  fatherless,  young  man  might  tell 
his  difficulties  and  perplexities,  and  find 
the  best  help  and  counsel.  If  this  were  in- 
deed the  Vicar  of  All  Saints,  Whitecliff, 
he  did  not  wonder  that  Dolly  Allan 
loved  to  visit  Whitecliff. 

"Are  you  sure  it  is  Mr.  Owen?"  he 
whispered   back   to  his  mother. 

Mrs.  Henchman  nodded  emphatically. 
"I've  been  introduced  to  him,"  she  whis- 
pered. 

Then  she  frowned  at  Charlie  to  inti- 
mate that  there  had  been  quite  enough 
talking,  and  turned  her  attention  to  the 
service. 

There  was  no  curate  at  Saltmarsh  and 
Mr.  Owen  took  the  service  alone. 

In  the  ordinary  way  Chanie  went 
through  it  quite  mechanically,  but  the 
voice  that  read  the  service  to-day  seemed 
to  put  a  new  meaning  into  the  prayers 
and  the  lessons,  and  he  could  not  help 
following. 

Even  in  the  singing  he  was  ashamed  of 
his  wandering  thoughts.  That  stranger  at 
the  reading-desk  was  so  evidently  prais- 
ing God  from  his  heart,  so  sincerely 
singing  the  words:  "We  therefore  pray 
Thee,  help  Thy  servants,  whom  Thou 
hast  redeemed  with  Thy  precious  blood," 
that  they  came  with  new  force  to  Char- 
lie's heart.  He  longed  for  the  sermon.  He 
felt  sure  that  it  would  be  something  to 
listen   to  and  remember. 

But,  after  all,  when  it  came  Charlie 
heard  nothing  of  that  sermon.  There  was 
a  moment's  pause  as  Mr.  Owen  faced  his 
congregation  from  the  pulpit,  a  pause 
long  enough  to  be  felt.  Charlie  could 
hear  the  congregation  round  him  sett- 
( Continued   on   page   24) 
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Beautiful  Motherhood 


The  Baby's  Sky 

By  the  Rev.  Alfred  Barratt 

Motherhood  is  a  divine  calling.  It  is 
as  some  one  has  well  said,  "a  partnership 
with  God."  When  young  Matthew  Simp- 
son tremblingly  broke  the  news  to  his 
widowed  mother  that  he  felt  called  to 
preach  which  would  necessitate  his  leav- 
ing home,  she  exclaimed  with  tears  of 
joy,  "Oh,  my  son,  I  have  prayed  for  this 
hour  every  day  since  you  were  born. 
At  that  time  we  dedicated  you  to  the 
Christian  ministry."  We  cannot  deny  the 
fact  that  a  mother  is  conscious  of  her 
responsibility  at  the  birth  of  her  child. 
She  has  the  moulding  of  this  precious 
life  in  her  keeping.  Her  love  illuminates 
the  cradle,  and  her  hope  shines  like  a 
beacon  in  the  little  baby  eyes.  She  is  ev- 
erything to  her  child,  and  his  struggle 
for  life  and  development  depends  in  a 
sense  on  the  mother.  "It  is  given  to  moth- 
ers," says  Bushnell,  "to  plant  the  angel 
in  men.  The  mother's  task  is  a  gift  from 
heaven." 

She  is  the  God-given  angel  to  the  new- 
born babe.  It  is  her  sacred  privilege  to 
interpret  God  to  her  child.  She  is  the  first 
to  tell  him  of  the  name  of  Jesus.  She  is 
the  first  to  teach  him  the  simple,  child- 
like prayer.  He  learns  and  says  his  first 
prayer  at  mother's  knee.  She  inspires  him 
with  her  goodness.  She  thrills  him  with 
her  love.  She  makes  him  brave  with  her 
courage,  and  as  he  grows  day  by  day  in 
her  likeness,  he  appreciates  more  and  more 
of  her  spirit,  her  beauty,  and  her  charac- 
ter. 

She  is  the  baby's  sky.  Her  horizons  do 
not  terminate  in  the  home,  they  reach 
away  out  to  the  ultimate  issues  of  life.  It 
is  no  easy  task  to  be  a  mother,  but  it  is  the 
greatest  and  grandest  opportunity  for 
worth  while  service  that  was  ever  given 
to  woman.  For  after  all,  the  greatest 
women  the  world  has  known  are  the 
mothers  of  men. 

She  is  the  angel  in  the  home.  She  creates 
the  home.  She  keeps  the  home  together. 
When  the  mother  is  a  Christian,  even 
though  the  home  is  humble  and  poor,  it 
is  heaven  on  earth.  The  child  that  is 
reared  in  the  beautiful  atmosphere  of  a 
Christian  home  is  highly  fortunate.  There 
is  nothing  in  all  the  world  to  be  compared 
to  this.  The  world's  greatest  men  were 
born  and  reared  in  Christian  homes. 

Therefore  xve  need  more  Christian 
mothers.  Then  we  shall  have  more  Chris- 
tian homes.  Some  one  has  said  "God,  give 
us  men."  We  need  to  pray,  "God,  give  us 
mothers,  Christian  mothers,  old-fash- 
ioned, loving,  tender,  kind-hearted  moth- 
ers, whose  example  and  Christian  charac- 


ter will  always  be  the  ideal  of  the  child 
— mothers  who  cannot  only  bake  bread, 
darn  stockings,  mend  trousers,  but  who 
know  how  to  pray  and  can  teach  their 
children  to  pray — mothers  who  love  their 
homes,  their  children,  their  husbands, 
their  God,  their  country."  Then  our  na- 
tion will  be  saved.  Oh,  mothers  of  men, 
you  are  the  baby's  sky,  the  baby's  eyes, 
the  baby's  ideal,  you  are  the  rulers  of  the 
world,  the  makers  of  men,  and  in  your 
keeping  lies  the  destiny  of  future  genera- 
tions. Be  true  to  your  task,  faithful  to 
your  trust,  loyal  to  your  duty  and  God 
will  bless  you  and  honor  you,  and 
your  children  will  rise  up  and  call  you 
blessed.  For  you  are  in  particular  with 
God. — Selected. 

Willie  Discovers  He  Owes 
Mother  a  Stagger- 
ing Bill 

A  ten-year  old  overheard  a  conversa- 
tion about  certain  bills  for  service  ren- 
dered which  had  to  be  paid,  and  con- 
ceived the  idea  of  making  out  a  bill  of  his 
own  services.  So  the  next  morning  he  laid 
his  statement  of  account  in  his  mother's 
breakfast  plate:  "Mother  owes  Willie  for 
carrying  coal  six  times,  20  cents;  for 
bringing  water  lots  of  times,  30  cents; 
for  going  ten  errands,  15  cents;  total  65 
cents."  His  mother  read  the  bill,  but  said 
nothing.  That  evening  Willie  found  on  his 
plate  the  6  5  cents,  and  also  another  bill, 
which  read  as  follows:  "Willie  owes 
mother — for  this  happy  home  for  ten 
years,  nothing;  for  his  food  and  clothing, 
nothing;  for  nursing  him  through  a  long 
illness,    nothing;    total,    nothing." 

When  Willie  saw  the  65  cents  he  was 
pleased,  but  when  he  read  his  mother's 
note  his  eyes  became  dim  and  his  lips 
quivered.  Then  he  took  the  money  to  his 
mother,  threw  his  arms  around  her  neck 
and  begged  that  she  would  let  him  do 
lots  of  things  for  her.  Mother's  bill  is 
rarely  presented,  but  it  will  pay  each 
child  to  think  it  over  for  himself  and 
then  pay  it  in  love  and  service. — Sel. 

D.  L.  Moody's  Gift  to  His 
Mother 

D.  L.  Moody  was  holding  revival  serv- 
ices on  our  coast.  The  meetings  were  ad- 
vancing with  increasing  interest.  Mr. 
Moody  announced  one  day  that  his 
mother  was  about  to  celebrate  her  80t'n 
birthday  on  the  Atlantic  Coast  and  he 
must  go  home  for  that  day. 

"We  cannot  excuse  you,  it  would  take 
at  least  a  week  and  you  would  only  have 
a  few  hours  with  her.  Can  you  not  send 


her  a  present?  It  is  not  your  duty  to  take 
this  long  trip." 

"I  am  not  going  because  it  is  my  duty 
to  go,"  said  Mr.  Moody.  "It  is  love  that 
takes  me  across  the  continent,  just  to 
have  her  dear  hands  on  my  head  and  to 
have  her  blessing.  I  will  be  back  after 
I  have  spent  one  day  with  her.  Am  I  tak- 
ing her  a  present?  Of  course,  I'm  taking 
her  a  present.  I've  spent  every  cent  I 
own  except  what  my  ticket  cost  me,  be- 
cause I  wanted  a  present  worthy  to  give 
her." 

"What  have  you  selected?"  said  the 
friend.  "I've  spent  hours  trying  to  think 
of  something  for  her,"  said  Mr.  Moody. 
"What  have  you  selected?"  said  the 
friend.  "I  have  chosen  a  box  of  uncut 
stones — amethyst,  jasper,  sapphire,  chal- 
cedony, emerald,  sardonyx,  beryl,  topaz, 
jacinth  and  pearl." 

The  friend,  as  tears  ran  down  his  face, 
gave  him  a  check,  saying,  "At  least  let 
this  supply  your  meals  and  come  back  to 
us.  You  have  taught  us  the  difference 
between  duty  and  love." — Mrs.  J.  Ed- 
ward Brown,  Los  Angeles,  Calif. 

The  Mother  of  Martin  Luther 

The  mother  of  Martin  Luther  was  the 
daughter  of  a  poor  peasant  of  Neustadt 
in  the  bishopric  of  Wurzburg,  Germany. 
His  father  was  John  or  Hans  Luther.  Un- 
doubtedly neither  of  them  would  have 
ever  been  heard  of  but  for  the  fact  that 
that  son  who  was  born  on  St.  Martin's 
Eve — consequently  his  name — the  10th 
of  November,  1483,  was  destined  to  be- 
come the  "angel  of  the  churches  of  the 
Reformation." 

Luther's  mother  had  originally  been  a 
servant  at  the  baths,  says  Audin,  the 
French  author  of  Luther's  history,  and 
had  always  been  known  as  a  virtuous, 
chaste  and  God-fearing  girl.  Martin  was 
the  eldest  of  seven  children. 

The  arms  of  Luther's  father — for  the 
German  peasantry  had  arms  as  well  as 
the  wealthier  citizens — were  simply  a 
hammer  on  a  granite  block.  Martin  was 
never,  in  after  life,  ashamed  of  his  pa- 
rents. Gretha,  the  mother's  Christian 
name,  is  the  familiar  form  of  Margaret, 
as  Hans  is  for  John,  and  Luther  has  con- 
secrated the  endearing  names  of  his  par- 
ents in  his  formula  of  marriage  service — 
"Hans,  wilt  thou  take  Gretha?" 

Referring  to  the  poverty  of  his  parents 
in  his  younger  years,  Martin  Luther  in 
after  life  wrote:  "My  parents  were  very 
poor.  My  father  was  a  woodcutter  and 
my  mother  carried  the  wood  on  her  back 
that  she  might  earn  wherewith  to  bring 
us  children  up.  They  endured  the  hard- 
est labor  for  our  sakes." 

The  little  Martin,  at  6  years  of  age, 
could  read  and  write  with  ease,  and  was 
encouraged  by  both  his  parents  to  study 
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diligently.  M.  Audin,  already  mentioned, 
strongly  prejudiced  against  Martin  him- 
self, praises  Luther's  mother  for  her  care- 
ful training  of  her  children,  and  says 
that  she  was  an  ornament  to  her  neigh- 
borhood. By  her  prayers  and  industry  she 
wrought  out   a  lifework. 

How  impressionable  Luther  must  have 
been  to  his  mother's  influence  is  proved 
by  his  saying,  written  on  the  margin  of 
his  Bible,  "There  is  nothing  sweeter  than 
the  heart  of  a  pious  woman." 

That  Luther  thought  often  and  with 
sincere  affection  of  his  mother  was 
proved  by  his  anxiety  after  he  became  an 
Augustinian  monk,  and  started  with  his 
knapsack  from  Germany  across  the  Alps 
to  Italy,  on  the  occasion  of  his  first  visit 
to  Rome,  to  reach  the  Eternal  City  by 
St.  John's  Eve;  for,  says  he,  "You  know 
the  old  Roman  proverb,  'Happy  the 
mother  whose  child  shall  celebrate  mass 
in  Rome  on  St.  John's  Eve.'  Oh,  how  I 
desire  to  give  mother  this  happiness!  but 
this  was  impossible,  and  it  vexed  me 
greatly  to  find  it  so." 

Luther's  mother  must  have  often,  in 
later  years,  thought  of  her  heroic  son 
with  deep  anxiety,  and  remembered  him 
daily  in  her  prayers.  She  lived  until  the 
year  1531,  surviving  her  husband  scarce- 
ly a  year.  Her  last  years  were  made  com- 
fortable by  a  small  independence  which 
was  secured  to  his  parents  by  their  son. 
She  was  buried  by  her  husband  in  the 
churchyard  of  the  little  village  in  which 
they  had  lived  and  where  they  reared 
their  children. 

The  Mother  of  Thomas  Carlyle 

In  1832  Thomas  Carlyle  in  his  "Renv 
iniscences"  described  his  mother,  Mar- 
garet Aiken,  as  "the  best  of  all  mothers, 
to  whom,"  he  says,  "I  owe  endless  grati- 
tude." 

Carlyle's  father  was  a  mason,  and  if 
but  "half  developed"  was  a  shrewd  ob- 
server, and  was  not  slow  to  note  the 
promise  of  his  son.  Mrs.  Carlyle  was  an 
earnest  Calvinist,  and  in  season  and  out, 
after  she  had  learned  penmanship,  wrote 
to  him  regarding  his  spiritual  welfare. 
She  urged  him  to  mind  the  golden  season 
of  youth,  and  seek  his  Creator  while  He 
might   yet   be   found. 

There  existed  between  Carlyle  and  his 
mother  a  peculiar  and  passionate  at- 
tachment. All  his  letters  show  his  deep 
love  for  her.  He  tells  her  that  "he  can 
never  be  sufficiently  grateful,  not  only 
for  the  common  kindness  of  a  mother, 
but  for  the  unceasing  watchfulness  with 
which  she  strove  to  instill  virtuous  prin- 
ciples into  his  young  mind."  In  another 
letter  he  wrote  her: 

"I  know  well  and  feel  deeply  that  you 
entertain  the  most  solicitous  anxiety 
about  my  temporal,  and  still  more  about 


my  eternal  welfare.  As  to  the  former  of 
which  I  still  have  hopes  that  all  your 
tenderness  will  yet  be  repaid;  and  as  to 
the  latter,  though  it  becomes  not  the 
human  worm  to  boast,  I  would  fain  per- 
suade you  not  to  entertain  so  many 
doubts.  Your  character  and  mine  are  far 
more  similar  than  you  imagine;  and  our 
opinions,  too,  though  clothed  in  differ- 
ent garbs,  are,  I  well  know,  still  analo- 
gous at  bottom." 

Carlyle  was  deeply  touched  by  the  lov- 
ing kindness  always  shown  by  his  moth- 
er, and  he  carefully  treasured  every  let- 
ter she   wrote   him. 

Carlyle's  name  stands  forever  linked 
with  the  domestic  circle  to  which  he  be- 
longed. No  other  famous  man  of  letters 
is  so  closely  and  permanently  associated 
with  home  and  family.  He  was  a  noble 
son  and  faithful  brother,  and  whatever 
his  faults  as  a  man,  he  was  a  hero  to  his 
own  kindred. 

Mr.  Froude  characterizes  Carlyle's  af- 
fection for  his  mother  as  the  strongest 
personal  passion  he  experienced  through- 
out all  his  life.  She  was  proud  and  will- 
ful as  he.  He  was  continually  sending 
her  money  and  presents. 

Finally  came  the  parting,  when  Car- 
lyle left  his  Scotland  home  for  London. 
In  which  heart  the  grief  was  most  poig- 
nant it  would  be  hard  to  say.  The  good 
old  mother  was  not  to  survive  very  long. 
She  died  in  185  3,  and  the  event  is  thus 
pictured  by  her  son: 

"Never  was  a  more  perfect  politeness 
of  heart,  beautifully  shining  through  its 
native  bits  of  embarrassments  and  simple 
peasant  forms.  A  pious  mother,  if  there 
ever  was  one;  pious  to  God  the  Maker 
and  to  all  He  had  made.  Intellect,  humor, 
softest  pity,  love,  and  above  all,  perfect 
veracity  in  thought,  in  work,  mind  and 
action;  these  were  her  characteristics,  and 
had  been  now  for  above  eighty-three 
years,  in  humble,  diligent,  beneficent  and 
often  toilsome  and  suffering  life,  which 
right  surely  had  not  been  in  vain  for  her- 
self and  others." 

Afterward  in  writing  on  the  subject  of 
her  going  from  him,  Carlyle  used  these 
words:  "A  mother  dead;  it  is  an  epoch 
for  us  all;  and  to  each  one  of  us  it 
comes  with  a  pungency  as  if  peculiar,  a 
look  of  originality  and  singularity." 

A  Mother's  Kiss 

And  there  is  a  mighty  power  in  a 
mother's  kiss.  One  kiss  made  Benjamin 
West  a  painter,  and  the  memory  of  it 
clung  to  him  through  life.  One  kiss  will 
drive  away  the  fear  in  the  dark  and 
make  the  little  one  brave.  It  will  give 
strength  where  there  is  weakness. 

I  saw  a  mother  out  with  her  little  boy, 
and  he  had  steel  braces  on  both  legs  to 
his  hips,  and  when  I  got  near  enough  to 


them  I  learned  by  their  conversation  that 
wasn't  the  first  time  the  mother  had  had 
him  out  for  a  walk.  She  had  him  out  ex- 
ercising him  so  he  would  get  the  use  of 
his  limbs.  He  was  struggling  and  she 
smiled  and  said,  "You  are  doing  well  to- 
day; better  than  you  did  yesterday,"  and 
she  stooped  and  kissed  him,  and  the  kiss 
of  encouragement  made  him  work  all  the 
harder,  and  he  said,  "Mamma,  I'm  go- 
ing to  run;  look  at  me."  And  he  started, 
and  one  of  his  toes  caught  on  the  steel 
brace  on  the  other  leg  and  he  stumbled, 
but  she  caught  him  and  kissed  him,  and 
said,  "That  was  fine,  son;  how  well  you 
did  it!"  Now,  he  did  it  because  his 
mother  had  encouraged  him  with  a  kiss. 
He  didn't  do  it  to  show  off.  Oh,  there's 
power  in  a  kiss! — The  Family. 

(SEE  NOTICES  ON  PAGE  23) 

Courting  God's  Favor 

Knowing,  without  a  doubt,  that  the 
young  people  of  the  Church  of  God 
will  be  depended  upon  to  carry  on  the 
work  of  the  Lord,  it  behooves  us,  as  true- 
blue,  and  loyal  Christians  and  soldiers  of 
the  cross,  to  prepare  ourselves  for  the 
time  when  Duty  shall  call  us. 

Now  as  I  look  upon  the  life  that  our 
young  people,  as  a  whole,  are  living,  I 
can  see  a  large  field  for  improvement, 
for  although  a  lot  of  us  are  living  holy, 
consecrated  lives  of  prayer  and  constant 
reading  of  the  Word,  and  holding  up  Je- 
sus in  our  daily  life  wherever  we  go, 
there  are  others  who  are  satisfied  to  live 
on  the  surface  of  God's  love  and  favors. 

Let  us  wake  up,  my  friends,  and  get 
to  work.  There  is  a  vast  field  of  labor 
for  us  right  in  our  own  town. 

Do  you  ever  think  about  the  jails  that 
are  just  full  of  men  and  women  who,  if 
won  for  God,  would  be  a  star  in  your 
crown?  You  will  be  surprised  how  much 
they  appreciate  a  little  visit  from  some 
kind-hearted  person  who  can  help  them 
in  their  hour  of  trouble.  Then  there  are 
the  hospitals  full  of  sick,  discouraged 
people;  and  how  about  that  poor,  neg- 
lected family,  perhaps  a  widow  with  a 
group  of  little  children? 

Now  you  know  when  a  young  man 
wants  to  win  the  favor  of  some  one  he 
likes,  he  puts  on  his  best  manners  and 
clothes  and  tries  his  very  best  to  be  a 
better  man  all  the  way  around.  So  it  is 
if  we  want  to  win  the  favor  of  God.  If 
we  love  Him  let  us  keep  His  command- 
ments and  keep  ourselves  unspotted  from 
this  world.  Visit  those  in  prison,  the 
sick  and  poor,  for  inasmuch  as  we  do  it 
unto  these  we  do  it  unto  Christ. 

May  the  good  Lord  bless  you  everyone. 
— "Sunshine." 

(SEE  NOTICES  ON  PAGE  23) 
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BEFORE  YE  ASK  HIM 

The  little  home  missionary  glanced 
hurriedly  at  the  clock,  then  slipping  in- 
to her  coat,  her  Bible  in  hand,  she  went 
out. 

She  shivered  a  little  as  she  faced  the 
wind.  How  cold  it  was!  Even  the  trees 
that  lined  the  windrswept  street  were 
gaunt  and  stiff.  And  there  were  five 
long  blocks  yet  to  walk.  She  wished  she 
were  in  the  warm,  heated  church. 

Dorothy  saw  her  take  her  place  on  the 
platform.  A  little  slender  figure  with 
wistful  brown  eyes  set  in  a  pale  gem  of 
a  face. 

"Who  is  she?"  Dorothy  whispered  to 
Mother  who  was  sitting  by  her  side. 

"That  is  Miss  Hume,  dear,"  said  Moth- 
er. She  is  going  to  tell  about  her  work 
among  the  Mexicans.  Isn't  she  pretty?" 

Dorothy  nodded. 

"But,  Mother,"  she  said  in  a  moment, 
"look  at  the  coat  she  is  wearing.  It's 
just  the  thinnest  kind  of  a  summer  coat. 
I  wonder  if  she  has  a  winter  coat." 

But  after  listening  to  that  impas- 
sioned plea  of  the  suffering  hardships  of 
the  people  around  the  little  Mexican 
center  Dorothy  was  satisfied  Miss  Hume 
had  worn  the  best  she  had.  Coats  were 
not  as  important  as  food  for  the  hungry. 

"I'm  so  sorry,"  she  was  thinking, 
"a  summer  coat  in  mid-winter." 

It  was  a  week  later.  Miss  Hume  was  in 
the  mission,  needle  in  hand.  In  the 
middle  of  the  room  a  quilting  frame  was 
stretched  and  around  it  a  group  of  dark- 
eyed  women   and  girls  were  working. 

Suddenly  Beulah  Hume  looked  up. 
"The  quilt  is  almost  finished,"  she  said 
excitedly,  "and  isn't  it  beautiful?" 

"And  how  warm  on  the  bed  of  sick 
Porfida!"  said  a  young  woman  smiling 
with  a  flash  of  white  teeth. 

"It  will  keep  her  nice  and  warm.  It 
has  an  inner  lining  of  the  warmest  wool," 
said  Miss  Hume  quietly.  Poor  Porfida! 

Just  then  the  doorbell  rang. 

"Open  the  door,  will  you,  Marcelina?" 
said  Beulah  Hume. 

One  of  the  younger  girls  got  up  quick- 
ly and  answered  it.  There  on  the  thres- 
hold stood  a  small  boy  holding  a  long 
box  in  his  hands. 

"This  is  for  Miss  Hume.  Is  she  here?" 
he  asked  smiling. 

Beulah  Hume  got  up  and  extended  her 
hand. 

"I'll  take  it.  I  am  she,"  she  said  grac- 
iously,  "and   thank  you." 

Up  in  her  small  room  she  untied  the 
string  carefully.  Then  she  lifted  the  lid. 


The  Call  of  the  Cross 

An  appreciation  of  Myrtle  Endlich 
Kurlak 

She  heard  the  call  of  the  Cross  one  day, 
Calling  to  lands  that  were  far  away, 
To  lands  as  dark  as  the  darkest  night, 
Where  they  grope  in  the  gloaming,  with- 
out the  light; 
If  only  the  Cross  with  its  golden  ray, 
Might  shadow  the  path  of  their  darkened 
way. 

She  answered   the   call   of   the   Cross  one 

day, 
Though  it  called  to  a  land  that  was  far 

away, 
To  lift  high  the  torch  of  His  wondrous 

love; 
To  show   them  the  way  to     His     home 

above; 
And   the   Cross   led  on,   and   its  shadows 

fell 
On  their  sin  and  gloom,  and  their  hearts 

as  well. 

She  lived  'neath  the  shade     of  the  Cross 

each  hour, 
And    the    strength    of    the    Cross    was    a 

sheltering  tower, 
And  she  showed  them  the  love  that  had 

lifted  high 
The  Saviour  of  men,  on  the  Cross  to  die, 
Till  the  Cross  on  their  pathway  they  saw 

at  last, 
And  under  its  shadow  their  burdens  cast. 

And  under  its  shadow  she  passed  one  day, 
To  a  Beautiful  Country,  so  far  away; 
But   she   lighted   a   beacon    that   gleamed 

afar, 
And  the  Cross  still  glowed,  like  a  radiant 

star: 
And  still   on   the  crossroads   the   shadow 

falls, 
But,  far  o'er  the  ocean,     the     Cross  still 

calls — 

Calls  for  more  soldiers  to  battle  out  there, 
Soldiers  to  fill  up  the  ranks,  who     will 

bear 
High  o'er  the  desert,     the  light  of  the 

Cross, 
Till  the  long  shadows  shall  fall  across, 
Lighting  the  eyes  that  are  dim  with  care. 
Shading  the  path  from  the  noonday  glare ; 

"So  I'll  cherish  the  old  rugged  Cross, 

Till  my  trophies  at  last  I  lay  down, 
I  will  cling  to  the  old  rugged  Cross, 
And  exchange     it  some  day     for  a 
crown." 

— Nell  Ruth  Koffc. 


But  she  fairly  gasped  when  she  saw  its 
contents — for  there  packed  securely  in  a 
nest  of  tissue  paper  lay  a  soft,  warm 
coat  made  of  the  most  beautiful  material 
she  had  ever  seen.  A  coat  exquisite  in  its 
taste  and  tailoring.  A  coat  such  as  Beulah 
Hume,  home  missionary,  had  never 
dreamed  of  owning. 

She  shook  out  its  clinging  folds  with 
hands  that  were  trembling.  Then  she 
slipped  it  on.  How  well  it  fitted.  Each 
line  clung  caressingly  to  her  slender  lit- 
tle figure.  She  gazed  transfigured  at  the 
change  reflected  in  the  mirror.  Enfolded 
in  a  coat  like  this  she  need  never  be 
ashamed — she  could  take  her  place  in  any 
audience. 

Suddenly  her  hand  in  one  of  the  deep 
pockets  touched  an  envelope.  She  drew 
it  out  and  stood  there,  reading: 

"My  Dear  Miss  Hume,"  it  ran, 
"Mother  and  I  heard  your  splendid  ad- 
dress given  at  Bethel  Church  last  Wednes- 
day. It  gave  me  a  new  vision  of  service 
and  made  me  realize  how  far  I  have  fallen 
short  for  I've  never  been  interested  in 
missions  or  missionaries  before.  But  some- 
how seeing  you  there  and  hearing  you  tell 
of  your  work  among  another  race  set  me 
to  thinking.  How  much  you  have  sacri- 
ficed for  these  people!  But  some  day  when 
you  see  Him  face  to  face  I  know  you  will 
be  glad. 

"Now  I  too  want  to  do  what  I  can.  I 
had  a  present  of  this  coat  for  my  birth- 
day just  a  week  ago,  but  I  have  more 
clothes  than  I  need,  and  I  would  rather 
you  had  it  than  any  one  in  the  world. 
Some  day  soon  I  am  coming  to  the  mis- 
sion where  we  can  really  acquainted. 
Until  then  accept  this  little  token  of  my 
love. 

"Gratefully, 

"Dorothy  Graham."' 

Beulah  Hume  folded  the  letter  quietly, 
replacing  it  in  the  pocket.  How  lonely 
had  been  her  way!  And  now  God  in  His 
wisdom  had  seen  she  not  only  needed  a 
coat  but  a  friend. 

Suddenly  she  knelt  by  her  narrow  bed. 

"Dear  Lord,"  she  whispered,  "help  me 
never  to  doubt  your  love  and  care  again. 
The  way  has  been  long,  but  I  have  a 
Father  who  knoweth  what  I  have  need 
of  before  I  ask  Him." — Young  People's 
Delight. 

The  True  Missionary- 
Purpose 

A  critic  of  missions  who  says:  "I  am 
not  willing  to  spend  my  money  to  try  to 
impose  my  beliefs  on  others,"  represents 
those  who  seem  to  think  the  missionar/ 
activity  is  designed  merely  to  change 
people's  opinions.  Could  that  man  see 
what  is  going  on  in  many  communities 
where  missionaries  are  laboring — in  the 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service :  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  in  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  bf 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  Is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER' 
in    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
handed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  yon  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
if  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach   a   sermon    in   a    Y.    P.    E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and 
accept    Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    friends. 


BIBLE  LESSON 
Topic:   "What  is  Real  Christianity?" 

Scripture  lesson:  Jas.  1:19-27;  John  13: 
34,  3). 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
In  the  days  of  Jesus  many  thought 
they  were  His  followers  when  they  said, 
"Lord,  Lord."  Jesus  said  to  them  that  the 
mere  recital  of  that  creed  was  not  what 
He  desired  but  the  doing  of  God's  will. 
There  are  still  many  people  who  suppose 
that  Christianity  is  holding  a  correct 
theory  of  some  doctrine  or  reciting  a 
philosophical  creed  about  God  and  Christ 
and  the  Bible.  Christ  still  says  to  all  such, 
"It  is  the  life  and  not  the  profession  of 
the  lips  which  pleases  me."  Tolstoi,  in 
"War  and  Peace,"  describes  a  priest  help- 
ing to  unjustly  execute  a  fugitive.  Just 
before  he  did  so  he  held  the  cross  before 
the  doomed  man's  face  for  him  to  kiss. 
He  goes  on  to  say  that  that  priest  pro- 
fessed the  gospel  of  forgiveness  and  love 
and  practiced  its  opposite.  Is  such  "creed- 
anity"   Christianity? 

CHURCHANITY 
The   Pharisees   thought   they   were   re- 
ligious when   they  went  through   a  series 


of  forms  and  ceremonies.  Jesus  used  His 
harshest  words  against  them.  There  are 
still  some  people  who  think  that  mere 
attendance  to  the  outward  machinery  of 
the  church — giving  money,  attending 
services,  praying,  singing,  and  reading  the 
Bible — is  being  a  Christian.  After  going 
through  forms  they  proceed  to  live  un- 
clean, dishonest  lives  in  business  and  soc- 
ial relations.  Thus  do  they  prove  that 
their  Christianity  is  not  genuine.  It  is 
possible  to  be  near  the  church  and  far 
from  God.  Some  one  rightly  said, 
"Christianity  aims  at  making  all  men 
saints;  but  the  church  is  learning  at  last 
that  a  saint  who  is  unclean  and  indiffer- 
ent to  the  lives  of  his  fellowmen  is  prob- 
ably an  imposter." 

CHRISTIANITY 

Real  Christianity  is  a  type  of  life 
which  issues  from  one's  union  with 
Christ.  It  is  actual  living  according  to 
the  principles  of  the  Gospel  of  Christ 
with  the  help  of  Christ.  One  may  not 
have  his  theology  worked  out  to  a  phil- 
osophical nicety  and  observe  every  part 
of  the  ritual  according  to  all  the  rules  of 
etiquette,  but  may  live  a  clean,  helpful, 
brotherly,  Christ-like  life.  If  he  does,  he 
has  real  Christianity.  "By  their  fruits  ye 
shall  know  them  ....  Not  every  one 
that  saith  unto  me,  Lord,  Lord,  but  he 
that  doeth  the  will  of  my  Father  who  is 
in  heaven  ....  Ye  have  not  chosen  me 
but  I  have  chosen  you  and  ordained  you 
that  ye  bear  much  fruit;  and  so  shall  ye 
be  my  disciples." 

"What  care  I  for  cast  or  creed, 
It  is  the  deed,  it  is  the  deed." 

Christianity  is   love,  Matt.    5:43-48. 

Neighborliness,  Luke   10:3  0-37. 

Following  Christ,  John  21:2-22. 

Service,  John    13:14. 

Charitableness,  Matt.  7:1-5. 

Sympathy  for  need,  Matt.  6:1-4. 

Suggestion  for  meeting:  Ask  several  to 
come  with  written  statements  of  what 
they  think  Christianity  is.  Ask  some  one 
individual  to  make  a  copy  of  Jesus'  def- 
initions of  a  true  follower  and  one  who 
pleases  God.  Put  Jesus'  words  side  by  side 
with  the  definitions  which  are  given  in 
the  meeting.  Ask  each  one  present  to  for- 
mulate for  himself  the  type  of  life  he 
should  live  to  prove  his  loyalty  to  Christ 
and  then  pledge  himself  anew  to  live  that 
life  with  the  help  of  Christ. 


Lesson  Outline 

Topic:    "DIFFERENT   KINDS  OF 
CONSCIENCES" 

1.  An  evil  conscience  by  sin.  Heb.  10: 

22. 

2.  Defiled     conscience     by      unbelief. 
Titus   1:15. 

3.  Seared  conscience  by  hypocrisy.      1 
Tim.  4:2. 

4.  Convicted     conscience     by     Christ. 


John  8:9. 

5.  Weak  conscience  by  ignorance.  1 
Cor.  8:10. 

6.  Cleansed  by  Christ's  blood.  Heb.  9: 
14. 

7.  Perfect  by  Christ's  perfect  sacrifice. 
Heb.  9:9. 

8.  Faithful  conscience  by  obedience. 
1  Pet.   2:19. 

9.  Offenceless  conscience  by  careful- 
ness. Acts   24: 16. 

10.  Good  conscience  by  godliness.  Acts 
23:1. 

1 1 .  Pure  conscience  by  fidelity.  2  Tim. 
1:3. 

12.  Testifying   conscience   by   consecra- 
tion.  2  Cor.   1:12. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:  "Hoiv  Much  of  a  Goal  Should 

Money  Be?" 

Scripture  lesson:   Matt.  6:19-24,  33. 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 

Money  should  never  be  a  goal.  Web- 
ster's dictionary  defines  a  goal  as  fol- 
lows: "The  place  at  which  a  race  or  a 
journey  is  to  end.  The  final  purpose  or 
aim;  the  end  to  which  a  design  tends,  or 
which  a  person  aims  to  reach  or  attain." 
Assuredly  then,  money  should  never  be 
a  goal,  for  it  should  never  be  the  aim  and 
end  of  human  activity.  When  Selina 
asked  Sobig  what  he  meant  by  being 
"successful"  he  replied,  "Rich — lots  of 
money."  His  mother  said,  "Oh,  no,  no! 
That's  not  success.  The  thing  that  Roelf 
does,  that's  success."  Ever  must  this  be 
kept  in  mind:  that  money  in  itself  is  not 
a  goal.  It  is  what  you  do  with  it  that 
counts. 

A  STARTING  POINT 

Money  is  a  starting  point.  When  once 
you  possess  it  then  the  problem  is,  what 
to  do  with  it?  One  should  desire  money 
only  that  once  it  is  had  he  can  begin 
something  else.  When  one  possesses  money 
he  can  begin  to  secure  an  education,  be- 
gin to  travel,  begin  to  purchase  books, 
begin  to  help  the  poor,  begin  to  build  a 
house.  One  of  the  remarkable  characters 
of  our  generation  was  Steinmetz,  the 
electrical  wizard.  He  preached  and  prac- 
ticed the  doctrine  that  money  is  essential 
only  to  give  the  necessities  of  life,  so 
that  a  man  is  free  then  to  begin  to  make 
his  life  count  for  higher  things.  He  never 
drew  a  salary  from  the  electrical  com- 
pany: he  drew  money  only  when  he 
needed  it  for  his  personal  expenses  or  for 
pleasure  or  to  purchase  apparatus  and 
equipment  for  his  work.  Dr.  Jowett 
warns  about  the  danger  of  making  mon- 
ey an  end:  "At  the  beginning  money  is 
our  highway,  along  which  we  are  march- 
ing to  something  else;  in  the  feverish 
quest  it  becomes  our  goal.  We  begin 
making  money  for  finer  ends,  we  end  by 
making  money.   We  make  money,      and 
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that  is  all  we  make,  and  we  are    unmade 
in  the  making." 

A  MEANS 
Money,  then,  is  always  a  means  to  an 
end,  not  an  end.  It  cannot  buy  artistic 
ability,  but  its  rightful  use  may  enable 
a  man  to  train  himself  to  be  an  artist.  It 
cannot  buy  an  education,  but  its  use  may 
enable  a  man  to  gain  an  education.  It 
will  not  buy  happiness,  but  its  rightful 
use  may  bring  happiness.  It  cannot  make 
a  home,  but  if  used  wisely  it  may  give 
one  the  means  whereby  to  build  a  real 
home.  It  can  not  purchase  culture,  but 
used  for  travel,  music,  art,  good  books, 
and  the  like,  it  can  put  one  in  a  position 
to  become  cultured.  Well  may  we  agam 
and  again  ponder  those  words  of  Thoreau: 
"The  cost  of  a  thing  is  the  amount  of 
what  I  will  call  life,  which  is  required  to 
be  exchanged  for  it,  immediately  or  in 
the  long  run.  To  have  done  anything  by 
which  you  earned  merely  money  is  to 
have  been  idle  and  worse." 

A  TOOL 

Money  is  an  instrument,  a  tool,  the  use 
of  which  brings  desirable  ends.  By  it  one 
forges  other  things,  builds,  creates,  just 
as  by  the  use  of  other  tools  workmen 
forge  and  build  and  create  things.  Watts 
has  a  famous  picture  which  bears  the 
title,  "Sic  transit  gloria  mundi" — so 
passes  away  the  glory  of  the  world.  It 
represents  a  bier  over  which  is  thrown  a 
shroud.  Under  the  shroud  is  a  silent  form. 
All  around  the  picture  are  the  little  ar- 
ticles which  reveal  the  treasures  of  the 
departed — art,  books,  furniture,  etc.  All 
these  things  on  which  he  centered  his 
heart  have  passed  away.  Unless  with  his 
money  he  built  something  into  his  soul 
he  died  a  pauper.  So  the  painter  has  put 
around  the  three  sides  of  the  picture 
these  three  inscriptions:  "What  I  spent, 
I  had;  what  I  kept,  I  lost;  what  I  gave, 
I  have." 

Suggestion  for  meeting:  Ask  several  to 
tell  why  they  want  money  and  what  they 
would  do  with  it  if  they  possessed  it. 
Suggest  that  some  one  tell  the  uses  to 
which  money  can  be  put — spending,  giv- 
ing, saving — and  tell  in  what  sense  all 
those  uses  are  legitimate.  Inquire  of  some 
one  whether  cases  have  been  known 
where  money  was  a  curse  to  individuals 
and  to  nations. 

TO  PROVIDE  FOR  OTHERS 
"It  is  more  blessed  to  give  than  to  re- 
ceive" (Acts  20:35).  One  should  strive 
to  accumulate  money  so  as  to  be  able  to 
give  it  for  all  those  worthy  causes  which 
help  and  bless  humanity.  To  have  a  sur- 
plus of  money  with  which  to  give  is  in 
itself  a  service  to  the  Kingdom.  To  give 
for  libraries,  churches,  schools  and  hospi- 
tals, to  give  to  the  poor  and  the  needy, 
to   give   to  charitable  and   philanthropic 


organizations — these  and  all  forms  of 
giving  are  a  service  to  God.  The  woman 
in  the  days  of  Jesus  spent  money  for  a 
beautiful  act — an  alabaster  box  of  oint- 
ment. Jesus  commended  her.  It  is  legiti- 
mate to  strive  to  have  money  to  secure 
for  yourself  and  others  the  beautiful  in 
life. 

Dishonest  gain,  Jas.  5:1-8. 

Rich  and  unselfish,  Gen.   13:1-18. 

Rich  and  selfish,  Luke   16:19-31. 

Honest  riches,  Job.  1:1-3;  42:12. 

Wedded  to  wealth,  Matt.    19:16-30. 

The  gold-hunter's  fate,  Jer.    17:9-11. 

It  would  be  interesting  to  have  four 
of  your  young  people  debate  the  follow- 
ing auestion:  "Resolved  that  money  is  a 
blessing  to  the  church."  Give  this  to  four 
of  your  best  speakers. 

A  Lighted    Pathway  Program 

We  are  asking  you  to  make  one  ot 
your  Y.  P.  E.  services  a  Lighted  Path- 
way service,  and  make  your  whole  pro- 
gram from  the  material  found  in  its 
pages.  Choose  your  own  scripture  lesson, 
using  "Light"  for  your  thought  through- 
out. Choose  songs  on  this  subject  and 
then  let  the  different  ones  discuss  the 
article,  poem,  or  page  that  has  brought 
them  the  greatest  blessing.  You  can 
make  this  a  very  interesting  and  inspir- 
ing program. 

Mother's  Day  Play 
MEMORY'S   TRAIN 

The  platform  should  be  arranged  as  a 
living  room.  Table,  lamp  and  rocker,  also 
a  baby  bed. 

Characters:  A  man  dressed  as  a  train 
conductor  or  in  ordinary  clothes  with 
large  strips  across  his  breast  with  large 
letters,  Memory  Line.  A  young  mother 
dressed  in  house  dress.  A  middle-aged 
mother  dressed  in  house  dress.  An  aged 
mother  dressed  appropriately.  A  baby  or 
doll.  A  6-year-old  boy.  A  young  man  of 
high  school  age.  This  young  man  may 
take  the  place  of  the  one  who  is  leaving 
home  also.  A  middle-aged  man.  Singers 
and  readers.  One  person  may  do  all  the 
singing    behind   curtain. 

Before  curtain  opens  the  conductor 
steps   in   front  of   curtain   and   speaks: 

We  are  presenting  to  you  something 
unique  in  a  Mother's  Day  service.  To  en- 
ter thoroughly  into  the  spirit  of  the  serv- 
ice, it  is  necessary  for  you  to  let  your 
imagination  carry  you  aboard  the  train 
of  memory.  We  ask  that  you  enter  whole- 
heartedly into  this  service,  letting  it  fill 
your  own  particular  needs,  to  the  end 
that  mothers  may  be  honored  and  our 
God  be  glorified  as  the  Giver  of  won- 
drous gifts. 

Then  comes  the  opening  song,  to  the 
familiar  revival  tune,  "Life's  Railway  to 
Heaven": 


Let  us  go  on  mem'ry's  railway,  for  a  ride 

back  through  the  years; 
Let  us  seek  familiar  landmarks  which  our 

memory  endears; 
Let's  recall  our  childish  sorrows  and  our 

joys  and  pleasures,  too, 
As  this  speeding  train  of  mem'ry 

brings  them  all  within  our  view. 

CHORUS: 

Train  of  mem'ry  take  us  backward, 

for  a  survey  of  the  years — 
Mother  Love  at  every  milepost, 

sharing  all  our  joys  and  fears. 
Other  mem'ries  come  before  us 

as  we  think  of  days  gone  by, 
And  we  quickly  pass  them  over 

with  but  scarce  a  fleeting  sigh, 
But  the  mem'ries  of  our  mothers 

seem  to  linger  with  us  best; 
Tender,  guiding  love  of  mothers 

stands  out  clear  above  the  rest. 

The  appropriate  scripture  reading  is 
found  in  Prov.  31:10-31.  Then  follows 
the  prayer: 

Divine  Father,  thou  hast  endowed  the 
world  with  the  precious  gift  of  mothers. 
Let  us  look  to  Thee  today  for  guidance 
as  we  take  this  trip  through  the  realms 
of  memory.  Pohvt  out  to  us  the  loving 
sacrifices,  the  tender  care,  and  the  watch- 
ful guiding  hand  that  was  Mother's,  and 
lead  us  along  the  ivay  to  the  realization 
and  appreciation  of  the  fact  that  true 
motherhood  is  a  more  wonderful  career 
than  any  devised  by  human  agencies  in 
the  world  of  today.  Let  us  ever  honor 
and  reverence  true  motJyerhood  as  one  of 
thy  divine  agencies  for  the  upbuilding  of 
thy  kingdom.  In  Clyrist's  name  we  ask  it. 
Amen. 

The  Conductor  next  recites: 
There's  a  train  waiting  here 

That  is  chartered  for  you; 
And  it  runs  on  mem'ry's  line; 

Won't  you  board  it  with  me 
For  a  glimpse  of  the  past, 

To  think  of  your  mother  and  mine? 
The  distance  will  vary, 

And  the  stations  reveal 
For  each  a  different  view, 

But  all  down  the  way 
On  the  memory  line 

There's  mother  love,  tender  and  true. 

From  the  youngest  here, 

To  the  oldest  one, 
As  we're  riding  on  mem'ry's  train, 

In  familiar  scenes 
Of  the  by-gone  days, 

It's  mother  again  and  again. 
All  aboard,  all  aboard! 

We've  started  the  trip, 
We're  off  on  mem'ry's  way, 

Let's  listen  a  bit 
As  we're  speeding  along 
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To  hear  what  our  passengers  say. 

(To  the  tune  of  "We've  a  Story  to  Tell 
to  the  Nations") 

We've  a  story  to  tell  of  our  mothers, 
As  we  ride  on  memory's  line — 

A  story  of  love  and  devotion, 
A  love  that  is  pure  and  fine, 
A  love  that  is  pure  and  fine. 

CHORUS: 

Watch  the  scenes  as     they     change     so 
quickly, 
As  our  train  goes  speeding  along. 
And   see   how    mothers   have   blessed    the 
world 
All  down  through  the  ages  long. 

We  recall  all  the  joys  of  our  childhood 
And  the  one  who  always  was  near 

To  banish  our  childish  sorrows 
And  tell  us  never  to  fear. 
And  tell  us  never  to  fear. 

Though  our  journey  on      this     train  of 
mem'ry 
Is  not  long  as  we  count  the  years, 
The  brighter  the  thought  of  mothers, 
The  mem'ry  that  warms  and  cheers, 
The  mem'ry  that  warms  and  cheers. 
First  Scene:  Curtains  open  and  a  young 
mother    is    seated    in    rocker,      rocking    a 
baby.  She  sings: 

SWEET  BABY  of  MINE 
(Tune — Luther's  Cradle  Hymn) 
O  dear  little  baby,  your  mother  is  here, 
No    harm    will    befall    you   while      she   is 

near; 
Secure  in   the  arms  that   round  you  en- 
twine, 
You're  safe  from  all  danger,  sweet  baby 
of  mine. 

O  dear  little  baby,  now  cuddle  to  sleep, 

Your  mother  will  faithful  watch  o'er  you 
keep; 

With  prayer  unto  God,  for  blessings  di- 
vine, 

And  love  for  you  ever,  sweet  baby  of 
mine. 

As  she  begins  to  sing  the  last  verse  she 
goes  to  baby  bed  and  lays  the  baby 
down  as  she  finishes  the  song.  She  con- 
tinues to  kneel  as  she  sings  softly: 

Hush,  my  dear,  lie  still  and  slumber, 
Holy  angels  guard  thy  bed. 

As  she  sings  two  girls  dressed  as  angels 
quietly  enter  and  stand  beside  her.  The 
curtain  closes. 

Second  scene:  Mother  and  six-year-old 
son  enter  room.  Boy  holds  books  and  car- 
ries lunch  basket.  Mother  embraces  him 
and  they  kneel  in  prayer.  A  prayer  may 
be  offered  or  prayed  silently.  Boy  leaves 
platform  waving  mother  and  calling, 
"Good-bye,   Mother." 

Third  scene:  Mother  seated  in  deep 
thought.  Much  expression  should  be  used 
in  this.  Use  some  one  who  knows  how. 

It  is  great  to  be  a  mother!  After  hav- 


ing been  a  mother  for  a  long,  long  time, 
the  memories  alone  are  worth  the  strug- 
gle! Live,  active  memories  full  of  action 
and  color!  A  real  job  it  is,  too,  to  be  a 
mother.  No  mere  man  has  the  privilege  to 
fill  the  position.  The  President  of  the 
United  States,  all  honor  to  him,  perhaps 
has  the  job  that  approaches  most  accur- 
ately to  a  similarity.  After  serving  his 
country  4  years  he  retires  broken  under 
the  strain  and  heavy  pressure  of  responsi- 
bility and  care,  eyes  grown  dim  and  hair 
faded.  But  the  President  has  nothing  on 
Mother  when  it  comes  to  the  well-earned 
gray  hairs;  and  as  to  responsibility  and 
care,  hard  luck  and  tough  breaks,  she  has 
as  many  as  any  executive. 

Yes,  it's  great  to  be  a  mother!  And  it 
isn't  all  work  and  war  and  weariness. 
There  are  mountains  of  joyous  anticipa- 
tion, rivers  of  joy  in  righteous  service, 
bursting  pride  in  clean,  healthy  produc- 
tion, and  an  eternal  accomplishment  of 
purpose.  Each  night  as  she  "tucks  the 
kivers  in"  there  is  consciousness  of  a 
day's  work  well  rendered.  And  there  is 
response —  kisses,  mischievous  surprises 
meant  to  signify  appreciation,  and  conv 
panionship!  "Aw — don't  worry,  Mother, 
y'u  still  got  me."  Yes,  "taxes  are  due," 
the  "home  must  go,"  "can't  get  work," 
"grocery  bill  cut,"  etc.,  etc. — but,  Sonny 
is  there  to  console,  with  his  arm  about 
her  neck — "Don't  worry,  y'u  still  got 
me."  And  isn't  that  something?  Some- 
thing that  is  hers  and  God's  and  if 
Father  has  been  brave  and  faithful  and 
not  a  deserter,  why,  of  course,  he  also 
shares  in  the  possession. 

Yes,  a  mother's  life  is  great.  It  is 
great  because  it  is  hard.  All  great  things 
have  to  be  earned.  Who  wants  to  live  an 
easy  life?  What  compensation  does  it 
bring?  At  the  end  there  is  nothing  but 
ashes.  But  the  life  of  a  faithful,  sacrific- 
ing mother  has  not  been  lived  in  vain.  She 
has  something  to  show.  To  show?  No, 
she  learned  'way  back  there  that  "show" 
doesn't  count.  But  she  has  something, 
something!  Something  that  God  under- 
stands and  appreciates. 

Then,  here  comes  Mother's  Day!  Well, 
that  is  getting  it  back!  Sentiment,  honor, 
front  seats — well,  can't  she  just  slip 
away  a  bit?  It  is  so  bewildering.  She  is 
afraid  she  is  going  to  cry!  But,  after  all, 
she  admits  it's  great,  after  all,  to  be  a 
mother! 

Boy  of  high  school  age  enters  with 
face  beaming:  "O  Mother,  would  you 
like  to  see  my  high  school  diploma?" 
Mother  rises  and  pats  him  on  the  shoul- 
der saying,  "I'm  proud  of  my  boy." 

He  speaks:  "Mother,  I  can  truly  say 
with  Abraham  Lincoln,  All  I  am  and  all 
I  ever  hope  to  be  I  owe  to  my  mother. 
It  has  been  your  guiding  hand  and  your 
prayers  for  me  that  have  brought  me  to 


this   day."    (Curtain  closes.) 

Fourth  scene:  Boy  enters  carrying  suit- 
case. Mother  follows.  As  she  enters  she 
begins  reciting  very  touchingly  the  fol- 
lowing poem: 

LEAVING  HOME 

O  boy  o'mine,  O  joy  o'mine,  you're  leav- 
ing home  today, 

Come  wirh  me  to  our  inglenook  and  let 
us  kneel  and  pray. 

The  pathway  leading  from  our  door  is 
full  of  pits  and  snares, 

And  dangers  lurk  on  every  side  to  trap' 
you  unawares. 

Sweet  siren  voices  full  of  lure  will  whis- 
per in  your  ear, 

And  seek  to  turn  you  from  the  way  your 
mother  holds  so  dear. 

So  come  with  me,  O  boy  o'mine,  and  let 
us  kneel  and  pray, 

That  God  may  be  your  comrade  and 
protect  you  all  the  way. 

O  boy  o'mine,  O  joy  o'mine,  it's  hard  to 

see  you  go. 
For  my  heart  is  a  mother's  heart  and,  oh, 

I  love  you  so. 
My  dream  for  you  is  not     of     fame  or 

treasures  vast  of  gold, 
Or   that   men   may      speak      your      name 

abroad   with   praises  manifold. 

My  dream  for  you  is  not  of  these,  for 
fading  flowers  are  they, 

And  some  day  by  the  whirlwind  will  be 
scattered  by  the  way. 

My  dream  for  you  is  not  of  things  that 
transient  are  and  vain, 

And  as  cheerless  to  the  spirit  as  the  cheer- 
less autumn  rain. 

O   boy   o'mine,   O   joy  o'mine,   wherever 

you  may  roam, 
In  this  heart  of  mine  remember  you  will 

always  have   a  home. 
My  dream  for  you  is  purity,  but  if  you 

should  slip  and  fall, 
Oh,  wing  a  prayer  to  God,  my  boy,  and 

He  will  heed  your  call. 

His  love  for  you  is  wonderful,  and  moth- 
er's love  is  true, 

And  day  and  night  where'er  you  roam, 
I'll  always  think  of  you. 

The  years  may  bring  you  sorrow,  and  the 
years  may  bring  you  joy, 

But  in  shadow,  or  in  sunshine,  I'll  be 
praying  for  my  boy. 

Fifth  scene:  Enter  a  mother  who  is 
feeble  and  old.  She  crosses  the  plat- 
form with  tottering  steps,  sits  in  rocker 
and  takes  Bible  in  lap  as  though  she  is 
reading. 

Soloist  sings,  "Where  We'll  Never 
Grow  Old."  Curtain  closes. 

Sixth  scene:  Enter  son.  An  older  man 
must  now  take  the  son's  place.  He  carries 
a  box  of  flowers  which  he  places  on  a 
table.  He  looks  sadly  at  his  mother's  pic- 
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ture  on  the  wall.  He  takes  a  white  carna- 
tion and  pins  it  on  the  lapel  of  his  coat, 
and  wipes  his  eyes  with  his  handkerchief. 
He  sits  down,  takes  Bible  in  hand  and  be- 
gins to  turn  its  pages  as  he  sings  softly, 
"Blessed  book,  precious  book.  On  its  dear 
old  tear-stained  leaves  I  love  to  look." 

(Tune:    "Life's  Railway   to  Heaven") 
Well,  we're  back  on  mem'ry's  railroad 

from  a  journey  through  the  past. 
Vivid  were  our  recollections  as  the 

train  sped  on  so  fast. 
As  we  traveled  rails  of  mem'ry  and 

the  years  filed  in  view, 
All  the  way  there  traveled  with  us 

mother  love  so  kind  and  true. 
CHORUS: 
Train  of  mem'ries,  you  have  blest  us 

With  a  vision  of  the  past, 
And  the  thoughts  of  love  unselfish 

are  the  memories  that  last. 
Oh  the  memories  of  mothers, 

symbols  of  eternal  love! 
Let  us  honor  and  respect  them  as 

the  gift  of  God  above. 
God's  most  blessed  gift  to  mankind, 

mother  love  so  pure  and  true, 
Ever  in  your  mem'ry   travels   and 

reveals  itself  to  you. 

Greater   Works    Through    An 
Abiding  Christ 

I  believe  if  we  are  going  to  place 
greater  stress  on  any  of  the  things  Jesus 
said,  we  certainly  should  stress  those  last 
parting  messages  He  gave  His  disciples 
just  before  He  went  away.  In  one  of 
these  talks,  just  a  short  while  before  the 
mob  took  Him  from  the  garden  of  Geth- 
semane,  He  said  (John  18:12),  "Verily, 
verily,  I  say  unto  you,  he  that  believeth 
on  me,  the  works  that  I  do  shall  ye  do 
also;  and  greater  works  than  these  shall 
ye  do;  because  I  go  unto  my  Father." 

From  the  above  scripture  we  can  see 
that  Jesus  intended  for  His  disciples  to 
carry  on  the  work  that  He  started.  By 
this  I  do  not  mean  merely  to  hold  gather- 
ings, preach  sermons,  build  churches, 
teach  doctrines  and  carry  on  in  a  histori- 
cal way  a  memorial  of  the  once  famous 
Jesus  of  Nazareth;  I  mean  that  we  as 
His  followers  were  to  do  the  "works" 
that  Jesus  did,  yes,  and  "greater  works." 
The  works  that  Jesus  did  were  that 
He  healed  the  sick  and  cleansed  the  leper, 
the  blind  eyes  were  opened  and  broken 
!  hearts  were  bound  up.  Sinners  were  saved 
|  and  the  weary  were  given  rest.  This  is 
the  work  that  Jesus  intended  His  disci- 
ples to  continue  to  do. 

We  notice  that  the  early  disciples  and 
apostles  did  this  work  after  being  filled 
with  the  Holy  Ghost.  We  see  how  Peter 
and  John,  through  believing  in  Jesus, 
were  able  to  say,  "Rise  up  and  walk" 
(Acts  3:6).  Even  the  shadow  of  Peter 
was  sufficient  to  cause  the  sick     to  be 


healed  (Acts  5:15). 

"And  God  wrought  special  miracles 
by  the  hands  of  Paul:  so  that  from  his 
body  were  brought  unto  the  sick  hand- 
kerchiefs or  aprons,  and  the  diseases  de- 
parted from  them,  and  the  evil  spirits 
went  out  of  them."  Acts  19:11,  12. 

The  secret  of  their  power  was  that  the 
Lord  worked  with  them  confessing  the 
word  with  signs  following.  Mark 
16:20.  The  reason  that  the  Lord  was 
working  with  them  was  because  they 
were  obedient  to  His  command  for  we 
read  His  promise  in  which  He  said  He 
would  be  with  us  as  long  as  we  did  His 
will  (Matt.  28:19,  20).  "Go  ye  there- 
fore, and  teach  all  nations,  baptizing 
them  in  the  name  of  the  Father,  and  of 
the  Son,  and  of  the  Holy  Ghost;  teach- 
ing them  to  observe  all  things  whatso- 
ever I  have  commanded  you:  and  (if 
we  obey  Him  in  the  above  statement 
then  He  will  do  what  He  promised  in  the 
following)  lo,  Ii  am  with  you  alway, 
even  unto  the  end  of  the  world.  Amen." 

The  apostles  and  early  Christians  did 
not  claim  to  have  power  in  themselves 
but  testified  it  was  through  "faith  in  the 
name  of  Jesus;"  neither  did  Jesus  claim 
that  He  had  of  Himself  done  anything, 
but  said  in  John  8:29,  "And  he  that  sent 
me  is  with  me:  the  Father  hath  not  left 
me  alone;  for  I  do  always  those  things 
that  please  him." 

There  we  have  it.  Jesus  was  sent  of 
God,  because  He  always  did  those  things 
that  pleased  God.  The  apostles  were  sent 
by  Jesus  when  He  said,  "Go  ye,"  and 
they  obey  and  the  Lord  went  with  them 
and  therefore  were  able  to  do  the 
"greater  works." 

Some  have  gone  forth  and  God  was 
not  with  them  because  He  did  not  send 
them  and  then  others  have  been  sent 
and,  like  Saul,  son  of  Kish,  disobeyed  and 
God  departed  from  them.  It  certainly  is 
sad  to  suppose  that  we  have  Jesus  with 
us  when  He  is  not  with  us  as  in  the  case 
of  Mary  and  Joseph  when  Jesus  was  in 
the  temple  in  the  midst  of  the  doctors. 
They  had  started  back  to  Nazareth  and 
had  gone  a  day's  journey  before  they 
found  that  Jesus  was  not  in  their  midst. 
Samson  also  came  to  a  sad  end  be- 
cause his  head  was  shorn  and  "he  wist 
not  that  the  Lord  had  departed  from 
him."  Judges   16:20. 

Now  we  cannot  do  the  greater  works 
of  ourselves  but  we  are  entirely  depend- 
ent on  Jesus  and  the  condition  as  stated 
in  John  14:12  is  "He  that  believeth  on 
me,  the  works  that  I  do  shall  he  do  also;" 
because  of  the  unbelief  we  do  not  work 
sincerely  enough  to  produce  the  greater 
works.  The  ring  in  the  testimony  is  gone 
and  when  trials  come  our  professed  faith 
disappears.  Because  of  unbelief  we  get 
careless  in   our  speech  and   conduct   and 


dress  and  manner  of  life. 

May  God  again  wake  up  His  people  to 
the  need  of  the  hour  and  hear  His  call, 
"Who  will  go  for  us?  Who  can  I  send?" 
May  the  answer  be,  "Here  am  I,  send 
me."  I  am  sure  that  God  is  counting  on 
every  young  convert  to  tell  others  of 
what  God  has  done  for  him.  There  are 
so  many  vast  harvest  fields  where  scarce- 
ly any  laborers  are  working  for  God  that 
there  need  not  be  any  excuse  for  any  one 
to  say,  I  have  no  place  in  which  to  work. 

May  God  open  the  eyes  of  our  young 
people  that  they  may  see  the  need  of 
those  who  are  unsaved  as  God  really  sees 
them,  as  naked,  and  wounded,  and  half 
dead,  and  may  we  not  pass  by  uncon- 
cerned as  the  priest  and  Levite,  but  may 
we,  as  the  good  Samaritan,  who  is  a  type 
of  Jesus,  have  compassion  in  our  hearts 
and  do  something  quickly  as  the  Lord  is 
coming  soon  and  the  time  is  short. 

It  will  soon  be  time  for  us  to  be  gath- 
ering again  in  Chattanooga  for  the  Gen- 
eral Assembly  of  the  Church  of  God. 
Last  year  was  our  first  visit  to  the  Gen- 
eral Assembly  and  we  certainly  had  our 
soul  fed  especially  in  the  early  morning 
services  of  the  young  people. 

It  is  my  determination  to  lift  the 
fallen,  be  more  Christlike,  and  work 
harder  to  carry  the  good  news  to  the  lost 
who  have  never  heard,  than  ever  before. 
May  God  bless  all  who  read  this,  and  help 
you  to  do  the  "greater  works  through 
an  abiding  Christ." — Wm.  Pospisil,  Lig- 
nite, N.  Dak. 

LIFE'S  LITTLE  JOURNEY 
'Tis  a  little  journey 

This  we  walk, 
Hardly  time  for  murmurs 

Time  for  talk. 
Yet  we  learn  to  quarrel 

And  to  hate, 
Afterward  we  regret  it 

When  too  late. 
Why  must  there  be  hatred 

Greed  and  strife? 
Do  we  need  such  shadows 

Here  in  life? 
'Tis  a  little  journey 

Soon  gone  by, 
Let's  be  friends   together 

Ere  we  die. 

— Author  Unknown. 

Paul  says  to  Timothy,  and  so  he  says 
to  every  preacher,  "Give  thyself  unto 
reading."  The  man  who  never  reads  will 
never  be  quoted;  he  who  will  not  use 
the  thoughts  of  other  men's  brains, 
proves  that  he.  has  no  brains  of  his  own. 
— Spurgeon. 

The  best  woman  has  always  somewhat 
of  a  man's  strength;  and  the  noblest  man 
of  a  woman's  gentleness.  —  Thomas 
Hardy. 
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REAL  LIVING 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
to  go  to  the  city.  We  know  no  one  there. 
But  she  has  made  the  acquaintance  of  a 
young  man  who  has  filled  her  head  with 
the  glamour.  Oh,  please,  when  I  ask  you, 
won't  you  tell  the  facts  as  you  Army 
folks  see  them?"  He  nodded  understand- 
ingly,  as  they  heard  Bessie's  footsteps. 

"Here,  let  me  take  that  box.  It  is  too 
large  for  you,"  he  said  as  he  stepped 
quickly  forward. 

"Oh,  I'm  strong,"  she  answered  light- 
ly,  "Farmerettes   have   to  be." 

"What  a  fortunate  young  lady.  That  is 
fine.  It  will  certainly  be  a  great  help." 

"Is  there  much  misery  this  spring?" 
asked  Mrs.  Templeton. 

"Plenty.  Plenty,"  he  assured  her.  "So 
many  of  the  poor  folks  are  now  spending 
relief  money  in  the  taverns.  The  same 
coin  will  not  buy  bread  and  booze." 

"What  about  employment?  Is  it  any 
better." 

"Perhaps  a  little.  But  every  job  that 
is  advertised  has  a  good  many  people  af- 
ter it.  So  there's  a  good  many  poor  fel- 
lows ringing  doorbells  to  sell  household 
articles  that  nobody  wants."  Bessie  was 
listening  eagerly.  This  didn't  sound  ex- 
actly like  Ned's  stories  some  way. 

Casually  Mrs.  Templeton  asked,  "What 
would  be  the  chance  of  a  girl  like  Bes- 
sie getting  work?" 

The  man  turned  directly  toward  the 
girl.  "Do  you  want  work  in  the  city? 
What  can  you  do?"  As  she  did  not  an- 
swer he  suggested,  "Teach?  Do  you  have 
a  normal  certificate?  Stenography?  Secre- 
tarial? Bookkeeping?  Clerk  in  a  store?" 
She  shook  her  head  at  each  question  and 
for  the  first  time  a  doubt  crept  into  her 
head. 

He  looked  at  her  searchingly  and  said 
slowly,  "There  is  only  one  place  where 
you  would  be  sure  to  find  a  job,  but  if 
you  were  my  sister  I'd  rather  see  you 
starve  first." 

"What  is  it?"  she  breathed.  His  maa- 
ner  awed  her. 

"A  bar-maid.  The  new  saloons  are  de- 
manding pretty,  fresh-faced  country 
girls  to  lure  more  men  into  their  dens. 
You  could  get  in  there,  and  you'd  make 
quite  a  bit  of  money,  I  guess — for  a  little 
while.  The  beer  would  soon  spoil  your 
freshness,  though,  and  you  would  be 
pushed  into  the  street  to  make  way  for 
another  beauty — just  as  one  would  be 
pushed  aside  to  make  a  place  for  you." 

"Oh,  don't,  don't,"  and  Bessie  covered 
her  face  with  her  hands.  The  solemn 
tones  had  made  her  see  the  horrible  vis- 
ion  and   her  very  soul  recoiled. 

Turning  to  Mrs.  Templeton  he  said, 
feelingly,  "Mother,  if  you  love  your 
daughter  do  not  let  her  go  to  the  city 
to  find   work.      I   could   send   a  hundred 


girls  to  the  country  tomorrow,  if  I  could 
find  homes  for  them.  Keep  her  on  the 
farm  unless  you  have  friends  who  can 
give  her  a  home  until  she  can  secure  a 
foot-hold.  Or  a  friend  who  has  a  pull.  ' 

"But  I  do  have  a  friend  who  knows 
the  city,"  cried  Bessie  eager  to  defend  her 
case. 

"Who  is  it?"  asked  the  Army  man. 

"Why — why — it's  Ned  Rayburn." 

"Yes,  but  who  is  he?  A  city  official? 
On  the  police  force?  In  a  factory?  In  a 
store?  What  does  he  do?" 

"He — he  doesn't  do  anything  right 
now,'  admitted  Bessie.  "He's  been  out 
here  in  the  country  since  February." 

"Little  sister,  listen.  If  a  man  can  not 
find  work  for  himself  how  is  he  going 
to  get  a  respectable  job  for  you?  Better 
think  a  couple  of  times  before  you  trust 
your  future  to  such  a  flimsy  support  as 
that.  Last  winter  when  the  snow  fell  in 
the  city  streets  it  was  as  white  and  pure 
as  it  was  in  your  country  meadows,  but 
it  didn't  stay  that  way  very  long.  It 
was  soon  dirty  slush.  The  finest  kind 
of  people  are  often  soiled  by  the  wrong 
contacts  of  a  big  city." 

"I'd  like  to  have  my  own  pay  enve- 
lope every  week,"  said  Bessie,  but  half 
convinced. 

"I  grant  you  that  is  the  strongest  lure 
the  city  has  to  offer.  But  wait  a  minute. 
How  much  do  you  suppose  you  could 
earn?" 

"I  don't  know,"  uncertainly. 

'Not.  much,  now.  Unskilled  labor  is 
cheap.  You  might  be  able  to  pay  for  a 
cold,  little  hall  bedroom  and  by  close 
economy  you  might  be  able  to  eat  three 
times  a  day.  And  then — your  week's 
wages  would  be  gone!"  Bessie's  eyes  grew 
large.  "There  would  be  no  money  left 
for  the  pretty  clothes,  nor  the  gay  life 
of  the  city.  There  is  gay  life,  but  there 
is  an  old  saying  that  'those  who  dance 
must  pay  the  piper.'  If  you  should  get 
sick,  then  what?  But  I  must  hurry  on. 
Thanks  again  for  this  splendid  box." 

"Thank  you,"  said  Mrs.  Templeton, 
fervently,  and  he  was  gone. 

There  was  a  thoughtful  look  on  Bes- 
sie's face  all  through  the  dinner  hour. 
Afterward  her  mother  said,  "Bessie,  will 
you  take  one  of  those  rhubarb  pies  over 
to  Mrs.  Osborne?  She  can't  get  around 
to  do  any  baking  and  she  loves  them." 

"All  right,"  and  the  girl  went  on  her 
way. 

"Frank,"  said  Mrs.  Templeton  to  her 
husband,  "please  let  the  farm  work  wait 
a  little.  There  something  else  more  im- 
portant," and  she  told  him  the  whole 
story. 

He  was  shocked,  sorry  and  then  indig- 
nant. "I'm  going  over  there  and  horse- 
whip that  young  rapscallion,"  he  de- 
clared. 


"Listen,  Frank,  there  isn't  time  to 
waste  in  even  thinking  of  foolish  things. 
We  must  work  fast  or  it  will  be  too  late. 

"Well,  what  can  we  do?  You've  had  an 
hour  or  so  longer  to  think  about  it  than  I 
have,"  he  said. 

"Suppose  we  go  over  to  Luke  Brown's 
and  find  out  just  what  sort  of  a  fellow 
Ned  Rayburn  is  anyway.  I  think  he  is 
'playing  to  the  galleries',  as  they  say. 
Likely,  what  he  has  said  is  true,  but  it 
could  not  be  true  for  him  nor  for  our 
Bessie,  either." 

"Well,  what  are  we  to  do  about  it,  I 
ask  you?" 

"It  sounds  preposterous — I  know  it 
does — but — I — can't  seem  to  think  of 
anything  else — " 

"Well,  out  with  it.  I  can't  tell  how  it 
sounds  until  I  hear  it,"  he  said,  impa- 
tiently. 

"Just  this.  Invite  him  to  stay  here,  at 
our  house,  for  a  while." 

"Here!"  Frank  Templeton  jumped 
from  his  chair.  "After  all  you've  told 
me?" 

"M-m,  after  all  of  it.  If  we  oppose 
them  it  will  only  fan  the  flame.  Bessie 
thinks  we  are  hopelessly  old-fashioned, 
and  she  is  seeing  him  through  a  city  halo. 
If  she  can  see  him  every  day  I  have  an 
idea  the  halo  will  wear  thin,  or  the  scales 
will  fall  from  her  eyes.  Anyhocv,  there 
will  be  no  chance  for  a  marryr  complex. 
That,  in  itself,  should  help." 

"Wife,  I've  learned  to  have  confidence 
in  your  judgment,  and  maybe  you're 
right  this  time.  We'll  soon  see.  I'll  get  the 
car  out.  You  will  go  along,  won't  you?" 

"I'll  be  ready  as  soon  as  I  write  a  note 
for  Bessie  in  case  she  comes  home  before 
we  get  back."  Presently  they  were  on 
their  way. 

At  the  Brown  home  they  first  saw 
Luke  and  stated  their  errand.  He  was 
flatly  outspoken.  Ned  was  a  distant  cous- 
in, but  he  had  outstayed  his  welcome, 
even  on  the  ground  of  kinship.  Luke 
had  bluntly  told  the  young  man  to  leave. 

"He  even  tried  to  borrow  ten  dollars 
from  me,  that's  how  flat  he  is  financial- 
ly," snorted  Luke  in  disgust. 

"Where  is  he  now?"  asked  Frank. 

"Round  the  house  somewheres." 

"We'd  like  to  see  him." 

"Go  ahead,"  invited  Brown. 

They  found  Ned  Rayburn  and  intro- 
duced themselves.  Templeton  did  not 
beat  about  the  bush.  "Young  man,  you 
have  been  filling  the  head  of  our  daugh- 
ter with  city  notions.  Wife  and  I  thought 
we'd  like  to  hear  some  of  those  stories, 
too.  Luke  says  you  plan  to  leave  his  place 
tonight.  We  wondered  if  we  could  in- 
duce you  to  stay  on  a  little  longer.  I 
need  a  hand  for  a  while.  Farm  wages 
aren't  as  high  as  city  ones,  of  course,  but 
(Continued  on  page  21) 
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in  the  morning  and  get  the  run  of 
things  and  the  next  day  you  may  start 
for  yourself." 

The  superintendent  turned  to  the  next 
man  waiting  to  see  him  and  the  old  fire- 
man went  away.  He  was  glad  to  obtain 
work,  for  he  didn't  relish  breaking  into 
his  savings  until  it  should  be  really  neces- 
sary. He  made  up  his  mind  to  do  his  best 
and  to  try  to  please  his  new  employer. 
The  next  day  he  was  in  the  shop  ready 
to  learn  what  was  expected  of  him  and 
on  the  morrow  started  regular  work.  He 
was  a  happy  man  and  whistled  an  old- 
fashioned  tune  as  he  was  about  his  task. 
Now  and  then  he  would  sing  a  line  or 
two  and  then  go  on  whistling  as 
though  his  week's  pay  depended  upon  it. 

The  superintendent  was  very  observant 
and  wanted  to  get  the  best  out  of  h'S 
men.  He  strolled  from  one  group  to  an- 
other to  see  that  all  were  doing  their  best. 
Now  and  then  he  paused  at  the  engine 
room  door  and  looked  in  for  a  moment. 

"Work  for  the  night  is  coming,  when 
man's  work  is  o'er,"  sang  the  fireman, 
all   unconscious  of  an  audience. 

"Well,  that  sounds  queer  in  a  place  like 
this,"  thought  the  boss.  "I  hope  he 
doesn't  forget  to  work  while  he  is  sing- 
ing about  it.  He  seems  to  be  doing  well 
so  far  anyway." 

The  superintendent  strolled  on  with  a 
word  of  praise  here  or  a  little  counsel 
there.  He  was  a  favorite  with  the  men 
for  they  felt  that  he  was  just.  Soon  he 
was  back  at  the  door  of  the  engine  room 
again.  He  listened  but  not  hearing  any- 
thing he  went  in  and  looked  around  half 
expecting  to  see  the  new  workman  lying 
down  to  rest  and  the  fire  running  low. 
What  he  did  find  was  a  full  head  of 
steam  and  behind  a  box  was  the  old  man 
on  his  knees,  with  his  face  upturned  as 
if  he  were  speaking  to  some  one  above 
him.  The  superintendent  was  moved  to 
tears  and  withdrew  so  quietly  that  the 
fireman  was  not  aware  of  his  presence. 

"I  guess  he  will  do  if  he  doesn't  carry 
his  praying  so  far  that  the  fire  goes 
down,"  said  the  superintendent  to  him- 
self as  he  wiped  his  eyes  and  walked  on. 
"There  ought  to  be  some  one  that  could 
pray  in  a  place  like  this." 

Each  time  the  superintendent  came 
along  he  found  everything  as  it  should 
be,  but  he  did  not  stop  to  speak  to  his 
workman  until  late  afternoon.  Then  he 
strolled  in  and  took  a  seat  on  the  same 
box  that  had  been  used  to  conceal  the 
fireman  while  he  prayed  in  the  morning. 


A  Call  to  Repentance 

Sinners,  the  voice  of  God  regard; 

'Tis  mercy  speaks  today; 
He  calls  you  by  His  sacred  Word 

From   sin's   destructive   way. 

Like  the  rough  sea  that  cannot  rest 

You  live,  devoid  of  peace; 
A  thousand  stings  within  your  breast 

Deprive  your  soul  of  ease. 

Your  way  is  dark,  and  leads  to  hell; 

Why  will  you  persevere? 
Can   you  in   endless   torments   dwell, 

Shut   up  in   black   despair? 

Why  will  you  in  the  crooked  ways 

Of  sin  and  folly  go? 
In   pain   you    travel    all    your   days. 

To  reach  eternal  woe. 

But  he  that  turns  to  God  shall  live, 
Through  His  abounding  grace; 

His  mercy  will  the  guilt   forgive 
Of  those  that  seek  His  face. 

Bow  to  the  sceptre  of  His  Word, 

Renouncing  every   sin; 
Submit   to  Him,   your  Sov 'reign   Lord, 

And  learn  His  will  Divine. 

— Selected. 

SUNNY  JIM 

Bessie  Potbury 

"What  can  I  do  for  you,  my  good 
man?"  asked  the  pleasant  voice  of  the 
superintendent  as  an  old  man  with  gray 
hair  came  into  the  office.  "I  saw  your 
ad  in  the  paper  for  a  fireman  and 
thought  as  how  I  would  like  the  job.  I 
been  a  firemen  for  a  good  many  years.  I 
guess  I  can  make  her  go,"  answered  the 
old  man. 

The  superintendent  scratched  his  head 
and  looked  at  the  applicant  thoughtfully. 
"I  do  need  a  fireman,"  he  said,  "but  I 
wonder  if  the  work  wouldn't  be  too  hard 
for  you.  You  are  not  as  young  as  you 
used  to  be,  you  know."  He  looked  at  the 
old  man  a  moment  without  speaking, 
then  said,  "Why  did  you  lose  your  last 
place?" 

"Well,"  answered  the  other,  "I  reckon 
as  how  the  boss  didn't  like  to  hear  me 
talk.  He  said  I  was  allers  preachin'  and 
he  was  tired  of  it  and  I  could  go  some 
other  place  with  my  prattle." 

"If  that  is  all  the  trouble  I  think  you 
and  I  will  get  on  pretty  well  for  I  am 
a  good  listener.  You  may  try  anyway 
for  L  do  need  a  man  very  much.  My  old 
one  leaves  to-morrow  so  you  may  come 


"Well,  how  does  it  all  go — what  did 
you  say  I  was  to  call  you?"  he  asked  as 
he  crossed   his   legs. 

"Jim,"  said  the  man.  "Call  me  Jim. 
That's  what  they  allers  call  me." 

"Well,  Jim,  how  do  you  like  your 
job?"  said  the  superintendent. 

"Well,  it's  first  rate.  I  reckons  you  had 
all  the  fire  you  wanted   today.'' 

"You  have  done  well,"  smiled  the 
other.  "What  do  you  find  to  think  about 
all  day  alone?  Do  you  get  lonesome?" 

"Nope,  I  never  gets  lonesome  when 
I'm  firin'.  There's  so  much  to  think 
about,"  said  the  old  man.  "I  look  at  the 
coal  and  think  how  black  my  sins  was, 
then  I  think  how  the  blood  of  Jesus 
Christ  made  them  all  white.  I  get  so  hap- 
py that  I  whistle  and  sing  and  my  heart 
feels  so  light.  Then  I  put  in  more  coal 
and  I  thinks  of  the  coal  mine  it  was  dug 
out  of,  and  remember  the  pit  from  which 
I  was  dug  and  I  gets  so  happy  then  that 
I  do  not  know  that  the  coal  is  heavy. 
Then  I  think  how  cold  the  furnace 
would  be  without  the  fire  in  it  and  I  re- 
members that  my  heart  would  be  just  as 
Cold  as  iron  if  the  love  of  God  was  not 
burnin'  in  my  heart."  He  paused  in  his 
talk  long  enough  to  add  more  coal  to  the 
fire.  The  superintendent  waited  for  him 
to  go  on. 

"Yes,  sir,  I'd  be  just  as  cold  as  iron 
without  the  love  of  God  in  my  heart. 
1  thinks  about  that  and  I  feels  so  good 
again  that  I  must  whistle  some  more. 
Sometimes  when  I  look  into  the  flames 
in  the  furnace  I  think  of  the  place  I  was 
headed  fur  when  God  found  me,  and  I 
shut  up  the  door  quick  for  I  don't  like 
to  think  on  that,  but  I  have  to  some- 
times. Then  I  think  about  the  poor  sin- 
ners that  are  goin'  there  as  fast  as  they 
can  make  it,  and  then  I  just  load  the 
fire  up  with  lots  of  coal  and  I  hurries  in 
behind  something  and  drops  on  my  knees, 
and  asks  God  to  stop  them  some  way.  I 
thinks  of  the  poor  men  in  the  factory 
that  don't  deserve  God's  blessin's  because 
they  use  God's  name  so  bad,  and  I  thinks 
as  how  they  will  suffer  and  I  prays  and 
prays  for  God  to  have  mercy  on  'em." 
Again  he  stopped  to  add  coal.  This  time 
there  was  a  sadness  about  his  face  and 
he  threw  in  the  fuel  as  if  seeing  past  the 
flames  to  the  eternal  fires.  He  closed  the 
door,  and,  forgetting  all  about  the  man 
he  was  talking  to  a  moment  before,  he 
hurried  behind  the  box  and  dropping  on 
his  knees  he  began  asking  God  to  reach 
after  the  factory  men  as  He  had  done  for 
him.  The  employer  stayed  for  a  moment 
and   then   quietly   left   the   room. 

All  the  rest  of  the  day  he  could  not  get 
away  from  the  words  of  the  fireman, 
and  he  was  glad  when  it  was  time  to 
close  up  his  work  for  the  night  and  go 
home.  But  that  did  not  bring  the  desired 
(Continued    on    page    20) 
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Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

We  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  as,  no 
doubt,  you  already  know.  Since  we  have 
organized  a  "Free  Literature  Society"  it 
has  been  our  pleasure  to  distribute  near- 
ly 2,5  00  Evangels  and  a  few  Lighted 
Pathways,  but  out  of  such  a  large  num- 
ber only  four  or  five  refused  to  accept 
them.  I  certainly  believe  God  is  pleased 
with  this  kind  of  work,  and  it  would  be 
a  blessing  to  any  Y.  P.  E.  to  organize 
one  for  their  church.  After  I  had  given 
a  man  one  and  turned  leaving  his  room, 
he  said,  "Thank  you,  it's  so  encouraging." 
I  could  see  it  hurt  him  to  speak.  Another 
said,  "I've  just  been  waiting  for  this." 
God  will  bless  if  we  will  work  for  Him. 
I  certainly  do  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway  so  much,  therefore,  I  take  pleas- 
ure in  giving  them  to  those  that  are  sick. 
We  are  planning  on  delivering  300  each 
month,  150  Lighted  Pathways  and  150 
Evangels. — Manuel  Campbell,  East  Chat- 
tanooga, Tenn. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

For  several  weeks  I  have  been  plan- 
ning to  write  you  about  some  of  our 
splendid  Young  People's  Endeavors, 
which  I  have  been  privileged  to  attend 
since  the  Assembly. 

The  Y.  P.  E.  in  Cramerton,  N.  C.  is 
wonderful.  They  have  a  large  number 
and  a  splendid  president,  Brother  James 
Cannon.  He  and  the  secretary  and  treas- 
urer, Brother  Billy  Stogner,  work  in  har- 
mony. Everyone  seems  anxious  to  do  his 
part  in  making  their  Y.  P.  E.  a  success. 
God  is  blessing  them  and  they  surely  like 
the  Lighted  Pathway. 

I  also  visited  the  Y.  P.  E.  in  York,  S. 
C.  Brother  Robert  Lovell  is  their  pastor 
and  is  doing  a  good  work  there.  I  be- 
lieve they  have  some  real  Christian 
young  people  that  are  workers. 

Here  in  Middlesboro  we  have  a  won- 
derful Y.  P.  E.  and  some  splendid  work- 
ers. We  use  the  Lighted  Pathways  and 
appreciate  them   very  much. 

We  were  in  a  three  weeks'  revival  in 
Harlan,  Ky.  recently  and  a  number  of 
young  people  accepted  Jesus  as  their 
Saviour,  and  have  started  working  in  the 
Y.  P.  E.  already.  They  are  not  so  large 
in  number  but  God  is  blessing  them. 
They  are  using  the  Lighted  Pathway  and 
like  it  fine. 

I'm  sure,  Sister  Harrison,  if  all  of  our 
young  people  feel  about  the  Lighted  Path- 
way as  I  do  they  will  never  be  able  to 
express  their  appreciation  of  it.  I  receive 
such  a  blessing  from  reading  it  some 
times  until  I  just  have  to  stop  and  cry  a- 
while. 

May  God  bless  you  in  your  efforts  to 
further  this  worthy  cause.  Our  prayers 
are  for  you  and  your  work. — Dorothy 
Dunn,  Middlesboro,  Ky. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  certainly  enjoy  reading  the  paper  and 
appreciate  the  efforts  you  put  forth  in 
behalf  of   this  work. 

I  am  sure  we  all  do  not  realize  just 
how  much  you  have  worked,  sacrificed 
and  prayed  to  keep  the  Lighted  Pathway 
going  for  our  young  people.  But  I  am 
going  to  try  to  express  my  appreciation 
by  doing  my  best  to  get  one  or  more 
Gideons  in  each  Y.  P.  E.  in  Pennsylvania. 

The  paper  seems  to  be  getting  better 
all  the  time. 

May  the  Lord  richly  bless  you  and 
give  you  renewed  strength  to  carry  on 
the  good  work. — Alva  Mae  McClure, 
Harrisburg,  Pa.,  state  Y.  P.  E.  superin- 
tendent. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  God  for  the  way  He  is  leading 
and  directing  you  and  all  your  co- 
workers in  the  planning  of  the  programs 
in  the  Lighted  Pathway.  Surely  we've  seen 
God's  hand  in  the  business. 

The  burdens  of  the  little  children  come 
upon  me  in  this  new  year  so  we  plan 
to  organize  a  little  junior  band  with  the 
children,  and  oh,  how  the  hearts  of  the 
little  darlings  are  delighted  in  this  work. 

I  was  just  thinking  about  sending  to 
you  for  separate  programs  for  them;  and 
even  before  we  called  to  you,  God  who 
knows  our  needs  has  sent  to  us  such  won- 
derful lessons  for  the  little  darlings.  May 
God  ever  bless  you  and  all  the  efforts 
you  put  forth. 

Please  continue  to  pray  for  me  for  I 
desire  to  do  much  for  the  dear  Christ, 
the  Man  of  Calvary,  but  I  am  in  need  of 
the  baptism. — V.  E.  Marrett,  Duan  Vale, 
Jamaica. 

Dear  Sister   Harrison: 

As  I  was  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway 
for  February  I  felt  very  much  impressed 
to  write  you. 

I  truly  praise  God  for  some  one  who 
will  try  to  help  and  encourage  young 
boys  and  girls. 

We  have  a  fine  Y.  P.  E.  here  and  we 
truly  want  to  pull  together  for  the  glory 
of  God. 

As  I  was  reading  the  article  on  Social 
Evangelism  I  realized  that  it  was  one  of 
the  best  and  most  helpful  articles  I  have 


ever  read.  I  praise  God  because  young 
boys  and  girls  can  serve  God  as  well  as 
the  old  people.  Oftentimes  as  I  read  the 
articles  in  the  Lighted  Pathway  the  tears 
begin  to  flow  and  how  God  does  bless. 
I  think  it  is  one  of  the  best  papers  I  have 
ever  read.  We  want  to  do  everything  we 
can  to  keep  the  Lighted  Pathway  going. 
Our  Y.  P.  E.  orders  a  roll  of  Lighted 
Pathways  each  month  and  finds  them  a 
great  help. 

Please  pray  that  we  will  work  more 
for  God  and  win  more  souls. 

I  would  enjoy  hearing  from  other 
Lighted  Pathway  readers.  We  need  your 
prayers. —  Maggolene  Isbell,  Svlacauga, 
Ala. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way through  for  about  ten  or  eleven 
months  and  I  can  surely  say  it  has  been  a 
great  blessing  to  me  to  have  it  in  the 
home. 

Sometimes  when  I  was  discouraged  and 
picked  the  paper  up  and  started  to  read 
it,  it  would  encourage  me  so  much.  This 
is  to  let  you  know  that  I  want  you  to 
enlist  me  as  one  of  the  members  of  the 
Reading  Circle. 

I  am  going  to  support  you  with  my 
prayers. — Maggie  Justice,  Schoolfield,  Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  just  want  to  say  I  enjoy  the  Lighted 
Pathway  beyond  words,  also  get  many 
wonderful  lessons  from  its  pages.  I  love 
Y.  P.  E.  services.  There  are  so  many  dif- 
ferent points  brought  out  by  those  on 
program  and  best  of  all  you  can  feel 
God's  presence  there.  Praise  His  name. 
Please  pray  that  our  Y.  P.  E.  will  rise 
and  shine  for  Jesus. — Cleo  Montgomery, 
York,  S.  C. 

Dear  Editor: 

Just  a  few  words  in  regard  to  our  Y. 
P.  E.  We  are  very  proud  of  our  Y.  P.  E. 
at  Davis,  W.  Va.  Every  member  is  a 
worker.  God  surely  is  blessing.  It  seems 
as  if  everybody  is  so  willing  to  work. 
We  praise  Him  for  young  people  who 
will  work,  as  well  as  the  older  folks  who 
work  with  us. 

We  are  certainly  glad  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  It  is  a  wonderful  little  paper. 
It  is  food  to  our  souls.  The  people  in  this 
community  think  it  is  wonderful   too. 

Please  pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  that  it  may 
grow  in  number  and  in  strength  and  that 
we  may  go  over  the  top  for  the  Lord. — 
A  Y.  P.  E.  worker. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I've  just  finished  reading  "The 
Lighted  Pathway"  for  February  and  I 
got  a  blessing.  It  is  a  wonderful  paper.  I 
wish  it  could  be  in  every  home  and  all 
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young  people  could  read  it.  I  just  find 
so  much  good  in  it,  I  look  for  more  pages. 
When  I'm  reading,  I'm  crying. 

I  have  only  had  the  Holy  Ghost  about 
six  months  and  the  way  grows  brighter 
each  day,  although  the  devil  makes  a  blue 
day  if  he  can,  but  prayer  will  chase  him 
away. 

I  am  group  captain  in  our  Y.  P.  E. 
We  have  a  splendid  Y.  P.  E.  and  it's 
growing.  I  get  most  of  my  programs 
from  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I'm  using  it 
this  month.  Please  pray  for  us.  May  God 
bless  you. — Eva  Gibson. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  few  words  of  appreciation  for 
The  Lighted  Pathway.  I  enjoy  it  so  much 
and  truly  know  it  is  a  wonderful  paper 
for  the  young  folks  and  the  older  folks 
as  well. 

I  am  president  of  our  Y.  P.  E.  here  at 
Davis  and  also  a  Gideon  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  Our  folks  all  like  to  read  your 
paper  and  I  have  found  it  a  great  help 
in  our  programs.  I  really  believe  every  is- 
sue gets  better  and  better. 

We  have  a  nice  band  of  Willing  Work- 
ers in  our  Y.  P.  E.  of  which  I  am  very 
proud,  and  I  just  thank  God  for  their 
every  effort  to  help  me  carry  on  the  pro- 
grams. I  love  every  one  and  feel  that 
they  all  love  me. — Viola  Cassady,  Davis, 
W.  Va. 

Dear  Sister  in  the  Lord: 

Well,  I  want  to  write  and  tell  you 
how  much  we  enjoy  your  little  paper, 
The  Lighted  Pathway.  It  is  one  of  the 
most  wonderful  papers  I  have  ever  read. 
So  much  food  in  it  for  your  soul.  I  have 
read  the  Yearbook  through  and  can  still 
find  good  reading.  Some  I  read  over  and 
over.  I  enjoy  your  messages  so  much  to 
the  young  people.  May  God  help 
our  young  folks  as  they  need  our  prayers 
and  help  so  much  in  these  evil  days  when 
sin  is  all  around  us.  They  need  encour- 
agement and  prayer. 

I  am  proud  of  our  young  people  of 
the  Church  of  God  at  Markleysburg,  Pa. 
— Ira  Criss. 

::-    *    si- 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

This  paper  has  already  been  a  blessing 
to  the  people  of  our  community.  People 
that  have  never  been  associated  with  the 
church  are  reading  it.  Many  are  anxious 
for  the  paper,  they  can  hardly  wait 
until  the  next  issue. — Dorothea  Thomas, 
Tarpon  Springs,  Fla. 

*   ::-   # 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  gave  the  play  that  was  in  the  Jan- 
uary Lighted  Pathway  and  it  surely  did 
touch  the  hearts  of  the  congregation. 

I  can  hardly  wait  for  the  Lighted  Path- 
way to  come  every  month.  I  wish  it  was 
a  daily  paper  instead  of  a  monthly  pa- 


per. 

Pray  that  God  will  get  hold  of  our 
young  people  and  pray  for  us. — Mildred 
Deal,  Edinburg,  Texas. 

*  *  -:< 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  is  surely  on  the  firing 
line  here  at  High  Point,  N.  C.  On  Feb- 
ruary 2 1  we  had  a  snow  on  the  ground, 
but  when  the  report  was  given  in  at  the 
Y.  P.  E.  that  night,  we  had  69  present. 
Young  people  mean  business  when  they 
come  out  on  a  night  like  that  to  Y.  P. 
E.  We  surely  praise  the  Lord  for  each  of 
them,  and  also  for  the  Lighted  Pathwav 
because  we  can  get  up  interesting  pro- 
grams with  the  help  of  this  fine  paper. 

Two  of  my  friends  and  I  want  to  add 
our  names  to  the  Reading  Circle.  The 
Lighted  Pathway  is  so  good  that  we  don't 
want  to  miss  any  of  it  if  we  didn't  join 
the  Reading  Circle. 

Please  list  me  as  a  Gideon  from  now 
on.  May  God  bless  you  and  help  you  to 
be  a  blessing  in  your  work  is  my  prayer. 
— Bessie  Moore. 

Dear  Sister  in  Christ: 

Your  programs  are  just  grand.  We  all 
enjoy  them  so  much  as  it  is  something 
new  to  our  people.  They  are  so  inspiring 
and  make  our  services  interesting.  It  gives 
us  all  a  mind  to  go  forward. — W.  M. 
Smith,  pastor,  Seaford,  Del. 

I  have  lately  been  reading  the 
"Lighted  Pathway"  and  find  soul  food 
from  its  pages.  I  like  to  read  the  poems. 
Sometimes  when  I  read  the  articles  they 
causes  me  to  have  a  spirit  of  praise.  [ 
read  the  article,  "He  careth,"  it  was  en- 
couraging. I  believe  the  Lord  is  being 
glorified  from  this  paper.  Pray  for  me. — 
Grace  Curd,  East  Marion,  N.   C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  I  want  to  re- 
new my  order  for  a  roll  of  Lighted 
Pathways  each  month.  Our  Y.  P.  E.  is 
growing  and  I  want  to  use  the  programs 
in  the  Y.  P.  E.  services. 

We  have  held  the  Y.  P.  E.  banner  for 
two  months.  The  young  people  are  show- 
ing great  interest.'  We  have  two  sides,  a 
red  and  a  blue,  which  gives  each  side  ev- 
ery other  Saturday  night,  and  God  cer- 
tainly meets  with  us  on  Y.  P.  E.  night. 

Help  us  pray  that  the  Y.  P.  E.  in  Un- 
iontown  will  go  over  the  top  for  Jesus. — 
Mrs.  Earl  Roupe,  Uniontown,  Pa. 

What    the   Lighted     Pathway 
Means  to  Me 

Some  years  ago  we  were  in  a  revival 
meeting  in  one  of  the  south  Central 
States  where  the  church  was  in  the  coun- 
try. We  also  stayed  in  the  country  at  one 
of  the  members'  homes.  The  church  be- 


ing amout  six  miles  from  the  place  we 
were  staying,  with  only  one  car,  we,  the 
young  folks,  would  walk  every  night  so 
the  parents  of  both  families  could  ride. 
By  cutting  through  fields  and  a  short 
woods  the  distance  was  about  one  half 
as  far. 

Going  to  service  while  it  was  still  very 
early  in  the  evening  we  enjoyed  it,  but 
coming  home  that  night  it  was  as  dark  as 
could  be  and  about  midnight.  Not  being 
acquainted  with  the  path,  I  made  men- 
tion of  how  dark  it  was  and  a  few  other 
remarks  which  I  well  remember,  because 
of  fear  of  being  lost,  or  running  into  a 
barbwire  fence  and  one  place  of  water, 
though  only  about  one  foot  wide  and  not 
much  water,  I  didn't  want  to  get  a  pair 
of  ruined  shoes  and  wet  feet  too  and  there 
wasn't  a  lantern  or  flashlight  in  the 
crowd  of  about  eight  young  people.  But 
one  person  knew  the  path  so  well  she 
would  stop  and  warn  us  of  the  low  hang- 
ing tree  limbs.  One  place  the  path  was 
narow  and  you  could  hardly  see  your 
hand  in  front  of  your  face.  Here  we 
joined  hands  for  there  were  several  who 
were  not  familiar  with  the  path  and 
when  we  arrived  at  the  stream  we  were 
warned  and  we  all  arrived  home  safe  and 
sound.  I  have  never  forgotten  that  ex- 
perience and  you  can  rest  assured  I  saw 
that  if  there  was  no  lantern  there  was  a 
flashlight.  That  night  that  one  young 
lady  acted  as  a  light  to  those  who  were 
unfamiliar  with  the  path,  but  it  wasn't 
always  possible  for  her  to  be  right  by  our 
side  and  so  with  the  use  of  a  light  we 
could  manage  it  quite  well. 

Now  here's  the  thought  I  want  to  give 
you,  there  are  many  dark  and  gloomy 
portions  along  life's  road.  There  are  places 
where  the  bushes  and  tree  boughs  may 
hang  low  and  cause  injury  and  illness  and 
even  death,  if  your  foot  should  happen 
to  slip  and  there  are  barbwire  fences 
you  may  have  to  carefully  crawl  through 
or  you  may  have  some  scratches  result- 
ing from  not  being  careful  enough,  but 
all  this  can  be  avoided  if  we  have  the 
guide  that  knows  the  way.  You  may  say 
that  guide  is  Jesus.  Yes,  He  is  our  guide 
and  if  He  is  not,  now  would  be  a  good 
time  to  make  Him  your  guide.  But  it  is 
not  possible  for  Jesus  to  walk  with  us 
and  show  us  the  spots  and  crooks  and 
turns  on  which  we  should  be  careful. 
Some  will  think  now  that  the  Holy 
Ghost  will  guide  us  and  teach  us  all 
things,  but  what  about  the  boy  and  the 
girl  who  have  not  received  the  Holy 
Ghost?  Suppose  they  haven't  come  to  the 
place  in  their  life  to  know  much  about 
that  and  they  are  struggling  along  in 
some  dark  place  about  midnight  and 
don't  know  the  path  they  have  been  fol- 
lowing. Some  one  just  said,  "You're  right, 
go  on,"  and  didn't  tell  them  about  how 
(Continued  on  page   24) 
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(Continued  from  page  17) 
relief.  At  his  boarding  place  the  words  of 
the  old  fireman  kept  coming  back  to  him 
and  along  with  them  thoughts  of  home 
and  the  early  training  he  had  received. 
His  had  been  a  Christian  home  and  the 
life  of  the  last  few  years  looked  black  and 
repulsive  compared  with  the  days  gone 
by.  He  wondered  what  his  father  would 
think  of  his  boy  if  he  could  hear  his  talk 
sometimes.  He  thought  of  the  family  al- 
tar and  felt  sure  he  was  remembered 
there  daily.  Then  for  the  first  time  in 
years  he  wanted  the  Bible  that  he  knew 
was  at  the  bottom  of  his  trunk.  How  it 
had  bothered  him  to  have  it  there,  but 
his  mother  had  packed  it  in  the  trunk 
when  he  left  home.  He  did  not  like  to 
destroy  it,  so  it  had  been  placed  at  the 
bottom  and  covered  with  other  things. 
Now  he  was  glad  to  get  it.  At  first  he 
turned  the  leaves  idly  but  a  red  mark  ar- 
rested his   attention. 

"Why  has  mother  marked  that  verse?" 
he  thought.  It  was  the  24th  chapter  of 
Isaiah  and  the  22d  verse  and  read,  "I 
have  blotted  out,  as  a  thick  cloud,  thy 
transgressions,  and,  as  a  cloud,  thy  sins: 
return  unto  me;  fcr  I  have  redeemed 
thee."  How  he  wished  a  cloud  could  blot 
out  his  sins,  for  they  looked  so  very 
black.  He  turned  over  the  pages  until 
another  red  mark  caught  his  eye. 

"Seek  ye  the  Lord  while  he  may  be 
found,  call  ye  upon  him  while  he  is  near." 
Oh,  how  he  wished  the  Lord  was  near  to 
him  that  he  might  call  upon  Him,  but 
he  was  so  wicked.  The  thought  was  hardr- 
ly  finished  when  he  saw  in  the  next  verse 
the  word  he  had  just  used:  "Let  the 
wicked  forsake  his  way,  and  the  unright- 
eous man  his  thoughts:  and  let  him  re- 
turn unto  the  Lord,  and  he  will  have 
mercy  upon  him;  and  to  our  God,  for 
he  will  abundantly  pardon."  What  more 
could  he  ask?  He  knelt  there  by  His  bed 
with  those  precious  words  before  him 
and  poured  out  his  heart  to  his  Maker. 

The  next  morning  as  scon  as  the 
whistle  had  blown  the  superintendent 
made  his  way  to  the  engine  room.  There 
was  Jim  with  a  roaring  fire.  He  won- 
dered at  the  early  call.  Could  it  be  that 
the  superintendent  was  going  to  fire 
him?  He  knew  he  was  getting  pretty  old, 
but  he  was  doing  his  best.  He  was  sure 
he  had  given  his  best  the  day  before.  The 
superintendent  came  toward  him  holding 
out  his  hand.  Jim  was  puzzled. 

"Jim,"  said  the  superintendent,  "I 
want  to  shake  hands  with  you.  Did  you 
know  that  a  part  of  your  prayer  yester- 
day was  answered  already?"  He  grasped 
the  black  hand  of  the  fireman  and  shook 
it. 

"Wall,"  said  Jim,  "the  Bible  says  as 
how  our  prayers  are  answered  sometimes 
before    they    are    prayed.    What    do    you 


mean?" 

"Just  this,  Jim.  I  am  the  happiest  man 
in  this  factory  this  morning.  I  went  home 
from  here  last  night  a  sinner,  as  black  as 
that  coal,  just  as  you  said.  To-day  I  am 
a  saved  man.  Isn't  it  wonderful?"  Then 
he  told  the  happy  fireman  of  his  con- 
version, his  beaming  face  testifying  to 
the  truth  of  it. 

Jim  stayed  to  hear  as  long  as  he  could 
stand  it,  then  crowding  the  furnace  full 
of  coal  that  he  might  be  free,  he  went  in 
behind  the  box  once  more  and  poured  out 
such  a  prayer  of  praise  and  thanksgiving 
as  only  a  Christian  can  pray.  Once  more 
the  superintendent  was  forgotten  while 
he  talked  with  his  Friend.  The  superin- 
tendent stayed  a  moment  then  hurried  on 
with  his  work,  saying  to  himself  as  he 
went,  "Well,  I  thought  I  was  the  hap- 
piest man  in  this  factory  but  I  guess  from 
the  sound  of  things  there  is  another  just 
as  happy." — The  Prairie   Overcomer. 

The  Best  is  Yet  to  Be 

(Continued  from   page   7) 
Both   my   grandmothers   had   passed      on 
long   before    that    age,    yet   I   feel    that    I 
am  only  on  the   threshold  of  the  bigness 
of  life. 

My  past  years  were  spent  in  construc*- 
tion  for  others.  To-day  I  am  beginning 
to  construct  for  myself.  To  laugh,  to 
play,  doing  for  the  next  twenty  years  the 
things  I  want  to  do. 

As  a  Civil  War  orphan  my  educational 
advantages  were  meager.  When,  at  the 
age  of  nineteen,  I  married  a  man  as  poor 
as  myself,  I  seemingly  fortified  the  bar- 
rier that  lay  between  me  and  the  world 
of   accomplishment. 

I  bore  four  children,  bringing  up  three 
of  them.  Painstakingly  and  conscientious- 
ly, I  taught  them  morality,  honor  and 
self-reliance.  I  cooked  their  food,  oft- 
times  helping  earn  it.  I  washed  and  ironed 
and  knitted  and  sewed  for  them.  At 
eight  o'clock  they  were  sent  to  bed, 
while  I  read  and  studied  for  the  next  two 
hours  that  I  might  become  a  more  intelli- 
gent mother. 

After  they  were  out  of  the  home  nest 
I  took  a  business  course,  working  my 
way,  and  graduated  just  before  my  fif- 
tieth birthday.  Then  I  went  into  a  news- 
paper office — and  one  of  my  lifelong 
dreams  had  come  true. 

Yesterday  I  spent  in  God  s  country  the 
open  spaces  and  the  long  roads  of  the 
Big  Southwest.  Today  I  am  in  the  man- 
made  cities  of  the  East.  I  have  had  six 
months'  instruction  in  art  in  one  of  your 
wonderful  public  night  schools;  have 
visited  art  galleries  and  studios.  I  haven't 
adjectives  to  tell  you  what  I  think  of 
your  public  libraries,  but  they  are  manna 
to  my  starved  intellect.  I  attend  lectures 
galore.  I  enjoy  the  feasts  the  various 
cults  offer.  My  body  sits  entranced  before 


the  great  opera  and  concert  singers,  while 
my  soul  soars  to  Heaven  with  their  melo- 
dy. Only  last  night  I  laughed,  cried  and 
sang  with  Sir  Harry  Lauder.  Time  is  the 
only  limit  and  lack  of  funds  the  only  re- 
striction. I  have  sat  in  a  man-made 
battleship  on  a  God-made  ocean — oh,  the 
wonderful,  wonderful  things  I  have  ex- 
perienced!  All,  all,  dreams  come  true. 

Tomorrow  I  shall  add  the  past  to  the 
present  and  write,  write,  write. 

Ah,  dear  God!  "The  best  is  yet  to  be, 
the  last  of  life,  for  which  the  first  was 
made." — Elizabeth  Rcdfield. 

Not  Growing  Old 

They  say  that  I'm  growing  eld; 

I've  heard  them  tell  it  times  untold; 

In  language  plain  and  bold, 

But  I'm  not  growing  old. 

This  frail  shell  in  which  I  dwell 

Is  growing  old  I  know   quite  well, 

But  I  am  not  the  shell. 

What  if  my  hair  is  turning  gray? 
"Gray  hairs   are  honorable,"    they  say, 
What    if    my   eyesight   is   growing   dim? 
I  still  can  see  to  foLow  Him. 
Who  sacrificed  His  life  for  me 
Upon  the  Cross  of  Calvary. 
Why  should  I  care  if  Time's  old  plow 
Has  left  its  furrows  on  my  brow? 

Another  house  not  made  with  hands 
Awaits  me  in  the  glory  land. 
What  though  I  falter  in  my  walk? 
What  though  my  tongue  refuse   to  talk? 
I  still  can  tread  the  narrow    way, 
I  still  can  watch,  and  praise,  and  pray. 
My  hearing   may   not   be   as  keen, 
As  in   the  past   it  may   have   been; 

Still   I  can  hear  my  Savior  say, 
In  whispers  soft,  "This  is  the  way!" 
The  outward  man — do  what   I  can, 
To  lengthen  out  this  life's  short  span. 
Shall  perish  and  return  to  dust, 
As  everything  in    nature  must. 
The  inward  man,  the  Scriptures  say, 
Is  growing  stronger  day  by  day; 

Then  how  can  I  be  growing  old 
When  safe  within  my  Savior's  fold? 
Ere  long  this  soul  shall   fly  away 
And  leave  this  tenement  of  clay; 
"This  robe  of  flesh  I'll  drop  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize;" 
I'll  meet  you  on  the  streets  of  gold, 
And  prove  that  I'm  not  growing  old. 
— John  E.  Roberts. 

Thoughts  of  an  Old-Fashioned 
Grandma 

By  Nellie  M.  Stevenson 

It  was  not  this  when  I  was  young! 
Things  happen   now   that  my  old  tongue 
Can  scarcely  dare  repeat  at  all, 
That  to  my  thin  cheeks  blushes  all, 
When  I  see  paint  upon  a  face 
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It  seems  to  me  it's  out  of  place. 
If  lipsticks  make  a  cupid's  bow 
To  challenge  good  health's  normal  glow, 
I  always  wonder,  "Will  it  smudge?" 
And  know  it  must,  or  I'm  no  judge. 
When  boyish  bobs  transform  the  face, 
And  maidens  lose  their  girlish  grace, 
And  skirts  say     "Farewell"     to     plump 

knees, 
With  legs   crossed  high  for  greater  ease, 
And  hose  are  rolled  down  to  the  shoes, 
With  heels  so  high  that  women  lose 
That  lovely  poise  which  should  be  theirs, 
And  manner  often  says,  "Who  cares? 
We'll  do  just  what  we  want  to  do, 
Think   what   you   will,      we   can't      mind 

you." 
I  sometimes  wonder  what  comes  next! 
I  only  know  I  am  perplexed! 
Yes,  past  times  raised  full  many  a  bar, 
But  don't  you  think  we've  swung      too 

far?  —Eagle  Rock,  Calif. 
«•   «-   * 

There  is  no  Growing  Old 

By  the  Rev.  S.  W.  Lloyd 
Written  on  his  eightieth  anniversary 

As  years  are  multiplied, 

One  should  in  wisdom  gain; 

That  wisdom  well  applied, 
Life  should  success  attain. 

The  journey  near  its  end, 
The  day  should  brighter  be, 

And  brighter  hopes   attend 
The  end  of  mystery. 

Commencing  at  its  birth 

To  day  of  destiny, 
This  life  upon  the  earth 

How  great  the  mystery! 

Through  all  the  years  along, 
Child,  youth,  manhood  and  age, 

The  problem  grows  profound 
For  philosopher  and  sage. 

But  though  the  years  speed  on, 
And  shadows  longer  grow, 

Though   energies  decline, 
And  action  may  be  slow; 

If  faith  and  love  be  strong, 
There  is  no  growing  old, 

As  hope,  with  joyful  song, 
May  near  the  gates  of  gold. 

-Is    *!t    <s 

Carroll's  Code  at  Eighty 

(Editor's  Note:  hi  publishing  the  fol- 
lowing "Code"  exactly  as  it  has  come  to 
us — title  and  all — it  is  perhaps  necessary 
to  say  that  "Carroll"  is  Rev.  Charles  W. 
Carroll,  D.  D.,  Superintendent  Emeritus 
of  the  Middle  Atlantic  Conference,  wide- 
ly known  and  well  beloved  throughout 
the  Congregational  fellowship.  The 
"Code"  has  worked  so  well  in  this  case 
that   it   may  be   wisely    commended     to 


otlxrs.) 

I.  Be  prepared  to  live  in  an  imperfect 
world  filled  with  imperfect  people.  Never 
become  embittered  by  any  calamity;  even 
the  death  of  your  beloved.  For  these 
things   must   come. 

II.  Start  out  to  live  a  victorious  life. 
Like  Paul,  smile  in  the  face  of  every  dis- 
aster. Never  whine. 

III.  Fit  yourself  for  an  occupation 
which  you  love.  Then  learn  to  work  and 
play  and  pray,  and  live  the  Jesus  way. 

IV.  Give  your  body  and  mind  every 
possible  chance  to  get  and  to  retain  their 
normal  vigor.  Avoid  all  enslaving  habits. 
Be  a  free  man,  or  woman,  even  in  this 
cigarette  age. 

V.  Keep  fit;  think  straight;  get  a 
competence;  found  a  home;  find  a  faith. 

VI.  Set  out  to  find  and  to  stress  the 
good  in  the  world  and  in  thi  people. 
Recognize  evil  only  when  you  can  mend 
it.  Be  an  inveterate  optimist. 

VII.  Plan  to  help  all  needy  folks  you 
meet,  by  helping  them  into  self-mastery. 
Ask  little;  give  much;  and  make  all  the 
people  with  whom  you  come  in  contact 
glad  they  have  met  you. 

VIII.  Fear  nothing  but  sin.  An  honest 
man  or  woman  has  nothing  to  fear,  for 
he  or  she  is  guilty  of  nothing.  The  worst 
the  world  can  do  with  such  a  person  is  to 
hasten  his  death.  Soon  or  late  that  comes 
to  everyone.  Fear  is  our  most  enervating 
foe.  Perfect  love  casteth  out  all  fear. 

IX.  Behold  a  personal  Father  in  all  na- 
ture: His  tender  love  in  the  sunshine  and 
the  flowers;  His  magnificent  power  in  the 
tempest.  Let  His  world  teach  you  beauty 
and  strength. 

X.  Trust  God  in  every  experience  of 
this  life;  and  fall  on  eternal  sleep  assured 
that  the  mystery  of  the  future  is  in  the 
keeping  of  one  who  loves  you  with  a 
perfect  love. 

/  knoiv  not  where  God's  islands  lift 
Their  fronded  palms   in  air; 
I  only  know  I  cannot  drift 
Beyond  His  love  and  care." 

— The  Congregationalist. 

Real  Living 

(Continued  from  page   16) 
seeing  you  are  already  here  you     might 
make  a  little  extra  before  you  go  back. 
How  about  it?" 

"Well,  really,  Mr.  Templeton,  I  hadn't 
thought  of — anything — like  that,"  stam- 
mered Ned  in   confusion. 

"No,  I  didn't  suppose  you  had.  I  can 
pay  you  forty  dollars  a  month,  besides 
your  board  and  room." 

Ned  thought  rapidly.  Shelter  and  food 
were  valuable  —  especially  now.  Queer 
turn  of  fate,  though.  But  was  it  fate? 
Mrs.  Templeton  gave  it  a  different  name. 
In  the  end  he  put  his  suitcase  in  the  car 


and  to  Bessie's  mortified  astonishment  he 
was  introduced  as  the  "new  hired  man." 
Someway  the  glamorous  tales  of  the  city 
did  not  slip  so  glibly  from  his  tongue  in 
the  presence  of  the  clear-eyed  mother  or 
the  practical  father.  They  were  sure  to 
bring  out  the  fact  that  sordid,  drab  con- 
ditions were  found  in  the  city  as  well  as 
the  country  and  before  the  summer  was 
over  both  young  people  had  learned  that 
"real  living"  was  not  dependent  upon  a 
location  but  upon  a  condition — and  that 
mostly  of  the  soul. 

"Mother,"  said  Bessie  one  evening  as 
she  put  her  arms  around  Mrs.  Templeton, 
"I  truly  thank  God  for  giving  me  such 
a  wonderful  mother.  I  shudder  when  I 
think  of  what  might  have  happened  to 
me  if  I  had  gone  on  in  my  own  willful 
way.  And  in  spite  of  what  the  Army 
man  said,  I  would  have  gone.  But  you 
stopped  us  in  the  only  way  it  could  have 
been  done  and  have  us  learn  the  right 
sort  of  lesson.  You  brought  Ned  here  and 
I  soon  found  out  that  he  was  just  a  boy 
like  Robert  and  Chester.  I  like  him,  but 
I  know  now  that  I'd  never  start  for  the 
city,  or  anywhere  else,  on  his  say-so.  And 
it's  all  because  of  you,  mother,  dear." 

"No,  daughter,  it  was  the  Lord.  I 
asked  Him  for  wisdom  and  I  followed 
His  leadings.  That  is  all.  Praise  His 
name." 

Is  it  Nothing  to  You 

Is  it  nothing  to  you, 

That  in  India's  far-away  lands, 

There  are  thousands  of  people  pleading 

For  a  touch  of  the  Savior's  hand? 

They  are  groping  and  trying  to  find  Him, 

And  though  He  is  ready  to  save,  ■ 

Eight  hundred  precious   souls   each  hour 

Sink   into   Christless    graves. 

Is  it  nothing  to  you,  O  ye  Warriors  of 

God 
Can  you  say  you  have  naught  to  do? 
Millions  in  India   dying  unsaved — 
Can  it  be  that  it  is  nothing  to  you? 
— Selected. 

Training   in   Simplicity 

Let  us  bring  up  our  children  simply, 
I  had  almost  said  rudely.  Let  us  entice 
them  to  exercise  that  gives  them  endur- 
ance, even  to  privations.  Let  them  belong 
to  those  who  are  better  trained  to  fatigue 
and  the  earth  for  a  bed  than  is  the  com- 
fort of  the  table  and  couches  of  luxury. 
So  we  shall  make  men  of  them,  independ- 
ent and  staunch,  who  may  be  counted 
on,  who  will  not  sell  themselves  for  pot- 
tage, and  who  will  have  withal  the  fac- 
ulty of  being  happy. 

The  Part  of  Mothers 

We  often  read  of  the  mother  of  gen- 
ius, but  seldom  realize  that  back  of 
many  of  our  greatest  inventions  is  the 
inspiration  of  Mother. 
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Personal  Evangelism 


HOW  CHARLES  G.  FINNEY 
WAS  WON 

Bertram  Williams 

Charles  G.  Finney  intended  to  be  a 
lawyer,  but  God  aimed  that  he  should 
be  an  evangelist  who  would  win  a  half 
million  souls  during  his  lifetime.  The 
young  lawyer  decided  that  it  would  be 
well  for  him  to  connect  himself  with 
some  church,  so  he  selected  a  little  Pres- 
byterian church  in  his  community.  Here 
he  took  an  active  part  in  attending  choir 
practice,  going  to  prayer-meetings  that 
he  might  meet  the  young  people,  and  did 
all  he  could  to  be  popular  with  the 
group.  One  Sunday  the  minister  had 
planned  a  special  service  of  an  evangel- 
istic nature,  by  which  he  hoped  to  win 
the  unconverted   of  his  congregation. 

The  youthful  lawyer  was  naturally  on 
his  heart,  and  he  spent  much  time  with 
him.  A  band  of  young  people  vowed  that 
they  would  pray  for  Finney's  conversion. 
Faithfully  they  kept  their  vow,  and  dili- 
gently they  worked  with  their  prospect. 
When  possible  they  would  talk  to  him 
about  his  soul.  After  a  season  of  pray- 
ing for  this  one  person,  they  seemed  to 
avail,  and  Finney  was  seized  with  an  in- 
tense case  of  conviction  for  his  sins. 

One  Sunday  evening  in  October,  1821, 
Finney  began  seriously  to  seek  the  Lord. 
This  became  a  matter  of  business,  and 
finally  the  glory  of  salvation  broke  in 
upon  his  soul.  At  once  he  became  a  per- 
sonal worker  and  everyone  that  he  would 
meet  was  told  the  story  of  his  Savior.  He 
remembered  that  a  few  young  people  had 
"prayed  him  through"  and  he  began  to 
spread  the  glad  tidings  in  the  same  man- 
ner. Within  twenty-four  hours  after  his 
conversion,  a  number  had  yielded,  among 
them  a  lawyer  and  a  distiller.  From  this 
a  revival  broke  out  in  the  community. 

God  touched  Finney's  lips  with  fire, 
and  calls  came  from  everywhere  for  him 
to  come  and  hold  revivals.  Mighty  mani- 
festations of  God  attended  his  services. 
Father  Nash  banded  with  him,  and  be- 
came the  prayer  while  Finney  was  the 
preacher.  During  a  six  months'  campaign 
in  Rochester  one  hundred  thousand  were 
converted  and  joined  the  churches  of  the 
city  and  vicinity.  In  London  for  some 
six  weeks  from  fifteen  hundred  to  two 
thousand  sought  the  Lord  each  night. 
Across  the  Eastern  States  a  revival  spread 
everywhere  until  half  a  million  souls  were 
brought  to  Jesus. 

Finney  realized  the  value  of  personal 
work  and  prayer  bands  so  much  that  he 
organized  his  workers  and  held  these  band 
meetings  in  each  revival.  He  remembered 
that   he   had   been    won   through   personal 


contact  and  prayer,  and  he  made  this  the 
basis  of  his  work. 

Mr.  Gale,  the  minister,  and  the  small 
group  of  young  people  that  won  Finney 
doubtless  did  not  realize  what  God  was 
doing  when  they  were  used  as  an  instru- 
ment in  His  hands  for  his  redemption. 
But  the  plans  of  God  never  miscarry. 
With  Him  there  are  no  accidents.  This 
method  of  personal  work  has  been  His  or- 
dained scheme  for  winning  mighty  work- 
ers in  His  vineyard. 

Many  of  God's  greatest  soul  winners 
were  won  through  personal  evangelism. 
Whitefield  was  won  by  leading  the  sing- 
ing for  a  group  of  women.  Moody  was 
brought  to  Jesus  by  a  drummer.  Moody 
and  Sankey  touched  the  heart  of  Gypsy 
Smith  through  personal  contact  in  a 
gypsy  camp.  Billy  Sunday  was  won  by 
some  personal  workers  while  they  were 
holding  a  street  service  in  Chicago.  And 
so  the  story  runs. 

Do  not  disparage  the  individual  con- 
tact. Drive  an  arrow  home  with  a  Spirit- 
freighted  word.  For  God's  workers  must 
learn  to  do  as  Jesus  did — win  a  single 
woman  at  Jacob's  well  in  order  to  reach 
a  city,  or  the  multitudes,  with  a  revival. 
— Young  People's  Journal. 

HOW  CRITTENTON  WAS 
WON 

Bertram  Williams 
The  name  of  Crittenton  is  possibly 
never  connected  with  that  of  Charles, 
rather  it  is  remembered  in  conjunction 
with  that  of  Florence.  After  all  it  is  to 
the  daughter,  and  not  the  father,  Charles, 
to  whom  the  honor  is  due.  Charles,  the 
millionaire,  was  too  busy  with  his  trade, 
too  engrossed  in  the  activities  of  the 
mart,  to  give  attention  to  the  affairs  of 
the  kingdom.  The  little  daughter,  an 
only  child,  had  learned  the  beautiful 
story  of  Jesus,  and  gradually  her  tiny 
light  set  a  flame  that  was  destined  to  il- 
luminate the  heart  of  the  father. 

One  day  the  daughter  took  violently 
sick,  and  gradually  she  grew  weaker  and 
weaker.  Around  this  child  the  interests 
and  desires  of  Charles  were  centered. 
Money  could  buy  the  services  of  no 
greater  physicians  than  he  had  at  her 
bedside.  Through  it  all  the  millionaire 
father  was  constantly  with  the  suffering 
daughter.  At  last  her  frail  strength 
waned,  and  with  a  fond  goodbye,  she  lay 
back  in  the  father's  arms  and  went  to 
sleep. 

The  flower  that  God  had  lent  to  that 
busy  rich  man  bloomed  for  but  a  few 
years,  and  then  the  Master  plucked  it 
that  heaven  might  be  more     grandly  at- 


tired, and  more  inviting  for  the  parent 
The  work  of  the  individual  had  won 
Crittenton  saw  the  glory  of  the  Lord  a; 
it  arose  from  a  young  life.  Out  of  the 
darkness  of  self  and  sin,  he  came  into  th< 
marvelous  light  of  life  and  love.  Da) 
after  day  the  heart-broken  father  tool* 
flowers  to  the  little  grave,  and  falling 
upon  it  he  poured  out  his  soul  in  grief.  It 
was  during  one  such  visit  that  a  still 
small  voice  spoke  serenely  to  him.  "Flor- 
ence is  not  here;  her  poor  form  of  clay 
rests  beneath  this  sod,  but  Florence  has 
gone  to  God.  And  you  now,  O  Charles 
Crittenton,  must  walk  in  the  Godward 
way." 

He  arose  in  this  comfort  of  the  gospel, 
and  at  once  began  his  marvelous  Chris- 
tian career  of  love  and  philanthropy.  He 
surrendered  his  business  connections,  and 
devoted  his  time  to  good  works.  He  went 
over  the  land  preaching  the  gospel  and 
establishing  everywhere  the  Florence 
Crittenton  Homes  where  fallen  women 
can  find  refuge  and  under  Christian  in- 
fluence can   rehabilitate   themselves. 

The  life  of  this  holy  character,  though 
short,  can  be  estimated  not  in  values  of 
an  earthly  nature.  Only  eternity,  when 
the  long  roll  call  of  those  redeemed 
through  the  work  of  her  father  is  made, 
can  tell  the  story  of  the  greatness  of  her 
life.  The  span  when  she  was  permitted  to 
shine  for  Jesus  ran  into  only  a  few  years, 
but  her  heart  had  caught  the  silvery  rays 
of  the  Lord,  and  she  realized  that  she 
was  to  let  her  light  shine. 

This  is  the  story  of  the  personal  work- 
er. Stanley  and  Livingstone,  Charles  and 
Florence,  Moody  and  Gypsy  Smith,  a 
band  of  young  people  and  Finney — hand 
in  hand  these  personal  workers  and  their 
converts  go  together.  Moffat  won  Liv- 
ingstone by  the  personal  touch.  Street 
workers  reached  the  ball  player,  who  be- 
came the  famed  evangelist,  Sunday.  A 
Texas  circuit  rider  was  God's  instrument 
in  winning  Bud  Robinson,  famed  lisping 
southern  friend  of  God  and  winner  of 
men. 

Reach  out  then,  friend,  for  around  you 
somewhere  there  is  a  convert  to  be  won.  j 
Teach  the  words  of  Jesus  to  all  who  will! 
.listen,   somewhere  a  pupil,   a  disciple  can 
be  made  for  the  Master.  Remember  it  w,asl 
but  a  few  fishermen  who  won  Rome,  and 
all   that   she  stood  for.     How  was     this 
wrought?    Only    by      personal       contact. 
Light  a  life,  and  then  two  lives  there  are  l 
to  shine  for  Jesus. 

If  you  reach  out  for     a  convert  you  | 
may  prove  to  be  the  friend  Beta  who  won 
the  modern  apostle  of     prayer,     George 
Mueller. — Young  People's  Journal. 

All  your  strength  is  in  your  union, 
All  your  danger  is  in  discord; 
Therefore  be  at  peace  henceforward, 
And  as  brothers  live  together. 
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The  True  Missionary  Purpose 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

cities,  and  mountains  of  America  and  in 
the  neglected  lands — he  would  discover 
that  lives  are  being  changed  and  com- 
munities are  being  made  over  by  Chris- 
tian missionary  activity,  especially  by  the 
patient  "shining"  of  Christian  lives,  giv- 
ing forth  light  in  dark  places.  Mission- 
aries go  to  take  Christ  who  changes  men's 
lives. — Missionary  Review  of  the  World. 

Turning  From    Saint  Worship 

One  night  an  aged  woman  in  a  Bra- 
zilian town  could  not  sleep.  She  heard  a 
noise  in  her  room,  and  when  she  arose  to 
learn  the  cause  of  it,  she  found  a  big 
beetle  eating  her  holy  pictures.  She  went 
back  to  bed  and  meditated.  "Here  am  I 
worshipping  these  saints  and  they  can  not 
even  save  themselves  from  the  beetles." 
She  told  the  missionary  her  story,  and 
asked  her  what  to  do.  She  was  told  to 
wrap  the  pictures  and  bring  them  to  the 
mission.  Soon  after,  this  woman  came  to 
Christ  and  found  rest  for  her  heavy  lad- 
en soul.  Now  she  and  her  two  daughters 
and  their  husbands  are  Christians  and 
personal  workers.  Although  the  elderly 
woman  can  not  read,  yet  she  is  able  to 
tell  the  gospel  to  every  one  who  comes 
into  her  little  store. — C.  T.  B.,  in  Gospel 
Banner. 


Keep  On  Smiling 

Life's   happiness  is   more   than   half. 

Keep  on  smiling. 
Smiles  are  buds  that  make  a  laugh. 

Keep  on  smiling. 
If  cloudy  days  would  make  you  blue, 
Just  a  smile  will  split  your  clouds  in  two, 
Till  the  sun  comes  shining  through. 

Keep  on  smiling. 

A  smile  at  first  will  seem  a  trial 
But   keep   on    trying   until    you   make    a 
perfect  one. 

Keep  on  smiling. 
Let's  lay  down  the  burdens  of  to-day, 
Ask  God  to  guide  us  on  our  way. 

Keep  on  smiling. 
If  vesterday  had  its  faithless  friend, 
Why  carry  that  sorrow  to  the  end? 

Just  keep  on  smiling. 

There  are  plenty  of  people  that  will  help 

cheer 
That  would  not  help  you  shed  a  tear, 
Then  try  to  smile  all  through  the  year. 

Keep  on  smiling. 
Smiles  make  dimples  in  your  face, 
They'll  give  your  frowns  a  merry  chase. 

Keep  on  smiling. 
Smile  at  home  and  on  the  street, 
Just  make  every  one  happy  that  you  meet. 

Keep  on  smiling. 
Shall  we  carry  our  burdens  up  the  hill, 


And  make  our  journey  harder  still? 

Let's  work  for  God  with  a  will,  and 

Keep  on  smiling. 

— Mrs.     Gertrude    Coster,       Blacksburg, 
S.  C. 

193  6  Bound  Lighted 
Pathways 

They  are  now  ready.  Every  home 
should  have  one.  Some  have  been  asking 
for  them.  You  will  be  able  to  pass  away 
many  hours  with  the  good  reading  ma- 
terial in  this  book.  Your  children  will 
enjoy  it  and  will  be  blessed  and  inspired 
by  its  pages.  Price  5  0c.  Address  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Silver  Lining 

Come  on,  young  people,  and  earn 
$15.00  by  selling  100  Silver  Linings.  You 
order  them  and  sell  them  at  2  5c  each. 
Send  us  $10.00  in  thirty  days.  You  can 
divide  them  among  your  people  and  let 
your  whole  church  help  in  selling  them. 
Please  have  your  pastor  recommend  you 
when  you  send  for  the  books.  They  can- 
not be  returned.  Send  order  to  Alda  B. 
Harrison,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Subscription  Contest 

Our  five  hundred  subscription  contest 
is  moving  slowly.  It  would  be  easy  for 
some  Y.  P.  E.  or  church  to  win  one  of 
these  prizes.  $2  5.00  goes  to  the  one  wh;i 
sends  the  largest  number  in  the  five  hun- 
dred subscriptions;  $15.00  for  second 
largest  number;  $10.00  for  the  third 
largest  number. 


Stop,   Look,   Listen! 

We  want  to  whisper  in  your  ear  this 
little  word  of  explanation.  It  grieves 
my  heart  that  I  am  not  able  to  publish 
everything  that  is  sent  in  for  publica- 
tion. Will  you  be  sweet  about  it,  and 
patient?  Did  you  know  that  now  we  are 
dealing  with  about  5,000  people  and  it 
is  impossible  to  get  everything  in  the 
paper  we  would  like  to.  Some  folks  send 
something  to  the  paper  and  expect  it  in 
the  next  issue.  Sometimes  this  is  possible 
and  sometimes  it  is  not.  We  published 
a  poem  not  long  ago  that  had  been  in  the 
office  for  two  years.  Sometimes  we  send 
it  to  the  printer  and  it  is  crowded  out 
by  our  sending  in  too  much  material. 
Sometimes  it  is  not  the  right  size  for  the 
space  we  have  and  we  must  find  some- 
thing else  to  use  instead.  A  thousand 
things  can  happen.  Please  always  keep  a 
copy  of  material  sent  in  as  we  cannot 
return  material  not  used.  We  hope  we 
have  made  this  clear.  When  you  send  in 
a  contribution  for  the  paper,  ask  God  to 
lead  and  if  it  is  His  will,  that  it  may  be 


published,   and  then  leave  it  with  Him. 
— Editor. 

Answers  to  Senior  Bible  Box 

1.  At  Kadem,  in  the  desert  of  Zin. 
Num.  20:1. 

2.  The  want  of  water.  Num.  20:2. 

3.  From  Esau.  Gen.  3  6:1. 

4.  Thev  mourned  for  him  thirty  years. 

5.  Yes.  In  Ps.  45:8. 

6.  They  can  if  controlled  by  the 
Spirit  of  God.  Judges  7:14;  Jo>a  11:49- 
52. 

7.  By  his  counsel  to  tempt  the  children 
•of  Israel  to  sin.   Num.   31:16. 

8.  Sixty-one. 

9.  By  Moses  in  the  plains  of  Moab. 
10.   In   God's  speaking  to   him    (as   if) 

face  to  face.  Deut.  34:10. 

Answers  to    Junior    Bible  Box 

1.  The  death  of  Aaron.  Num.  2:22- 
29. 

2.  Anointed. 

3.  In  Heb.  7:22,  24,  25. 

4.  Eleazar. 

5.  Heb.  11:1. 

6.  Near  the  spot  where  he  died,  in  a 
valley  in  the  land  of  Moab. 

7.  By  God  Himself,  or  by  angels  com- 
missioned for  the  purpose.  Jude  9. 

8.  It   has   not. 

9.  The  son  of  Nun,  of  the  tribe  of 
Ephraim. 

10.  To  go  over  the  Jordan.  Josh.  1:2. 


New  Gideons 

1.  Charlie  Williamson,   Aiken,    S.    C. 

2.  Roma  Ree  Thames,  Holcomb,  Miss. 

3.  Bessie  Moore,  High  Point,  N.  C. 

4.  Thelma  Hales,  Tarboro,  N.  C. 

5.  H.  G.  Kinnington,  Lindale,  Ga. 

6.  Doris  Lockard,  Louisville,  Ky. 

7.  Mrs.  T.   H.   Williams,     Charleston, 
Miss. 

8.  Euline  Lee,  Decatur,  Ala. 

9.  Mrs.  G.  L.  Duggins,  Imperial,  Calif. 

10.  Mrs.  Allison  Stubblefield,  Win- 
chester, Idaho. 

11.  Q.  H.  Hughes,  103  King  Mill,  Au- 
gusta, Ga. 

12.  Mrs.  Mary  Larson,  Magnolia,  Ohio. 

13.  Miss  Velma  Purcell,  Eldorado,  111. 

14.  Cassie  York,  Delbarton,  W.  Va. 

15.  I.  T.  Williams,  Naples,  Fla. 

16.  Douglas  Carter,  Cedar  Grove,  W. 
Va. 

17.  Freida  Yates,  Bonne  Terre,  Mo. 

18.  Amy  Ridener,  Pikeville,  Ky. 

19.  Mrs.  B.  N.  Thomas,  Perry,  Fla. 

20.  Miss  Ruth  Hopkins,  Henning,  Tenn. 

To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  $1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of    the    three    hundred    who    are    going    to    put    THE 

LIGHTED    PATHWAY    over    the    top    this    year? 

Read    the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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What  the  Lighted  Pathway 
Means  to  Me 

(Continued  from  page   19) 

the  devil  might  hinder  them.  Just  go  on 
and  keep  shouting.  But  the  discourage- 
ment is  so  heavy  they're  just  about  to 
turn  and  seek  another  road  leading  to  the 
same  place  and  so  are  lost  in  the  night 
all  because  they  had  no  guide  and  no 
light. 

We  gain  light  in  reading  the  Bible. 
Yes,  but  that's  not  all.  What  a  blessing 
it  would  be  if  we  could  all  have  the  life 
history  of  the  men  and  women  who  have 
given  their  very  life  blood  for  the  cause 
we  love.  But  even  that  is  not  possible 
for  all  of  us.  But  there  is  one  book  we 
can  have  at  such  a  small  price  and  even 
the  poorest  can  have  it.  I'm  sure  if  I 
knew  of  one,  at  this  hour,  I  would  glad- 
ly sacrifice  to  give  them  a  copy  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  To  me  personally  it 
has  proven  its  name  and  in  times  when 
clouds  of  doubt  and  discouragement  were 
hanging  low,  it  has  given  me  courage  to 
go  through  and  by  the  help  and  grace 
of  God  I'm  a  booster  for  the  paper,  for 
it  has  boosted  me  on  up  the  King's  high- 
way. 

Come  on,  young  people,  let  us  do  our 
duty,  it  is  just  a  few  more  days  and  you 
may  win  many  souls  ere  He  comes.  If 
you  fail  to  send  rays  of  light  across  the 
pathway  of  others,  you  may  be  the  one 
held  accountable  for  that  soul.  It's  not 
hard  to  be  a  Gideon.  You  can  easily  sell 
ten  Lighted  Pathways  and  give  the  other 
four  to  some  who  are  sick  or  some  who 
are  poor.  Remember,  if  you  do  your  part 
to  spread  the  gospel,  you'll  not  lose  your 
reward.  But  when  the  Chief  Shepherd 
shall  appear,  ye  shall  receive  a  crown  of 
glory  that  f  adeth  not  away.  1  Peter  5 :4. 
— Eva  E.  Martin,  Ephrata,  Pa. 

The  Doing  of  Denys 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
ling  down  to  listen.  In  the  stillness  the 
breaking  of  the  waves  sounded  across 
from  the  shore.  Then  in  deep,  quiet  tones, 
that  thrilled  through  Charlie,  and  in  all 
his  after-life  came  back  to  him  in  con- 
nection with  the  words,  Mr.  Owen  gave 
out  his  text — "What  shall  it  profit  a 
man,  if  he  shall  gain  the  whole  world 
and  lose  his  own  soul?  Or  what  shall  a 
man  give  in  exchange  for  his  soul?"  That 
was  all   Charlie  heard. 

Audrey  sat  with  her  eyes  riveted  on 
the  preacher.  He  was  telling  just  what 
she  wanted  to  know — the  way  to  find 
Jesus  Christ,  but  Charlie  was  not  listen- 
ing to  that.  The  sword  of  the  Spirit 
which  is  the  Word  of  God,  had  entered 
his  heart  and  discerned  its  thoughts  and 
intents. 

"What  shall  it  profit  a  man,  if  he  shall 


gain  the  whole  world!" 

The  whole  world!  A  few  weeks  ago 
that  had  meant  to  him  his  future,  his 
career,  the  electrical  engineering  upon 
which  he  had  set  his  whole  heart  since 
boyhood. 

Just  now  this  career  seemed  beyond  his 
reach,  but  suppose  that  tomorrow  it  lay 
within  the  grasp  of  his  hand! 

Suppose  that  to-morrow  he  could  go 
forward  as  he  had  planned  to  do,  that  he 
went  on  and  attained  the  highest  point 
of  his  ambition,  that  he  reached  his 
goal! 

"What  shall  it  profit  a  man,  if  he 
shall  gain  the  whole  world  and  lose  his 
own  soul?" 

He  could  not  tell  if  the  preacher  had 
spoken  the  words  again  or  if  they  had 
sounded  only  in  his  own  consciousness. 
How  solemnly  they  sounded! 

But  then  was  something  tlse  that 
seemed  even  more  than  his  career,  to  be 
the  whole  world  to  him.  Denys! 

He  started  as  at  that  instant  his  eyes 
fell  upon  her  across  the  church.  He  had 
looked  in  vain  for  her  when  he  first  came 
in,  but  she  must  have  moved  her  place 
a  little,  so  as  to  hear  the  preacher  better, 
and  now  he  could  see  her  plainly. 

Her  gentle,  earnest  face  was  lifted  a 
little  and  a  beam  of  sunlight  had  fallen 
across  her  red-brown  hair,  turning  it  to 
burnished  gold. 

And  she  was  the  whole  world  to  him. 

To  win  her,  to  make  a  home  for  her, 
he  was  content  to  lay  aside  even  his  hopes 
of  the  career  he  had  longed  for;  he  was 
ready  to  begin  at  the  very  bottom,  if 
only  he  might  begin  at  something  which 
would  promise  a  moderate  income  for 
himself  and  Denys. 

"What  shall  it  profit  a  man,  if  he  shall 
gain  the  whole  world  and  lose  his  own 
soul?" 

Suppose  he  won  Denys — that  she  gave 
him  her  love  as  he  had  given  his  to  her. 
Suppose  they  went  hand-in-hand  through 
life,  suppose  he  gained  the  whole  world! 
What  then? 

"And  lose  his  own  soul!"  Involuntarily 
the  words  rose  up  in  his  mind.  Like  a 
flash  he  knew  what  Denys  had  meant 
when  she  had  said  that  a  Christian  must 
only  marry  a  Christian. 

Could  Denys  go  hand-in-hand  with 
him  to  their  lives'  end,  loving  and  being 
loved,  to  part  forever  on  the  threshold 
of  eternal  life? 

One  to  go  to  God,  the  other  to — "lose 
his  own  soul." 

"If  he  shall  gain  the  whole  world!"  He 
might  have  his  career  and  her  love.  He 
might  win  both,  and  yet  there  was  some- 
thing infinitely  more  important,  infinite- 
ly more  precious — his  own  soul! 

In  the  tumult  of  his  thought  he  heard 
nothing,    noticed    nothing      around    him. 


The  rising  of  the  congregation  at  the 
words:  "Now  to  God  the  Father"  ab- 
solutely startled  him.  The  sermon  over! 

Mechanically  he  put  his  money  into 
the  plate,  he  sang  the  closing  hymn  with 
the  others,  he  knelt  and  waited  for  the 
accustomed   blessing. 

But  from  the  chancel  came  words  that 
Charlie  had  never  heard  before — words 
that  seemed  to  voice  his  awful  need,  and 
to  bring  a  calm  over  the  tumult  of  his 
heart — "O  Saviour  of  the  world,  Who  by 
Thy  Cross  and  Precious  Blood  hast  re- 
deemed us,  save  us,  we  humbly  beseech 
Thee,  O  Lord." 

There  was  a  moment's  pause.  Charlie 
held  his  breath  to  listen,  and  then  softly 
and  clearly  in  the  stranger's  deep,  rest- 
ful voice  came  the  benediction — "The 
Almighty  Lord,  who  is  a  most  strong 
Tower  to  all  them  that  put  their  trust  in 
Him,  to  whom  all  things  in  heaven,  in 
earth,  and  under  the  earth,  do  bow  and 
obey,  be  now  and  evermore  thy  defence: 
and  make  thee  know  and  feel  that  there 
is  none  other  Name  under  heaven  given 
to  man,  in  whom,  and  through  whom, 
thou  mayest  receive  health  and  salvation 
but  only  the  name  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ.  Amen." 

There  were  great  tears  in  Charlie's  eyes 
which  had  to  be  rubbed  away  before  he 
could  lift  his  head  and  follow  the  others 
out  of  church. 

One  idea  only  possessed  him.  He  must 
find  out  how  he  was  to  obtain  Christ's 
salvation.  Whom  could  he  ask? — Sent  in 
by  Mary  Lee  Sowell,  Jacksonville,  Fla. 

Believe  nothing  against  another  but  on 
good  authority;  and  never  report  what 
may  hurt  another,  unless  it  be  a  greater 
hurt  to  some  other  to  conceal  it. — Penn. 

— — — — — — — ■» — — — a— » 


THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

Devoted   to   the   general   welfare  and   spiritual 

uplift  of  our  young  people 

everywhere 

Published   Monthly  at  the 

CHURCH   OF  GOD  PUBLISHING 

HOUSE 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 

ALDA    B.    HARRISON,    Editor 
Cleveland,   Tennessee 

ASSOCIATE  EDITORS 

Mava    Morgan 
Rev.    E.    L.   Jacobs 
Robbie   Lee  Chesser 
Rev.    Ralph    Tedder 
Mildred    Blackwell 
George    Poteat 

PUBLISHING  COMMITTBE 

T.   Lloyd  McLain 

Joe  Little 

B.   J.   Boehmer 

SUBSCRIPTION  RATB 

Single  subscription,  per  year  $1.00 

Rolls  of  14  __ $1.00 

Entered  as  2nd  class  mail  matter  at  Post 
Office,    Cleveland,    Tenn. 


The  Lighted  Pathway 

Dedicated  To    

The  Church  of  God  Young  People's  Endeavor 


VOL.8 


JUNE,  1937 


No.  6 


SPO<X>C<>OO0OO0C<><^^ 

FfiTHER9S  DAY  ISSUE 


s 


8 


*E=a=&=ft=ffi=a=s=&=&=a^e=a=^ 


ONLY  A  DAD 

Only  a  dad  with  a  tired  face, 

Coming  home  from  the  daily  race, 

Bringing  little  of  gold  or  fame 

To  show  how  well  he  has  played  the  game; 

But  glad  in  his  heart  that  his  own  rejoice 

To  see  him  come  home  and  hear  his  voice. 

Only  a  dad  of  a  brood  of  four, 
One  of  ten  million  men  or  more, 
Plodding  along  in  the  daily  strife, 
Bearing  the  whips  and  scorns  of  life, 
With  never  a  whimper  of  pain  or  hate, 
For  the  sake  of  those  who  at  home  await. 

Only  a  dad,  neither  rich  nor  proud, 
Merely  one  of  the  surging  crowd, 
Toiling,  striving,  from  day  to  day, 
Facing  whatever  may  come  his  way; 
Silent  whenever  the  harsh  condemn, 
And  bearing  it  all  for  the  love  of  them. 


Only  a  dad,  but  he  gives  his  all 
To  smooth  the  way  of  his  children  small; 
Doing  with  courage  stern  and  grim 
The  deeds  that  his  father  did  for  him. 
This  is  the  line  that  for  him  I  pen: 
but  the  best  of  men. 
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"Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  un- 
to my  path."  Psalm  119:105 
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PAPA  -      \ 
I    DONT   LIKE    K 
TO   60   TO 

^SUNDAY  SCHOOL 

ALL  ./ 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls,  God  Bless  You. 

Last  month  we  discussed  our  mothers 
and  said  all  the  beautiful  things  we  knew 
to  say  in  her  honor.  However,  words 
were  not  available  to  express  all  that 
might  have  been  said. 

This  month  and  this  issue  of  our  paper 
is  dedicated  to  our  fathers  and  we  are 
finding  the  same  thing  true,  for  we  fail 
to  find  words  to  express  appreciation  of 
Father  also.  A  good  father  along  with  a 
good  mother  is  the  greatest  blessing  God 
can  bestow  upon  a  child,  and  that  child 
who  does  not  have  a  good  father  is  great- 
ly handicapped.  Perhaps  the  reason  there 
are  so  many  fathers  who  do  not  measure 
up  to  all  that  they  should  be,  is  because 
we  fail  to  show  our  appreciation  of  them 
just  like  we  do  our  mothers.  So  many 
fathers  are  made  to  feel  that  they  are  a 
nonentity  so  far  as  the  house  and  children 
are  concerned.  They  are  just  made  to 
work  and  carry  home  the  support  for 
the  family,  and  that  is  taken  for  granted. 
He  is  just  supposed  to  do  that  and  very 
iittle  is  thought  about  it,  only,  well,  it's 
just  Dad's  duty  and  many  fathers  bring 
this  on  themselves  because  they  do  not 
enter  into  the  homelife  as  they  should. 

Father  is  not  so  closely  associated  with 
the  children  as  mother  and  yet  his  part 
of  the  game  is  just  as  important  as  moth- 
er's. In  a  God-ordered  home  dad  and 
mother  walk  hand  in  hand  and  with  the 
children  there  is  no  difference.  Oh,  how 
few  God-ordered  homes  these  days. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  a  young  peo- 
ple's paper  and  we  dedicate  this  page  to 
our  young  fathers  and  young  men  who 
are  planning  on  having  a  home  in  the 
near  future.  Another  page  we  are  dedi- 
cating to  our  older  fathers.  God  bless 
them.  They  have  loved  and  labored  for 
the  little  flock  that  has  now  flown  away. 
They    perhaps    look   back    over    the    past 


and  see  the  mistakes  and  wish  they  had 
life  to  live  over.  They  could  do  so  much 
better  next  time.  But  it's  too  late  now. 
They  must  leave  their  joys  and  sorrows 
in  God's  hands  for  Him  to  take  and  use 
the  best  He  can,  rejoicing  that  God  is 
able  to  make  all  things  work  together  for 
their  good  if  they  love  Him. 

We  have  recentlv  iound  an  article  in 
"The  Light"  magazine  that  we  fee!  per- 
haps v/ould  be  a  blessing  to  our  readers, 
so  we  are  giving  a  part  of  our  space  to 
this  article.  May  we  close  our  message 
with  this  thought,  do  all  you  can  to  make 
Father's  Day  a  bright  spot  in  your  fath- 
er's life.  If  he  has  passed  on,  make  some 
other  father  happy.  Perhaps  some  father 
has  lost  a  son  or  daughter  since  last 
Father's  Day,  take  their  place  as  nearly 
as  you  can  and  make  a  bright  spot  in  that 
fathers'  life.  Look  around  you  and  let 
God  use  you  at  this  time.  Perhaps  you 
may  find  some  spiritual  father  who  has 
meant  much  to  you.  Cheer  his  heart  by 
telling  him  so. 

In  regard  to  this  article  we  are  going 
to  make  a  few  remarks.  We  notice  the 
writer  of  this  splendid  message  makes 
Father  the  head  of  the  house.  Then  the 
Bible  makes  Father  the  head  of  the  house. 
But  still,  we  believe  that  there  are  condi- 
tions along  with  this  declaration  that  he 
must  meet  to  qualify  to  be  the  head  of 
the  house.  Let  us  see.  We  find  some  com- 
mandments such  as  this:  "Husbands  love 
your  wives  even  as  Christ  loved  the 
church."  "Fathers  provoke  not  your  chil- 
dren to  wrath."  Did  you  ever  see  a  father 
who  failed  to  qualify  as  head  of  the  house, 
if  this  is  the  qualification?  The  one  who 
meets  these  conditions  is  the  one  that  the 
Word  of  God  gives  the  right  to  be  head 
of  the  home.  Father,  do  you  qualify? 
There  are  some  fathers  who  would  drive 
the  home  to  wreckage  and  ruin,  if  home 


were  left  in  his  care.  This  article  has  ref- 
erence to  a  godly  father.  In  which  class 
are  you?  Young  man,  before  you  start  a 
home  be  sure  that  you  are  qualified  to  be 
the  head  of  the  house. 

Here  is  the  article: 

THE  FATHER  AND  THE  HOME 

The  Bible  has  more  to  say  about  father 
than  it  does  about  mother.  In  the  Old 
Testament  at  least,  the  father  was  re- 
garded as  the  head  of  the  family  and  his 
begetting  was  more  mentioned  than  the 
mother  of  the  children.  Father  means 
"life  imparted  and  life-sustainer." 

The  greatest  institution  on  the  earth 
is  the  home.  The  biggest  vocation  on 
earth  is  that  of  being  a  true  Christian 
father.  The  next  greatest  work,  and 
perhaps  equally  great,  is  that  of  be- 
ing a  true  Christian  mother.  The  next 
greatest  thing  is  that  of  being  a  real  son 
or  daughter.  These  elements  of  greatness 
combine  in  making  the  home  great,  espe- 
cially so  if  the  home  is  Christian. 

The  father  is  the  "band  of  the  home" 
and  he  must  band  the  family  together. 
He  has  a  great  responsibility  and  also  a 
great  privilege  of  leading  his  family  on  to 
fullest  usefulness.  Observe  that  many  a 
mother  is  almost  helpless  without  the 
love,  care  and  helpfulness  of  a  true  hus- 
band. A  minister  was  once  preaching  on 
the  Christian  home,  and  had  recently 
lost  his  wife.  He  finally  asked  in  the 
sermon,  "What  can  take  the  place  of 
mother?"  His  little  boy  replied,  "It  ap- 
pears to  me  a  father  does  pretty  well." 
A  father  may  be  called  upon  to  be  both 
father  and  mother  in  case  the  latter  dies. 
The  reverse  is  also  true  at  times. 

A  father  should  exercise  true  discipline 
in  his  home,  have  order,  support  his  fam- 
ily, pray  with  the  children  and  his  wife, 
show  love,  patience,  and  forbearance  by 
God's  grace.  He  should  take  time  to  play 
with  and  read  to  the  children.  He  should 
feel  a  happy  partnership  with  his  wife  in 
making  the  home  and  the  children  what 
they  ought  to  be.  He  should  be  the  right- 
ful head  of  the  home  and  his  wife  should 
joyfully  assist  him  in  making  everyone, 
by  love  and  kindness,  to  grow  in  His 
grace  and  in  true  nurture  and  admoni- 
tion of  the  Lord.  They  are  mutually  re- 
sponsible but  the  father  has  the  greater 
responsibility  as  head  of  the  home. 

True,  in  this  commercial  world,  the 
father  is  away  a  great  deal  and  he  must 
often  delegate  many  of  his  own  duties  to 
mother.  Naturally,  then,  she  must  real- 
ize that  in  her  relation  to  him,  there  is 
delegated  and  added  responsibility  and 
only  proves  the  necessity  of  unity  and 
(Continued   on   page    23) 
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Father  s  Day  Story 


ALEXIA— HELPER  OF  MAN 

Mildred  Foulke  Meese 

It  was  six  o'clock.  The  eastern  sky  was 
not  yet  warmed  by  the  first  fingers  of 
light  from  the  sun.  The  snow  lay  deep 
on  the  Sherman  hills,  hiding  beneath  it 
all  that  was-  ugly.  The  air  in  the  wood- 
shed was  crisp  and  penetrating,  but 
Alexia  hummed  gaily  to  herself  as  she 
filled  her  apron  with  chips  and  kindling 
wood  to  be  carried  to  the  kitchen  stove. 

She  brushed  back  a  brown  curl  that 
had  tumbled  over  her  gray  eyes  as  she 
stooped.  "I'll  have  that  fire  going  in  a 
jiffy,"  she  said  aloud,  and  laughed  to  see 
her  breath  freeze  in  the  cold  air. 

Usually  she  hated  to  rise  early,  to 
tackle  the  formidable  old  stove,  to  bring 
in  the  wood  and  draw  the  water  from  the 
half  frozen  pump  in  the  yard;  oftentimes 
she  revolted  audibly  that  the  old  parson- 
age should  hold  so  many  inconveniences 
"They  don't  seem  to  matter  this  morn- 
ing; I  guess  it's  just  how  you  feel,"  she 
decided.  Nothing  seemed  to  matter  this 
morning. 

She  stuffed  the  chips  into  the  black 
maw  of  the  stove,  setting  them  expertly 
in  a  poke  of  crumpled  paper,  laid  the 
kindling  wood  across  them,  set  the 
damper  for  the  draft,  applied  the  match. 
When  the  kitchen  was  warmed  and  the 
kettle  boiling  and  the  table  set,  she  ran 
up  the  rickety  stairs  and  rapped  im- 
patiently on  her  father's  door. 

"Father!   Father!  Aren't  you  up  yet?" 

"Ummmnh?  What's  the  matter, 
Lex?"  Obviously  father  was  not  up. 

Lex  continued  to  beat  an  insistent  ta- 
too  on  the  door.  "Get  up,  sleepy-head! 
We're  going  to  Johnston  today,  don"t 
you  remember?  Are  you  up?  I  sha'n't  go 
down  until  I  hear  you  about." 

A  good-natured  grunt  from  her  father, 
followed  by  prodigious  yawning  and  the 
shuffling  sound  of  felt  slippers  across  the 
bare  floor,  indicated  to  her  that  she  had 
been  successful.  Satisfied,  she  skipped 
back  to  the  kitchen  to  get  the  breakfast. 

"We'll  have  ham  and  eggs  and  toast 
and  honey.  That's  what  dad  likes  best." 

Yes,  she  was  happy;  almost  too  happy, 
today.  It  was  near  to  quarterly  meeting 
time  and  she  was  going  to  Johnson  with 
her  father.  She  was  going  to  buy  a  new 
dress.  "Goodness  knows  that's  an  occasion 
after  so  many  hand-me-downs,"  she  told 
herself. 

It  was  an  occasion.  New  dresses,  made 
of  solid  new  material,  instead  of  the 
shaky  stuff  of  made-overs,  were  few  and 
far  between  in  this  country  minister's 
home. 

It  would   be  a  "shally,"  a   firm  piece 


of  cream  colored  cloth  flowered  with 
pink  or  blue  roses;  perhaps  she  might 
even  find  one  with  pink  and  blue  roses  on 
it.  It  could  (and  would)  be  dyed  and 
made  over  in  the  future,  but  what  a 
lovely  best  dress  it  would  make  for  this 
winter  and  next  winter  and  the  winter 
after. 

"And  father  will  get  his  coat  at  last," 
she  thought  with  a  lilt  of  happiness.  No 
one  but  Alexia  quite  knew  what  it  had 
meant  to  scrape  together  the  money  to 
buy  the  dress  and  coat,  both  sadly 
needed.  There  never  was  much  ready  cash 
in  their  home,  still  less  since  her  moth- 
er's death,  because,  try  as  she  would, 
Alexia  was  not  quite  the  good  manager 
her  mother  had  been.  This  year  had  been 
hard,  but  somehow,  along  with  her  too 
numerous  household  duties  Alexia,  sew- 
ing late  into  the  nights,  had  managed 
outfits  for  the  three  boys;  she  had  fin- 
ished them  hurriedly  in  preparation  for 
the  festivities  of  quarterly  meeting  time 
when  all  three  of  her  father's  country 
churches  would  gather  for  the  gala  oc- 
casion of  the  year. 

"I  hadn't  thought  dad  and  I  could 
make  it,  too,''  she  thought  as  she  fin- 
ished the  breakfast  preparations.  She 
did  not  mind,  now,  the  skimping,  the 
saving  of  a  penny  here,  a  nickel  there,  the 
contriving  and  scheming  to  add  to  the 
fund  in  the  old  yellow  pitcher.  Last 
night  she  had  placed  twenty  dollars  in 
her  father's  hand. 

"You'll  get  yourself  a  coat  tomorrow," 
she  commanded  briskly,  and  was  pleased 
at  his  surprise.  Twenty  dollars  would  buy 
a  warm,  heavy  coat. 

"But  your  new  dress,  Lex!"  he  had 
protested. 

She  had  laughed  and  shaken  the 
pitcher  at  him.  "It's  here,  too.  And 
enough  for  shoes  and  a  hat  if  Grisholm's 
are  still  having  a  sale.  We'll  go  to  John- 
ston tomorrow,  Dad.  The  boys  can  take 
care  of  themselves  for  once." 

And  now  it  was  tomorrow.  Her  fath- 
er's appearance  in  the  doorway  drove  all 
thoughts  from  her  mind  save  the  desire 
to  get  off.  She  scurried  to  the  stove  and 
lifted  his  breakfast  to  the  plate  she  had 
warmed  in    the   oven. 

"Hustle,  now!"  she  admonished,  and 
hurried  him  through  the  meal  for  all  the 
world  as  though  he  were  one  of  the  boys 
instead  of  a  six-foot  minister  of  the  gos- 
pel with  dignity  to  maintain.  While  he 
ate  she  washed  the  pans,  and  before  he 
had  hitched  the  horse  she  had  the  kitchen 
back  in  its  shining  order.  She  had  spent 
weeks  cleaning  and  scouring  the  house  for 
the   district   superintendent's   visit   at   the 


quarterly  conference;  the  entire  house 
was  immaculate  and  not  even  for  this 
trip  would  she  go  away  with  the  kitchen 
in  disorder. 

"It's  a  good  world,  isn't  it?"  she  said, 
snuggling  closer  to  her  father  in  the  old 
buggy  as  Belinda,  the  horse,  picked  her 
way  leisurely  through  the  ice  and  ruts. 
"It's  good  just  to  wake  up  and  be  alive." 

Donald  Akerson  looked  down  at  his 
eager,  seventeen-year-old  daughter  and 
smiled,  a  smile  that  told  much  of  the 
comaraderie   between   them. 

He  quoted: 

"I  laid  me  down  and  slept; 
1  waked;  for  the  Lord  smtaineth  me." 

It  was  an  old  game  they  had  played  for 
years.  She  had  learned  almost  all  the 
scripture  she  knew  by  hunting  up  the 
remainder  of  her  father's  quotations.  She 
nodded,  finishing  it  for  him, 
"1  shall  not  be  afraid  of  ten  thousand  of 
the  people." 

"Good.   You   got  it  right  first   time." 

"I  learned  that  one  a  year  ago." 

"You've  learned  a  great  deal,  Alexia." 

Lex  grimaced.  "What  a  job  trying  to 
live  up  to  that  name.  Whatever  made 
you  give  it  to  me,  Dad?" 

"  'Alexia,  helper  of  man.'  I  think  it's 
a  very  good  one  for  you,  Lex." 

Suddenly  turned  shy,  she  did  not  an- 
swer. They  were  both  silent  as  they 
jogged  along,  Lex  soon  busy  with  her 
thoughts  of  shopping,  Donald  Akerson's 
eyes  turned  toward  the  horizon,  where 
myriad  colors  still  blazed  from  the  dawn. 
His  face  was  remote,  as  though  his  mind 
were  traveling  far,  his  fine  mouth  set 
in  a  wistful  line.  Alexia  knew  he  was 
thinking  of  her  mother  and  did  not  dis- 
turb him. 

A  half-hour  passed,  when  they  met 
another  buggy,  the  rural  mail  carrier.  He 
pulled  up,  signalling  them  to  stop. 

"Good  morning,  Reverend,  'lo,  Lexia. 
Cold  enough  for  you  today?"  he  called. 
"I  was  intendin'  to  see  'ye  though  I 
didn't  think  for  the  luck  of  meetin'  ye." 

Mr.  Akerson  answered  pleasantly,  "A 
beautiful  day,  Joel.  Can  I  do  anything 
for  you?" 

"Well,  I  was  just  a-thinkin'  ye  might 
stop  in  at  them  Farnham  folks  as  ye  go 
by.  Seems  though  they  need  some  help 
from  a  parson  or  some  one.  The  old 
man's  powerful  sick,  seems  like." 

"I  don't  believe  I  know  where  they 
live,  Joel,"  Mr.  Akerson  was  puzzled.  "I 
thought  I  knew  most  of  the  folks  about 
here,    but   .    .   ." 

"They're  the  folks  that  moved  into  the 
old  Bradley  house  late  last  summer,"  in- 
terrupted Alexia.  "You  turn  off  at  the 
Salt  Road  and  go  down  the  lane  past  the 
Morton's" 

"Well,  thanks,  Joel.  We'll  stop  on  our 
way  and  see  what  we  can  do." 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Bible  Lessons 


©PEIsf  THE  DOOQFOZ 

Sixth  Beatitude 

"Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart,  for  /hey 
shall  see  God." 

Question,  Who  are  "pure  in  heart"?  Is 
a  murderer,  thief,  swearer,  pure  in  heart? 
Is  any  unconverted  man  pure  in  heart? 
How  about  the  unconverted  boys  and 
girls? 

Answer  by  illustration:  Cover  a  bottle 
of  ink  or  dye  with  stained  paper,  to  rep- 
resent a  hardened  sinner.  Another  with 
white  paper,  to  represent  an  unconverted 
boy  or  girl. 

The  outward  appearance  is  different  in 
the  two  cases,  but  there  is  impurity  with- 
in both  cases.  No  sprinkling,  pouring, 
immersing  or  washing  of  the  outside  can 
cleanse. 

Label  one  of  the  bottles  "Pure  Water"; 
that  does  not  change  the  contents.  Neith- 
er does  public  profession,  or  a  moral  life 
make  a  person  a  Christian.  The  impuri- 
ty will  remain  until  the  bottle  is  emp- 
tied and  washed  out.  Just  so  our  hearts 
are  full  of  wickedness  until  Christ  has 
cleansed  them. 

How  may  people  know  what  kind  of 
hearts   we   have? 

(a)  By  our  faces,  Acts  6:15. 

(b)  By  our  words,  Matt.  12:34. 

(c)  By  the  company  we  keep,  Prov. 
13:20;  Psa.    1:1-3. 

(d)  By  our  actions,  Matt.  7:20. 
The  Promise:   "They  shall  see  God." 
Earthly    kings    let    none   see    them    but 

the  beautiful,  rich,  or  great.  But  God  re- 
quires only  a  pure  heart.   1  Sam.   16:7. 

If  we  love  Him  we  shall  want  to  see 
Him.   Isa.   25:9. 


We  shall  not  see  Him  on  earth  with 
our  natural  eyes  (1  Tim.  6:16),  but  the 
Holy  Spirit  will  reveal  the  things  of  God 
to  our  spirits.  John   16:14,   15. 

We  may  see  God  in  our  own  hearts 
purifying  (1  John  1:9),  transforming 
(2  Cor.   3:18),  keeping   (Jude  24). 

Children's  Bible  Lesson 

Topic:   "MISSIONARIES" 

1.  What  is  meant  by  "missionary"? 
Who  is  a  home  missionary? 

A  foreign  missionary? 

2.  Who  was  the  first  missionary? 
John  3:17.  Who  sent  him?  John  5:3  6. 
Why?  John  3:17.  From  what  kind  of  a 
home?  John   6:3  8. 

3.  Who  were  the  first  foreign  mission- 
aries after  Christ  ascended?  Acts    13:2. 

To  what  countries  did  Paul  go?  (Lo- 
cate on  blackboard  map  or  other  map.) 

Who  sent  Paul  and  Barnabas?  Acts  13: 
4.  What  did  they  do  on  their  journeys? 
Acts  13:5;  Acts  14:1,  3,  7,  21,  etc.;  1 
Cor.  2:2.  What  book  of  the  Bible  tells  of 
the  travels  and  labors  of  Paul  and  Peter 
and  the  other  early  missionaries? 

4.  What  were  the  general  directions 
that  Jesus  left  about  missionary  work? 
Matt.  28:18-20.  What  about  home  mis- 
sions? Matt.  10:  1,  5,  6;  Acts  1:8.  What 
about  foreign  missions?  Matt.  13:38; 
Acts    1:8. 

5.  Is  there  still  need  of  missionaries  in 
the  world?  Answer,  if  possible,  by  show- 
ing children  map  of  the  whole  earth  with 
the   unevangelized  portions   darkened. 

6.  What  can  we  do?  Give  prayer, 
money,  and  perhaps  ourselves. 

The  Lord's  Prayer 

Note:  We  are  giving  a  series  of  lessons 
on  the  Lord's  prayer  beginning  with  this 
issue. 

OUR  FATHER 

1.  What  a  good  father  does  for  his 
children. 

Feeds,  John  6:32. 

Clothes,   Isa.   61:10. 

Sympathizes   with,    Psa.    103:13. 

Corrects,  Heb.    12:6. 

Loves,   1   John    3:1. 

Gives  gifts,  Jas.   1:17;  John   3:16. 

2.  What  children  should  give  to  their 
fathers. 

Love,  Matt.   22:37. 
Obedience,   1  John  5:3. 
Service,  Luke  2:49;  Matt.  21:2  8. 
Honor,  Psa.   71:8;  Matt.   5:16. 

3.  What  our  heavenly  Father  promises 
to  His  children. 


Gal.  4:7;  John  14:2,3;  Rom.  8:32. 

4.  Who  are  God's  children? 
John    1:12;   Gal.   3:26. 

5.  What  are  all  the  rest? 
Matt.    13:38. 

6.  Will  you  let  God  make  you  His 
child? 

The  Two  Cups 

Now,  my  little  men  and  women,  what 
have  I  in  my  hands?  (Hold  up  two  bot- 
tles, precisely  alike,  one  filled  with  water, 
the  other  with  alcohol.)  Here,  let  us 
write  the  names  upon  the  blackboard. 
On  the  right  side,  "water,"  on  the  left 
side  "alcohol."  You  know  what  the  first 
word  means. 

But  is  it  not  curious  that  the  bottles 
look  so  much  alike?  Which  is  which? 
Can  you  tell?  (Let  children  guess.)  I 
don't  believe  you  can,  for  I  confess  to  you 
I  don't  know  myself.  But  we  can  soon 
find  out,  that  is,  if  the  druggist  has  been 
fair  about  it,  for  I  told  him  to  fill  one 
with  pure,  harmless,  pleasant  cold  water, 
and  the  other  with  alcohol  which  has 
made  more  people  wicked  and  sick  and  sad 
than  anything  else  upon  the  face  of  the 
earth.  Now  how  can  I  find  out  which 
bottle  has  the  water  and  which  the  alco- 
hol? (Let  children  exert  their  ingenuity  at 
this  point.  They  will  be  apt  to  say  some 
things  that  you  can  write  upon  the 
blackboard  under  the  word  "alcohol".) 

Suppose  I  should  pour  a  little  from 
the  bottles  into  two  saucers,  and  offer 
them  to  your  dog  when  he  is  thirsty, 
which  would  be  drink?  The  water. 
Could  I  coax  him  to  drink  the  other? 
No,  he  wouldn't  unless  I  held  him  tight 
and  got  somebody  to  hold  his  jaws  open 
while  I  poured  down  the  wretched  stuff. 
And  it  would  be  just  so  if,  instead  of  al- 
conol  I  had  some  one  of  the  other  drinks 
that  people  sell  in  saloons  and  like  to 
drink  because  of  the  alcohol  that  is  in 
them.  Name  some  of  these  drinks.  Chil- 
dren name  "brandy,"  "whiskey,"  "beer," 
"wine,"  "cider,"  and  leader  writes  the 
words  down  in  smaller  letters  under  the 
word  "alcohol."  (Different  colored  cray- 
ons could  be  used  to  imitate  the  colors  of 
the  drinks.  Keep  clearly  before  the  chil- 
dren that  alcohol  is  the  peculiar  ingredi- 
ent in  them  all.)  But  to  go  back  to  these 
little  bottles  that  look  so  much  alike. 
Suppose  I  should  offer  some  of  the  al- 
cohol to  a  horse  or  cow,  would  they 
drink?  No,  and  yet  some  people  try  to 
make  us  believe  that  we  need  alcoholic 
drinks  to  make  us  strong.  But  the  strong- 
est man  can  not  carry  what  a  horse  can, 
yet  from  which  of  these  bottles  would 
the  horse  drink  if  at  all? 

Now,  let  us  see  what  other  way  I  could 
take  to  find  out  which  is  which.  Flow 
many  of  you  have  a  baby  brother  at 
home?     (Hands    up.)     Or    a    sister?    Sup- 
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pose  I  should  pour  out  a  tablespoonful  of 
the  water  and  gently  feed  it  to  the  baby. 
Would  it  hurt  him?  But  suppose  I  should 
give  it  a  tablespoonful  of  alcohol,  it 
would  go  into  fits  and  probably  die. 
Why?  Because  God  made  the  water  for  us 
to  use,  but  we  were  not  made  to  drink 
alcohol,  nor  anything  that  has  alcohol  in 
it,  because  it  burns  us  in  our  stomach  and 
brains.  It  burns  a  man's  cheek  and  nose 
too  if  he  keeps  at  it  long  enough.  You  all 
know  that.  The  only  living  creature  that 
would  choose  to  drink  the  alcohol  would 
be  some  poor  fellow  who  had  got  his 
stomach  so  crazy  that  it  wanted  to  be 
burned,  and  his  brain  so  crazy  that  it 
was  willing  the  burning  should  take 
place.  The  Indians  call  drinks  that  ha\e 
alcohol  in  them  "fire-water"  because  they 
burn  so.  But  what  way  can  we  take 
to  find  out?  Suppose  we  drop  this  white 
of  an  egg  in  water,  (leader  breaks  an  egg 
in  water),  will  it  be  changed?  See,  not 
at  all.  But  suppose  the  water  was  hot? 
Now  we  will  pour  out  a  little  of  this  al- 
cohol and  drop  the  white  of  another  egg 
in  it.  What!  is  it  being  cooked?  Sure 
enough!  Children,  our  brains  are  some- 
thing like  this  egg,  and  alcohol  hardens 
them,  if  we  use  it,  just  in  the  same  way. 
That's  what  makes  a  drunken  man  stag- 
ger so,  when  he  tries  to  walk,  and  talk 
so  strangely  when  he  tries  to  talk.  And 
then  if  I  should  pour  from  each  bottle 
on  two  lilies  just  alike,  what  would  hap- 
pen? One  would  be  fresher  and  brighter, 
the  other  would  shrivel  up  and  be  spoiled. 
For  one  is  the  water  of  life,  and  the 
other  the  water  of  death.  (Write  these 
two  names  on  the  blackboard,  under 
their  respective  synonyms.  Also  write 
down  a  word  or  two  to  stand  for  each 
test  as  you  find  out  which  is  right  here 
and  now.)   How  can  I? 

Can  you  not  think  of  some  harmie:>s 
way?  See,  I  will  pour  out  what  is  in  each 
bottle  into  a  plate.  Now  I  will  soak  a 
piece  of  paper  in  each.  Now  I  will  light 
a  match,  and  which  of  the  two  paper; 
will  burn?  Surely  not  the  one  wet  with 
water,  for  water  puts  out  fire,  but  the 
one  wet  in  alcohol,  the  fire-water.  (Now 
perform  the  experiment.)  Here,  this  is 
the  bottle  that  had  the  great  evil  spirit 
corked  in  it,  and  this  had  the  "pure  and 
sparkling  water." 

Now  let  us  repeat  some  of  the  texts 
out  of  God's  book  in  praise  of  water. 
(Psa.  147:7-8;  Psa.  65:9-10;  Mark  9:41. 
Let  these  texts  be  repeated  by  leader  and 
echoed  by  children.  Or,  being  assigned  be- 
forehand, they  may  now  be  read  or  re- 
cited by  the  children  designated,  the 
leader  explaining  and  emphasizing.) 

And  now  we  will  see  what  the  Bible 
says  about  strong  drink:  Prov.  20:1 — 
wine  deceives;  Prov.  23:29-32 — its  effect 
upon  the  body;  Isa.  28:1 — its  effect  upon 


the   mind;    1    Cor.    6:10 — its   eternal   ef- 
fect. 

The  Road  to  Healthtown 

P.  S.  Bourdeau-Sisco,  M.  D. 

The  children  of  Healthtown  are  happy 
and  gay,  and  all  can  run  and  jump  and 
play.  They  romp  and  work  and  miss  no 
school,  because  they  are  hardly  ever  sick. 
They  have  no  stomachache  or  headache, 
or  toothache,  or  any  other  ache;  who 
would  not  like  to  live  in  Healthtown? 
But  in  order  to  dwell  in  this  town,  ont 
must  follow  the  Health  Highway,  the 
very  best  road  built  to  give  boys  and  girls 
strong   bodies   and   happy   lives. 

Would  you  like  to  hear  about  this  won- 
derful road  that  leads  to  the  happy  town 
of  Health?  Well,  in  the  first  place,  in 
order  to  arrive  there  one  must  follow  the 
way  very  carefully  and  follow  it  every 
day  for  a  good  many  days.  Our  journey 
begins  in  the  night.  Queer,  is  it  not? 
Most  trips  begin  in  the  day  time;  but  this 
health  journey  is  a  special  journey  and 
we  have  to  do  special  things.  And  so  we 
reach  the  road  to  Healthtown  by  taking 
a  certain  street,  and  its  name  is  "Early- 
to-bed"  street. 

On  this  little  street  one  gets  plenty  of 
needed  sleep  to  grow  on,  and  wakes  in 
the  morning  with  a  sunny  face  and  a 
cheery  smile  instead  of  a  scowl  and  a 
whine.  And  each  morning  one  sings  the 
song,  "Early  to  bed  and  early  to  rise, 
makes  a  man  healthy,  wealthy  and  wise." 
For  some  children  this  street  is  a  little  up 
hill  at  first,  but  it  soon  gets  easy,  and 
after  several  nights  one  finds  himself  on 
the  road  to  Healthtown. 

One  must  not  follow  the  wrong 
streets  though,  or  get  off  into  the  alleys. 
One  boy  we  once  heard  of  wandered  awav 
onto  "Careless"  street,  but  he  soon  found 
himself  landed  in  "Sicklytown,"  where 
he  had  to  stay  a  long  time  in  the  house, 
and  sometimes  in  bed;  and  he  had  to  take 
bad  tasting  medicine.  But  when  he  got 
well  again  he  vowed  that  never  once 
more  would  he  leave  the  Healthtown 
Highway. 

Now,  when  once  well  on  this  road  to 
Healthtown,  about  the  first  thing  one 
sees  in  the  morning  is  the  "Facewash" 
Fountain.  Plenty  of  water,  some  soap,  and 
a  good  brisk  scrub  of  face,  hands,  neck 
and  ears,  leads  one  right  out  into  "Clean- 
face"  Square,  and  one  is  then  all  ready 
for  breakfast,  but  wait!  Breakfast,  did 
you  say? 

Oh  no!  not  quite  yet,  we  almost  forgot 
another  place  he  must  visit  before  he 
eats.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  it?  It  has  a 
very  pretty  name.  It  is  called  "Tooth- 
brush" Temple.  In  it  we  do  not  need  soap 
and  water,  but  tooth  paste  and  water  and 
a  tooth  brush;  in  this  temple  the  inside  of 
the  face,  the  mouth,  is  washed,  not  the 


outside.  Tongue  and  teeth  and  sides  of 
mouth,  and  up  and  down  and  in  and  out 
and  round  about  goes  the  brush,  and  the 
deed  is  done;  and  now  one  is  ready  for 
breakfast. 

And  breakfast  is  all  ready,  too,  for  the 
children,  at  a  place  on  the  road  to 
Healthtown  called  "Cereal"  Summit,  on 
"Milk  Bottle"  Square,  near  the  corner 
called  "Fresh  Fruit"  Market.  This  is  a 
meal  for  a  king,  and  our  travelers  feel  all 
fit  for  the  day — work  or  play.  Fruit,  some 
cereal  and  milk  make  good  teeth  and 
strong  muscles.  If  tho  any  child  should 
get  into  the  habit  of  going  off  the  Health 
Highway  onto  "Coffee"  Alley,  particu- 
larly if  he  is  not  so  very  old,  he  may  find 
himself  in  "Stomachache"  Swamp,  a  very 
sad  and  bad  place  to  be,  indeed. 

It  is  well  to  take  lunch  where  the  road 
to  Healthtown  is  met  by  "Sandwich" 
street  and  "Bread  and  Butter"  street. 
Lettuce  leaf,  or  wholesome  jam,  or  egg, 
and  the  like  make  the  finest  kind  of 
lunch  sandwich,  as  does  even  plain  bread 
and  butter,  though  some  kind  of  course 
loaf  is  healthier  than  all  white  bread. 
Probably  he  could  bring  along  something 
from  "Milk  Bottle"  Square  if  he  is 
thirsty. 

And  now  for  dinner.  Among  the  many 
other  good  things  to  be  had  for  this  meal, 
about  the  very  best  he  will  find  is  where 
the  Healthtown  road  crosses  "Vegetable" 
Valley,  just  before  it  comes  into  Well- 
ville.  Spinach,  cabbage,  carrot,  turnip, 
green  corn,  green  peas  and  the  pick  of  all 
the  other  green  things  grown  in  this 
valley — all  these  make  good  blood  and 
brain  for  any  boy  or  girl. 

But  there  is  one  place  we  have  to  avoid 
carefully  or  it  will  lead  us  much  astray, 
and  that  place  is  the  "Half-Way"  lunch 
counter.  Most  any  day  it  can  be  seen  from 
the  Healthtown  road.  Children  often  spy 
this  lunch  place  about  the  middle  of  the 
forenoon  or  middle  of  the  afternoon,  and 
the  things  to  eat  look  pretty  tempting; 
but  the  child  that  is  bound  to  keep  well 
passes  them  by — or  he  might  arrive  at 
"Sickville"  instead  of  "Wellville,"  and 
sometimes  it  is  a  long  way  to  travel 
from  "Sickville"  back  again  to  the  road 
to  "Wellville." 

But  there  is  another  place  on  the  route 
to  Healthtown  where  every  boy  and  girl 
likes  to  stop  two  or  three  times  a  week, 
and  that  place  is  at  a  "Bathtub"  station. 
Here  awaits  a  nice  white  tub,  lots  of 
warm  water,  a  cake  of  soap,  maybe  a 
gentle  scrub  brush — and  oh,  my,  how  nice 
and  clean  and  frisky  one  feels  afterward. 
A  bath  always  keeps  the  skin  soft  and 
healthy.  Of  course  our  health  travelers 
should  stop  every  night  at  "Freshair" 
Tavern.  At  this  place  they  always  have 
the  windows  open  at  night,  so  plenty  of 
pure  air  comes  in.  Good  fresh  air  and 
(Continued  on  page  15) 
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MY  FATHER 

Hubert  S.  Liang 

My  father  is  not  by  any  means  an  un- 
usual man,  unusual  in  the  sense  that  his 
daily  life  and  deeds  would  make  good  and 
sensational  stories  for  most  of  our  news- 
papers. Nor  is  he,  indeed,  perfect.  That 
is,  he  has  faults  and  frailties  of  his  own, 
which  are  so  common  to  the  great  bulk 
of  our  human  race.  But  with  all  his  "or- 
dinariness" and  his  frailties  and  faults, 
there  are,  none-the-less,  things  in  him 
which  compel  me  to  regard  him  as  a  great 
man. 

Years  ago  when  I  was  still  a  young- 
ster, what  impressed  me  the  most  was  my 
father's  habit,  or  should  I  say  character- 
istic of  regularity.  His  hours  of  the  day 
have  always  been  so  well  apportioned 
among  his  many  activities  of  life,  that 
people  almost  knew  where  to  look  for 
him  at  those  respective  hours  and  with- 
out fail.  For  well-nigh  thirty-six  years,  so 
my  affectionate  mother  confided  to  me 
time  and  again,  my  father's  rising  hour 
has  been  5:30  a.  m.,  and  the  hour  for 
his  retiring  between  9  and  10  p.  m.  This 
has  been  true  on  those  bleak  cold  morn- 
ings as  well  as  on  those  mornings  when 
nature  holds  a  natural  enticement  for 
one  to  get  up  early.  Except  under  most 
extraordinary  circumstances,  circum- 
stances which  he  really  could  not  con- 
trol, he  has  never,  so  far  as  my  knowl- 
edge goes,  effected  an  unnecessary 
change  in  his  daily  schedule.  In  short, 
my  father  is,  first  of  all,  the  most  punc- 
tilious man  I  know. 

Then  his  non-artificial  courtesy  is  an- 
other characteristic  which  makes  mc 
think  him  great.  He  is  courteous  to  ev  • 
erybody  irrespective  of  age  or  rank.  To 
him  courtesy  means  more  than  mere  re- 
finement for  its  own  sake.  It  is  his  phi- 
losophy that  to  expect  courtesy  and  re- 
spect from  others  you  must  be  first 
courteous   and   respectful   yourself. 

He  is  exceedingly  humane  and  demo- 
cratic. Children  and  animals  find  in  him 
a  great  friend.  He  is  blessed  with  a  pecu- 
liar sense  of  sympathizing  with  the  un- 
fortunate. I  recall  in  our  home  we  had 
for  a  long  time  two  or  three  maids.  My 
father  treated  these  just  as  if  they  were 
his  own  children.  "Misfortune,"  he  used 
to  say,  "is  not  something  to  be  rejoiced 
in  or  to  be  taken  advantage  of."  "It  is  by 
chance,  sheer  chance,"  he  would  again 
tell  us,  "that  one  is  born  to  be  better 
than  another."  "Equal  opportunity  is 
what    really   everybody    wants."      As   his 


children  we  were  always  inculcated  with 
the  fundamental  truth  that  along  with 
every  good  opportunity  there  is  always  a 
corresponding  responsibility.  In  his  eyes 
all  human  beings  are  descendants  from  a 
common  Father  and  hence  they  are  all 
endowed  with  potentialities  of  infinite 
development  if  they  are  only  given  the 
chance. 

To  his  children  he  is  indeed  more  than 
a  good  father,  he  is  a  great  teacher.  He 
teaches  them  to  be  good  and  right,  not 
through  force  nor  through  coercion,  but 
by  means  of  persuasion  and  illustration.  I 
remember  when  I  was  still  a  boy  of 
thirteen,  I  had  got  into  the  bad  habit  of 
card-playing.  Naturally,  this  proved  to 
be  very  detrimental  to  my  school  work. 
It  soon  came  to  my  father's  notice.  One 
day  he  called  me  to  his  side  and  put  to 
me  this  simple  little  question:  "If  you 
were  a  father,  what  would  you  expect 
your  boy  to  do,  to  make  his  chief  busi- 
ness of  the  day  studying  or  card-play- 
ing?" Without  a  moment's  thought  I  re- 
plied, "Studying,  of  course."  With  a 
tender  smile  he  said,  "This  is  precisely 
what  I  expect  of  you,  my  boy." 

I  have  four  brothers  who  are  older 
than  I  am.  As  youngsters  we  quarreled 
terribly,  much  at  the  expense  of  the 
peace  of  our  home.  Not  infrequently  we 
held  a  grudge  against  each  other  even  in 
the  very  presence  of  our  father.  He 
looked  on.  He  observed  musingly.  He 
felt  hurt — yes,  profoundly  so.  He  wanted 
to  stop  this  quarrel  business  among  us 
brothers  perhaps  once  for  all.  What  was 
he  to  do? 

One  evening  he  summoned  five  of  us  to 
sit  with  him  around  a  table  in  his  libra- 
ry. From  his  pocket  he  took  out  a  string 
of  beads.  He  lifted  it  up  and  showed  us. 
"Beautiful  string  of  beads,  isn't  it?"  he 
inquired.  Presently  he  fetched  himself  a 
pocket  knife  with  which  he  cut  the 
string,  and  took  away  one  of  the  beads. 
After  this  was  done,  he  held  up  the 
string  again.  The  beads  were  naturally 
turned  loose  and  scattered  all  over  the 
table.  We  were  puzzled.  We  were  aston- 
ished. In  a  wavelike  fashion  there  came 
upon  his  face  a  smile,  that  same  famili- 
ar and  kind  and  gentle  smile  which  is  so 
characteristic  of  my  father.  Slowly  he 
uttered  the  following  words: 

"Here  at  last  is  a  practical  illustration 
of  the  truth  of  the  saying,  'United  we 
stand,  divided  we  fall!'  Union  is  indeed 
strength.  I  was  wondering,"  he  continued 
more  slowly,  "whether  it  would  be  just 
as  easy  for  you  boys  to  live  in  harmony 


and  peace  as  it  is  to  live  in  quarrels." 
The  lesson  taught  us  that  evening  burned 
so  deeply  into  our  consciousness  that,  so 
far  as  I  can  recall,  we  never  again  al- 
lowed ourselves  to  get  into  another  seri- 
ous scuffle. 

Lastly,  my  father  is  a  true  Christian.  A 
practical  Christian,  may  I  add.  With  him 
Christianity  is  considerably  more  than  "a 
collection  of  precepts  about  things  which 
you  must  believe  and  things  which  you 
must  not  do."  It  is  even  more  than  mere- 
ly going  to  church  on  Sundays,  saying 
prayers  each  night,  or  giving  one-tenth  of 
his  income  to  support  the  church  and 
its  many  activities.  To  him  religion 
is  something  that  is  to  be  lived  out  ac- 
tually every  day,  something  that  should 
always  have  a  vital  and  conscious  influ- 
ence upon  his  private  conduct  and  his 
personal  relation  with  his  fellowmen.  If 
there  are  a  few  words  which  could  accur- 
ately interpret  my  father's  true  concep- 
tion of  religion,  these  few  words  of 
Reverend  Joseph  F.  Newton  will  probab- 
ly do  well: 

"Religion  is  not  something  apart  from 
life,  but  life  itself  at  its  best — a  tie  unit- 
ing us  with  the  'Love  that  moves  the 
sun  and  all  the  stars,'  with  our  fellows 
in  fraternal  righteousness,  and  with  our- 
selves in  an  inner  unity  and  order.  It  is 
one  with  our  capacity  for  joy  and  won- 
der, our  feeling  of  mystery  surrounding 
our  lives,  our  sense  of  duty  and  pity  and 
pain,  our  latent  kinship  with  all  creation; 
the  subtle  but  invincible  sense  of  solid- 
arity that  knits  together  the  loneliness  of 
innumerable  hearts — a  fellowship  in 
dreams,  in  joy,  in  tragedy,  in  aspiration, 
in  fear,  in  faith,  in  hope — binding  the 
dead  to  the  living  and  the  living  to  those 
yet   unborn." 

May  I  repeat,  my  father  is  a  Christian, 
a  Christian  in  faith,  a  Christian  in  words, 
and  above  all  a  Christian  in  life. 

My  father  is  now  seventy-six  years  of 
age,  still  living  an  active  and  a  vigorous 
life,  a  life  which  is  marked  with  humble- 
ness and  simplicity.  With  all  these  years 
I  have  known  him,  never  for  a  single  mo- 
ment has  he  impressed  me,  or  have  I  ever 
thought  of  him,  as  a  successful  man,  suc- 
cessful in  terms  of  earthly  riches  and 
earthly  power.  Of  these  he  possesses  very 
little,  if  any. 

No,  he  is  not  a  successful  man  in  the 
eyes  of  this  intensely  materialistic  world. 
He  has  not  achieved,  and  perhaps  never 
will  achieve  a  success  measured  by  our 
present  standards  of  success.  He  is  today, 
as  he  ever  has  been,  making  his  move  and 
having  his  being  among  the  most  com- 
mon sort  of  people  in  that  far  distant 
country,  little  aware  of  how  kindly 
others  think  of  him;  still  less  aware  is  he 
of  the  fact  that  his  life  and  character 
have  been  such  an  enrichment  to  many 
who  have  come  in  contact  with  him;  and 
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least  of  all  he  is  aware  that  I,  his  son,  on 
this  side  of  the  world  would  today  draw 
a  personality  sketch  of  him,  and  call  him, 
"The  greatest  man  I  have  ever  known." 
— Light  and  Life  Evangel,  Nov.  1927. 

TUNING  IN  WITH 
FATHER 

T.  H.  Cheley 
HOW  ARE    YOU    GOING    TO    GET 
THE  JOB  YOU  WANT,  AND 
KEEP  IT? 
"Dad,  we  had  a  peach  of  a  speaker  at 
our  assembly   today   talk  on    the     'High 
Cost  of  Loafing.'  Set  us  all  to  thinking 
that  perhaps  we  aren't  as  industrious  as 
we  ought  to  be,  and  that,     as     he  said, 
'killing  time  is  suicide.'     So,  I'm  looking 
for  a  job!  But  the  trouble  is,  how's  a  fel- 
low going  to  get  the  job  he  wants — and 
then  keep  it?" 

Mr.  Smithhough  laughed  outright. 
"Bob,  I  hope  your  streak  of  industry  has 
come  to  stay.  I  think  myself  it's  about 
time  you  began  to  cash  some  of  your 
spare  time  both  from  the  standpoint  of 
learning  to  work,  which  is  a  very  real 
accomplishment,  and  from  the  standpoint 
of  financial  return.  College  days  are  not 
so  far  away,  and  boy,  they  do  take  cash. 
The  outstanding  characteristic  of  suc- 
cessful men  is  that  somewhere,  some  time, 
they  learned  to  work.  These  days  we  hear 
a  good  deal  about  'lucky  breaks'  and 
'pull'  and  all  the  rest,  but  let  me  tell  you 
one  thing  now — things  in  this  world 
never  just  happen.  There  is  always  a 
reason  for  everything,  and  so  with  suc- 
cessful accomplishment.  It  is  not  the  re- 
sult of  lucky  breaks;  it  is  not  a  thing  of 
chance  except  in  the  movies;  it  comes  to 
men  only  because  they  work  hard  and 
intelligently  for  it,  and  along  right  lines. 

"Now,  as  I  understand  it,  you  want  to 
know  what  your  prospects  are,  how  o 
get  a  truly  desirable  job,  and  then  how 
to  keep  it.  Well,  as  you  know,  I  have 
some  rather  definite  convictions  about 
those  subjects,  and  I  am  glad  to  talk 
about  them  with  you — not  by  way  ot 
advice,  however,  but  by  way  of  obser- 
vations. I  want  you  to  think  about  my 
ideas  and  try  them  out  for  yourself. 
However,  let  me  say  positively  that  it 
is  tremendously  important  that  you  do 
some  thinking  about  jobs  in  general  be 
fore  you  set  out  to  hunt  one  in  particu- 
lar. Bear  in  mind  that  it  is  the  poten- 
tiality of  your  job  which  should  make  ;t 
attractive,  not  necessarily  the  pay  check. 
What  are  you  learning  while  you  are 
earning  is  the  important  question.  Many 
men  pay  very  dearly  for  their  pay  checks 
in  what  thev  learn  in  bad  morals  and 
wrong  attitudes. 

"The  second  point  I'd  like  to  get  fixed 
in  your  mind  is  that  if     possible     there 


should  be  some  definite  connection  be- 
tween the  work  you  seek  and  the  thing 
you  are  aiming  at  doing  ultimately.  One 
would  not  be  going  to  an  engineering 
school  to  learn  to  become  a  doctor,  nor 
working  in  a  hospital  if  he  hoped  to  be- 
come a  great  mechanical  engineer.  There 
must  be  some  consistency. 

"The  third  point  is  this:  success  and 
wealth  are  not  one  and  the  same  thing. 
In  the  past  few  years  we  have  had  a  per- 
fect deluge  of  success  literature,  and  it 
has  left  an  entirely  wrong  impression. 
Every  normal  man,  of  course,  desires  to 
make  a  good  living — that  is  entirely 
legitimate — but  to  make  a  good  life 
comes  first — a  life  useful,  creative,  in 
some  realm,  and  dedicated  to  the  im- 
provement of  mankind.  No  other  sort  of 
a  life  is  truly  successful.  Get  a  definite 
purpose  established,  Bob,  and  then  set  out 
to  make  school  and  job  and  reading  and 
travel  and  friends  and  contacts  all  help 
you  accomplish  that  purpose.  Apparently 
your  work  is  going  to  be  some  sort  of 
human  engineering — you  enjoy  people 
rather  than  things.  You  love  organization 
and  you  have  a  friendly  way  about  you 
that  makes  people  seek  you.  You  have  a 
good  presence  and  speak  well  in  public. 
You  seem  to  be  dominated  with  altruistic 
motives.  So  find  a  job  that  will  cast  you 
with  folks,  meeting  people,  serving  people 
in  some  capacity  rather  than  cleaning 
machinery  or  keeping  books  or  driving  a 
car.  One  of  the  cardinal  principles  of 
finding  the  right  job  and  keeping  it  lies 
in  finding  work  which  interests  you,  for 
no  boy  continues  to  do  well  a  task  in 
which  he  is  not  interested. 

"Having  found  a  job  that  fits  into 
your  scheme  of  things  and  that  interests 
and  challenges  you,  give  it  the  very  best 
you  have.  Find  ways  to  do  the  work  bet- 
ter, more  quickly,  and  at  less  expense. 
It's  very  easy  to  hire  hands.  What  em- 
ployers want  is  heads  and  hearts — intel- 
ligence and  loyalty.  It  isn't  jobs  usually, 
which  have  a  future;  it's  boys  who  have 
the  future,  notwithstanding  a  good  deal 
of   talk  to  the  contrary. 

"Of  course,  you  will  have  to  begin  at 
the  bottom,  too.  Don't  expect  to  be 
made  vice-president  of  the  concern  in  a 
week  merely  because  you  are  good  look- 
ing! Determination,  loyalty  integrity, 
and  keeping  everlastingly  at  it  are  the 
factors  in  holding  a  desirable  job  after 
you  get  one.  The  same  qualities  required 
to  get  a  desirable  job  are  required  to  hoid 
one.  Competition  is  keen.  A  dozen  chaps, 
likely,  have  their  eye  on  your  job.  Be- 
lieve in  yourself  as  just  the  man  for  the 
place  and  then  demonstrate  it  to  others. 

"Never  work  for  any  man  to  whom 
you  cannot  be  loyal  personally,  and  on 
whose  standards  of  business  you  cannot 
set  your  seal  of  approval.  To  be  efficienr 


you  must  maintain  always  your  own 
self-respect.  Boost  the  boss  and  his  busi- 
ness, or  else  get  a  new  job. 

"Give  full  honors  and  an  extra  good 
measure  always.  The  minute  you  begin 
working  by  the  clock,  you  join  that  vast 
army  of  folks  who  have  no  future  in  any- 
thing because  they  are  getters  instead  of 
givers.  Besides,  the  most  common  type 
of  dishonesty  today  is  stealing  time. 
When  you  make  a  contract  with  a  man 
to  do  what  is  necessary,  make  another 
contract  with  yourself  to  do  better  than 
is  necessary;  then  you  will  love  your 
work  and  your  work  will  prosper  amaz- 
ingly. 

"Now,  Bob,  about  finding  the  job. 
That  is  up  to  you,  and  is  a  test  of  your 
own  ingenuity  and  perseverance.  Desira- 
ble jobs  do  not  hang  on  bushes.  They 
must  be  sought  out.  With  these  thoughts 
in  mind,  sell  a  job  to  yourself  and  then 
sell  yourself  to  the  boss.  Neither  your 
dad  nor  your  uncle  nor  some  friend  is 
going  to  find  you  a  job — not  at  all. 
You're  going  hunting  a  job  with  your 
sights  right.  There  is  always  an  open 
season  on  jobs." 

"In  other  words,  Dad,  it  is  strictly  up 
to  me,  eh?  All  I  get  from  you  are  some 
helpful  suggestions  and  your  moral  sup- 
port?" 

"That's  it,  boy.  What  more  do  you 
want?" 

—From   The  Boys'   World. 

Father's  Voice 

Years  an'  years  ago,  when  I 

Was  jest  a  little  lad, 
An'   after   school   hours   used   to   work 

Around   the   farm   with   dad, 
I  used  to  be  so  wearied  out 

When  eventide   was   come 
That  I  got  kinder  anxious  like 

About  the  journey  home; 
But  dad,  he  used  to  lead  the  way, 

An'  once  in  awhile  turn  'round 
an'  say — 
So  cheerin'  like,  so  tender — "Come! 

Come  on,  my  son,  you're  nearly  home!" 
That  allers  used  to  help  me  some; 

An'  so  I  followed  father  home. 
I'm  old  an'  gray,  an'  feeble  now, 

An'  trimbly  at  the  knee, 
But   life  seems   jest   the   same   today 

As  then  it  seemed  to  me — 
For  I  am  still  so  wearied  out, 

When   eventide   is    come, 
And  still  get  kinder  anxious-like 

About  the  journey  home; 
But  still  my  father  leads  the  way 

An'  once  an'  awhile  I  hear  him  say — 
So  cheerin' — like,  so  tender — "Come! 

Come  on,  my  son,  you're  nearly  nome!" 
And   same  as   then,   that   helps   me  some; 

An'  so  I'm  followin'  father  home. 

— Selected. 
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BOOK  REVIEW 
rtIn  His  Steps" 

By  Charles  M.  Sheldon 

This  is  a  thrilling  narrative  of  how 
Rev.  Henry  Maxwell,  a  prominent  min- 
ister of  the  First  Church  in  Raymond, 
asked  his  members  ro  take  with  him  the 
pledge  not  to  do  anything  for  a  year 
without  first  asking  themselves  the 
question,  "What  would  Jesus  do?"  No 
one  can  follow  the  trials  and  perplexing 
problems  of  those  who  took  the  pledge 
without  being  stirred  into  doing  some  real 
soul-searching. 

When  Edward  Norman,  editor  and 
owner  of  the  Evening  Daily,  told  his  re- 
porters not  to  print  the  news  of  the  lat- 
est prize  fight  and  not  to  renew  adver- 
tising contracts  with  tobacco  and  whis- 
key dealers,  they  thought  that  he  had 
gone  crazy.  Then  when  he  discontinued 
his  Sunday  edition  the  subscribers  ob- 
jected and  many  did  not  renew  their  sub- 
scriptions. This,  of  course,  caused  a  great 
financial  loss  and  probably  would  have 
meant  bankruptcy  for  the  paper  had  it 
not  been  for  the  timely  aid  of  the  young 
heiress,  Virginia  Page,  who  had  also  taken 
the  pledge. 

Virginia  was  told  by  her  grandmother 
that  it  was  impossible  to  follow  Jesus' 
footsteps  "in  this  day  and  time  and  it  is 
not  even  required  nor  is  it  necessary." 
(How  often  we  ourselves  hear  this  same 
remark  today.)  However,  Virginia  proved 
that  it  was  possible  and  gave  freely  of  her 
vast  fortune  which  she  had  come  to  feel 
had  only  been  loaned  to  her.  She  devoted 
her  time  to  rescue  work  in  the  slums,  in 
spite  of  the  fact  that  her  brother,  Rollin, 
scolded   and   her   friends   ridiculed    her. 

One  friend  who  did  stand  by  her  was 
the  beautiful  and  talented  Rachel  Win- 
slow,  the  church  soloist,  who  following 
the  pledge  as  she  saw  it  refused  an  offer 
to  sing  for  a  large  concert  company  for 
a  large  salary  and  agreed  to  sing  in  the 
slum  tabernacle  in  spite  of  her  mother's 
protests.  When  Rollin  declared  his  love 
for  her  she  told  him  that  she  could  not 
love  him  because  of  the  useless  way  in 
which  he  was  spending  his  life. 

Alexander  Powers  was  also  confronted 
with  problems  at  home  and  it  was  there 
he  met  his  greatest  trial.  When  asking 
himself      "What      would   Jesus   do?"      he 


found  it  necessary  to  resign  his  position 
as  superintendent  of  the  railroad  shops 
because  he  discovered  proof  of  an  act  cf 
absolute  lawlessness  on  the  part  of  the 
railroad.  "No  one  but  himself  knew  the 
bitterness  of  that  family  estrangement. 
Truly  'a  man's  foes  are  they  of  his  own 
household'  when  the  rule  of  Jesus  wis 
obeyed  by  some  and  disobeyed  by  others." 
The  problems  of  Miiton  Wright,  while 
no  less  difficult,  were  of  a  different  na- 
ture. He  was  the  owner  of  a  large  de- 
partment store  and  his  first  move  was  to 
right  about  face  and  change  his  motto 
from  "Will  it  pay"  to  "What  would  Je- 
sus do?"  He  then  drew  up  a  programme 
which  seemed  to  him  what  Jesus  might  go 
by  were  He  a  business  man. 

1.  He  would  engage  in  business  for 
the  purpose  of  glorifying  God  and  not  for 
the  primary  purpose  of  making  money. 

2.  All  money  that  might  be  made  he 
would  never  regard  as  his  own,  but  as 
trust  funds  to  be  used  for  the  good  of 
humanity. 

3.  His  relations  with  all  the  persons  in 
his  employ  would  be  the  most  loving  and 
helpful.  He  could  not  help  thinking  of 
them  all  in  the  light  of  souls  to  be  saved. 
This  thought  would  always  be  greater 
than  his  thought  of  making  money  in 
business. 

4.  He  would  never  do  a  single  dishonest 
or  questionable  thing  or  try  in  any  re- 
mote way  to  get  the  advantage  of  any 
one  else  in  the  same  business. 

5.  The  principle  of  .unselfishness  and 
helpfulness  in  all  the  details  of  the  busi- 
ness  would  direct   its   details. 

6.  Upon  his  principle  he  would  shape 
the  entire  plan  of  his  relations  to  his  em- 
ployees, to  the  people  who  were  his  cus- 
tomers, and  to  the  general  business  world 
with  which  he  was  connected.  (Let  us 
each  pause  here  long  enough  to  ask  our- 
selves, "How  does  my  life  measure  up  to 
this  outline?" 

With  their  pastor  as  their  leader  the 
ones  who  had  taken  the  pledge  united  in 
their  efforts  to  get  rid  of  the  saloons  and 
whiskey.  To  the  astonishment  of  the  city, 
President  Marsh  of  the  Lincoln  College 
took  a  most  active  part  in  this  crusade, 
which  brought  about  some  startling  re- 
sults. 

Rollin  took  his  sister  and  Rachel  to  the 
slums  where  they  were  assisting  in  a     re- 


vival, conviction  seized  his  heart  and  he 
became  converted.  Then  he  took  the 
pledge  and  devoted  his  time  to  the  salva- 
tion of  his  old  pals  and  fellow  club- 
members.  In  time  Rachel  learned  to  love 
the  new  Rollin  and  together  they  conse- 
crated their  lives  to  following  in  Hi: 
steps. 

The  movement  spread  to  other  citie; 
and  other  churches  and  even  greater  anc 
more  exciting  events  took  place. 

This  is  a  book  that  will  interest  al 
classes  and  ages.  A  Christian  will  find  rea. 
encouragement  and  inspiration,  while  th< 
story  is  interesting  enough  to  hold  the 
attention  of  one  who  is  only  reading 
"just  to  be  reading,"  but  I  do  not  believe 
that  any  one  could  read  the  book  througr 
without  being  helped  by  it  whether  they 
read  it  for  that  purpose  or  not. — By  lone 
Self,   Wimauma,    Fla. 

Till  I  come  give  attendance  to  read- 
ing, to  exhortation,  to  doctrine.  Neglect 
not  the  gift  that  is  in  thee,  which  was 
given  thee  by  prophecy,  with  the  laying 
on  of  the  hands  of  the  presbytery.  Medi- 
tate upon  these  things,  give  thyself  whol- 
ly to  them;  that  thy  profiting  may  ap- 
pear to  all.  Take  heed  unto  thyself,  and 
unto  the  doctrine,  continue  in  them,  foi 
in  doing  this  thou  shalt  both  save  thy- 
self,  and   them   that   hear   thee. 

Awake  thou  that  sleepest  and  arise 
from  the  dead.  Get  busy,  the  time  ii 
short   and   the  days  are  evil. 

After  awaking  and  arising,  keep  busy 
so  you  won't  go  to  sleep  again. — By 
Exelma  Holley. 

Reading  Circle 

Armeline   N.    Cousineau,      Big   Rapids. 

Mich. 
Laura  Keen,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 
Willie  T.  Welch,  Cumberland,  Ky. 
lone  Self,  Wimauma,  Fla. 
Lee  Clevenger,  Newport,  Tenn. 
Nervie  Clevenger,  Newport,  Tenn, 
Bingham  O'Neil,  Newport,  Tenn. 
Doshier  Holloway,  Newport,  Tenn. 
Allene  Brown,  Newport,  Tenn. 
Albert  Clevenger,  Newport,  Tenn. 
Mae  Clevenger,  Newport,  Tenn. 
Allene  Clevenger,  Newport,  Tenn. 
Gladys  Clevenger,  Newport,  Tenn. 
Floyd  Belcher,  Newport,  Tenn. 

Suggested  Books  for  June 

"Thinking  Youth",  75c;  "The  Man 
God  Uses",  7  5c;  "Scenes  From  the  Life 
of  the  Monk  Who  Shook  the  World, 
Martin  Luther",  60c.  These  books  should 
be  in  your  library.  Order  from  the 
Church  of  God  Pub.  House. 

The  person  who  lies  down  on  the  job  is 
liable  soon  to  have  no  job  to  lie  down 
upon. 
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^Kelps  for  tempted  and  ^ried 


Dear  Tempted  and  Tried  Ones: 

This  morning  before  I  arose  from  my 
bed  the  Lord  laid  you  on  my  heart  and 
showed  me  that  I  should  write  personally 
to  you  this  time.  Just  recently  I  received 
a  letter  from  a  young  girl,  one  of  my 
Gideons,  asking  for  prayer,  saying  that 
she  was  being  tempted  almost  to  the 
breaking  point.  Oh,  how  my  heart  ached 
for  her  and  then  I  thought  of  the  thou- 
sands, yea  millions  just  like  her  over  our 
land,  for  who  today  is  not  going  through 
some  trial  or  many  trials?  We 
are  living  in  a  time  when  Satan 
is  doing  his  best  to  deceive  and 
overthrow  God's  children  who 
are  standing  out  for  the  whole 
Word  of  God  and  who  are  lift- 
ing up  a  standard  for  God's  peo- 
ple to  live  by.  Why  shouldn't 
he?  for  his  time  is  short. 

Then  God  is  permitting  many 
of  us  to  be  tested  and   tried   to 
strengthen  us  and  prove  us.  Per- 
haps you  have  at  times  come  to 
the  conclusion  that  God  has  for- 
saken  you.      Your   prayers  have 
not  been  answered.  It  seems  that 
God  has  hidden   His  face   from 
you  and  you  are  crying  out  with 
the  Psalmist,     "How   long   wilt 
thou  hide   thy  face   from   me?" 
This  is     a  very  common  experi- 
ence in  the  life  of  a  true  saint  of 
God.  What  does  the  true  child  of 
God     say  under  such     circum- 
stances? "Lord,  I  do  not  under- 
stand but  though    you  slay  me, 
yet  will  I  trust  thee."  Yes,  it  is 
easy  to  sing  and  shout  and  work 
for  God  when   the     light   from 
His  wonderful  face  shines  upon  our  way 
continually    but    when    the   cloud    comes 
and  to  test  us  and  try  our  faith  He  with- 
draws Himself,  it  is  then  that  we  must 
prove  true.  It  has  been  over  twenty-seven 
years  since  we   stepped      out     into      the 
Highway  of  Holiness.  It  has  been  a  beau- 
tiful way,  but  should  I  sit  down  today 
to  tell  you  of  the  trials,  the  persecutions, 
the  misunderstandings  from     friends  and 
loved  ones   that   I   have  passed   through, 
you  would  wonder  how  I  could  say  it  is 
a  beautiful  way.  This  is  why,  because  it 
developed  in  my  life  the  very  thing  that 
God  is  using   to  help  others  today.  Had 
I  not  experienced  some  of   these  things, 
how  could  I  help  you?  The  Word  tells 
us  that  we  must  first  be  partakers  of  the 
fruit   before  we  can  help  others.    So  we 
must  be  willing   to  suffer  in  order      to 


sympathize  with  others  who  suffer. 

To  the  precious  girl  who  wrote  me,  and 
the  many  others  like  her,  may  I  say, 
what  will  you  do  about  it?  Will  you  let 
God  knock  off  the  rough  corners  and 
polish  you  for  the  service  of  the  Master? 
or  will  you  say,  No  Lord,  I  am  not  will- 
ing to  suffer,  I  am  not  willing  to  go  on  in 
this  way  being  misunderstood  as  I  am? 
You  may  get  somebody  else,  please.  I 
had  rather  travel  with  the  world.  Yes,  it 
is  true  that  we  are  not  at  home  in  this 


Jesus,    hold    my    hand, 
I   need   Thee   every   hour; 
Through  this  pilgrim   land 
Protect  me  by  Thy  power. 

world  any  more,  as  the  song  goes.  We  are 
pilgrims  and  strangers  and  the  world  does 
not  care  for  us,  but  oh,  we've  so  much 
good  company,  sq  many  precious  friends 
going  along  with  us  and  Jesus  is  there. 
How  often  when,  we  have  gone  through 
a  tunnel  and  have  stood  true  and  the 
angels  have  come  to  us  and  ministered  to 
us,  as  they  did  to  Jesus  after  He  went 
through  that  terrible  temptation  in  the 
wilderness  for  us.  Yes,  when  we  have 
stood  the  test  and  come  forth  with  the 
songs  of  joy  in  our  souls  and  the  light 
of  heaven  on  our  faces  it  is  then  we  can 
help  this  old  sinful  world.  It  is  then  that 
we  can  love  the  unlovable,  those  who  per- 
secute us  and  say  all  manner  of  evil 
against  us.  It  is  then  we  can  put  our  lov- 
ing arm  around  the  poor  outcasts  and  win 
them  for  Christ.  It  is  then  your  very  pres- 
ence draws  those  with  whom  you  come  in 


contact  heavenward.  We  have  already 
mentioned  the  Psalmist's  cry,  "How  long 
wilt  thou  hide  thy  face  from  me."  Again 
in  Psa.  18:28,  29,  he  says,  "For  thou  wilt 
light  my  candle:  the  Lord  my  God  will 
enlighten  my  darkness.  For  by  thee  I 
have  run  through  a  troop;  and  by  my 
God  have  I  leaped  over  a  wall."  Surely 
David  must  have  understood  just  what 
I'm  talking  about,  and  so  will  you  after 
awhile  if  you  will  stand  true  when  the 
storm  cloud  comes.  Many  of  you  have 
recently  studied  the  Sunday  School  les- 
son about  the  rainbow  of  promise.  What 
a  beautiful  thought,  that  God  has  made 
this  promise  to  us  that  He  will  not  de- 
stroy the  whole  world  again.  But  this 
promise  with  its  georgeous  colored  rain- 
bow is  no  more  beautiful  than 
the  many  wonderful  promises 
laid  down  in  God's  Word  for 
those  who  overcome  by  the  blood 
of  the  lamb,  and  the  rainbow's 
coloring  can  be  no  more  beauti- 
ful than  your  life  will  become 
when  you  have  come  forth  from 
the  fire  when  all  the  dross  has 
been  burned  out. 

My  dear  boys  and  girls,     cut 
loose   the    shore   lines    and   wade 
out  into  the  deep.  The  enemy  is 
after   you  for  he  knows   that  a 
great  army  of  young  people  are 
going  out  to  defeat  his  plans  and 
purposes.  He  wants  you  to  give 
your  strength,  your  talents  and 
everything   you   possess      to   the 
upbuilding  of  his  kingdom     and 
then    after   he    is    through    with 
you  send  you  to  the  lake  of  fire 
which  he  has  prepared  for  you. 
Make  up  your  mind  you  are  go- 
ing through  with  God  live     or 
die,  sink  or  swim,  go  on  through 
cloud  or  sunshine,  just  the  same, 
with  your  faces  set  like  a  flint 
toward  that  heavenly  country  to 
which  we  are  going.  We'll  soon  be  there 
and  as  we   feast   around   that  wonderful 
table  at  the     Marriage     Supper     of     the 
Lamb    with    our    Bridegroom    and    think 
about  all  the  ways  that  we  were  led  thru 
this  vale  of  tears,  we  will  think  of  how 
very   insignificant   were   the  trials  of   the 
way  compared  with  the  joys  of  heaven. 

How  I  wish  I  might  put  my  arm  of 
love  and  sympathy  around  every  tempted 
one  and  let  a  few  teardrops  fall  for  you. 
For  we  surely  do  understand.  We  are 
praying  for  you  and  we  need  your 
prayers  for  the  Word  tells  us  that  we 
are  to  bear  one  another's  burdens. 
*   s-   :>• 

DON'T  QUIT 
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tmngs   go   wrong,   as   t 

times  will, 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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treasured  Gleanings  for  ^Ministers  and 
Christian  Workers 


If  Jesus  Had  Not  Come 

Bobby  had  read  in  his  Bible  lesson  with 
Daddy  just  before  bedtime  the  words,  "If 
I  had  not  come."  When  he  (thought  he) 
awoke  Christmas  morning  there  was  no 
stockings  or  holly  wreath.  He  went  for  a 
walk  and  found  factories  busy  at  work; 
he  went  to  the  orphanage  and  found  on- 
ly a  vacant  lot.  Then  he  went  to  his 
church  and  found  a  "For  Sale"  sign  with 
"If  I  had  not  come"  written  at  the  bot- 
tom. Again  he  found  these  words  over  a 
gate  post  of  an  empty  lot,  where  he  went 
to  find  a  hospital.  Disconsolate,  he  ran 
home  and  picked  up  his  Bible,  but  all 
the  last  part  of  the  Book  had  blank 
pages.  He  awoke,  and  lo!  it  was  a  dream. 
Do  you  wonder  that  he  slipped  down  on 
his  knees  and  said,  "Oh,  dear  Jesus,  I  am 
so  glad  that  You  did  come.  Help  me  to 
tell  others  about  You"? — Missionary 
Monthly. 

&   ;!-   # 

Two  Unselfish  Brothers 

One  Sunday  in  a  little  church  in  the 
country  there  was  to  be  a  missionary  col- 
lection. Stephen  and  James  Holt  were  so 
poor  they  had  not  even  a  cent  to  give, 
though  they  wanted  to  help  the  mission- 
aries. 

As  they  were  talking  things  over  one 
day  Stephen  saw  a  big  potato  lying  on 
the  ground.  He  thought  for  a  minute  or 
two,  and  then  picked  the  potato  up.  "Let 
us  give  this,"  he  said. 

His  brother  laughed,  "How  can  we 
give  a  potato  to  the  collection?" 

"We  can't  give  it  next  Sunday,  but  we 
will  plant  it  in  the  nicest  spot  we  can 
find,  and  take  care  of  it,  and  give  every 
potato  it  raises  to  the  missions." 

So  they  planted  it  carefully,  and  you 
never  saw  anything  grow  like  that  potato 
did. 

"They  beat  all,"  said  their  father.  "If 
all  my  potatoes  grew  like  that,  I'd  make 
a  fortune!" 

When  digging  time  came,  there  were 
forty  good,  sound  potatoes.  Then  they 
wrote  this  sentence  out  forty  times  in 
hand  writing,  "This  is  a  missionary  pota- 
to; it  is  the  best  stock  known;  it  will  be 
sold  only  to  some  one  who  will  plant  it 
in  the  spring,  and  give  every  one  of  its 
children  to  missions.  Signed,  James  and 
Stephen  Holt." 

Every  potato  had  one  of  these  slips 
pasted  on  its  side.  And  those  potatoes 
were  bought  immediately.  One  gentle- 
man even   gave   a   gold  coin   for  one  of 


them,  and  James  and  Stephen  were  able 
to  give  quite  a  lot  of  money  to  the  col- 
lection. I  cannot  tell  you  how  pleased  and 
happy  they  were  but  I  can  tell  you  one- 
thing:  they  each  have  a  missionary  gar- 
den now,  and  the  things  in  it  grow 
splendidly. — Publisher  Unknown. 
*  *  # 
How  it  Came  About 
"Just  as  I  Am  Without  One  Plea" 
was  written  by  Charlotte  Eliott  of  Bris- 
tol, England,  in  1836.  She  was  a  church 
member,  but  not  born  again.  When  pre- 
paring to  attend  a  ball,  she  met  her  pas- 
tor. On  learning  of  her  intention  he 
urged  her  not  to  go.  She  became  angr> 
and  said,  "I  wish  you  would  mind  your 
own  business."  She  went  to  the  ball  but 
did  not  enjoy  it.  After  three  days  of  in- 
tense agony  she  went  to  her  pastor, 
apologized  and  asked  to  be  shown  how  to 
come  to  Jesus.  Her  pastor  replied,  "Just 
as  you  are."  She  came  and  was  blessedly 
saved.  Then  out  of  her  new  experience 
she  wrote  this  hymn  which  the  church 
has  used  as  an  invitation  hymn. 
a?   *   » 

Today  is  Yours 

There  are  only  twenty-four  hours  in  a 
day,  and  if  we  waste  them,  we  cannot 
call  them  back.  Today  then  becomes  yes- 
terday, and  yesterday  is  a  lost  world.  To- 
morrow is  a  mythical  world  that  will 
present  its  own  problems  which  must  be 
met  within  their  own  way.  But  today  is 
our  own,  to  do  in  as  we  will.  No  one 
can  take  it  from  us  unless  we  allow  them 
to.  We  can  fritter  it  away  or  we  can  use 
it,  but  we  are  living  in  today,  it  is  our 
own.   What   shall   we  do  with   it? 

Why  Tear  Down  the  Wall 

Why  tear  down  a  part  of  the  wall  ev- 
ery time  you  pass  it?  It  is  very  easy  to 
knock  off  a  brick  here  and  there,  but 
just  try  laying  one  on.  See  how  hard  it 
is  to  put  the  brick  on  just  right. 

Criticism  often  takes  little  thought. 
To  do  that  which  you  have  criticized  is 
very  hard,  and  probably  you  could  not 
do  it  at  all.  Stop  tearing  down  that  wall, 
and  see  what  a  large  structure  you  can 
make  with  the  bricks  you  already  have 
on  hand. 

*    *    * 

They  Say 

Rumor  often  begins  with  the  mysteri- 
ous words,  "They  say."  Have  you  ever 
asked  yourself,  "Who  are  'they'  "? 


We  need  to  watch  "they,"  for  usually 
what  "they"  say  is  inaccurate,  or  a  mere 
echo  of  the  words  of  those  who  are  pro- 
moting some  propaganda  for  a  purpose. 
Prove  all  statements  that  bear  the  label 
"They  say." 

Childlike  Faith 

A  friend  tells  of  overhearing  two  lit- 
tle girls,  playmates,  who  were  counting 
over  their  pennies  together.  One  said,  "I 
have  ten  cents."  "No,"  said  the  first  lit- 
tle girl,  "you  have  just  five  cents,  the 
same  that  I  have",  but  the  second  child 
quickly  replied,  "My  papa  said  that  when 
he  came  home  tonight  he  would  give  me 
five  cents,  and  so  I  have  ten  cents.'' 

The  child's  faith  gave  her  proof  of 
that  which  she  did  not  as  yet  see,  and 
she  counted  it  as  being  already  hers  be- 
cause it  had  been  promised  by  her  fath- 
er. So  are  we  to  trust  the  promises  of  our 
heavenly  Father,  and  we,  too,  can  count 
among  our  possessions  the  thing  which 
He  has  promised  to  give  us. — AquiUa 
Webb. 

Could  Not  Be  Bought 

A  recent  biography  of  Stonewall  Jack- 
son opened  with  a  fish  story.  It  seems 
that  Tom  Jackson  was  a  poor  boy,  left 
an  orphan  early  in  his  life  and  he  made 
odd  sums  here  and  there  by  selling  fish. 
On  one  occasion  he  caught  a  beautiful 
bass,  and  a  gentleman  of  the  communi- 
ty, riding  by  on  horseback  and  seeing 
the   fish,   offered  him  a  dollar     for     it. 

"No,"   replied     Jackson,      "Mr. has 

agreed  to  take  all  my  fish  at  fifty  cents 
apiece  and  he  has  taken  a  great  number 
of  small  ones,  and  I  think  he  should  have 
this  larger  one."  The  gentleman,  still  ea- 
ger for  the  prize,  offered  Jackson  a  dol- 
lar and  a  half  but  in  resolute  courage  and 
thorough-going  decision  which  marked 
his  life  to  its  close,  Jackson  immediately 
refused  the  offer. 

We  see  here  pictured  the  forming  of 
that  transcendent,  decisive,  rugged,  right- 
eous character,  a  character  that  stood  up 
under  the  crushing  responsibility  and 
tests  of  his  military  career  and  which  won 
for  him  a  world-wide  renown  though  he 
died  at  the  early  age  of  thrity-nine. — Sel. 
::-  *  s:- 

Religion  Which  Saves  Life 

Not  quite  a  century  ago  the  first  medi- 
cal missionary  to  China,  Dr.  Peter  Park- 
er, started  his  work.  The  Chinese  had 
never  heard  of  such  wonderful  cures  as 
he  accomplished.  To  them  he  was  a  mira- 
cle worker,  especially  when  he  removed 
cataracts  and  opened  blind  eyes.  But  his 
work  was  always  in  the  spirit  of  Jesus, 
of  whom  he  never  failed  to  speak  to  his 
patients.  He  thought  of  himself  always  as 
simply  a  follower  and  imitator  of  the 
Great   Physician. 
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Friendship 


A  Letter  From  a  Father  to 
His  Daughter 

Dear  Daughter: 

The  faculty  of  having  and  making 
friends  is  one  of  the  finest  there  is.  But 
even  more  of  a  privilege  is  that  of  being 
a  friend. 

What  would  life  be  worth  without  its 
friendships?  And  how  many  and  how 
varied  these  may  be.  There  was  the 
friendship  of  old  Mr.  and  Mrs.  H.  They 
were  poor  and  lived  in  a  log  cabin  far 
from  contact  with  the  outside  world,  yet 
their  "latch-string"  was  ever  out,  and 
there  were  delightful  little  surprise  visits 
we  can  look  back  upon  thro'  the  years. 
What  cordial  and  sincere  welcomes  were 
always  extended  to  us  when  as  weary 
travelers  we  would  stop  sometimes  for  a 
chat  and  sit  down  on  the  old  log  by  the 
door  and  what  fine  lunches  were  prepared 
for  us!  And  all  without  pretense  or  at- 
tempt at  being  "fancy."  And  usually 
there  was  a  bouquet  of  columbines  on  the 
stand — and  always  wild  roses  growing 
along  the  trail,  the  trail  which  led  to  the 
"little  house  by  the  side  of  the  road." 

Life's  richest  friendships  are  not  to  be 
measured  by  "gush"  or  by  a  multitude  of 
things,  or  a  superfluity  of  mere  words. 
There  was  a  certain  old  lady  of  very 
limited  education,  whose  counsel,  sympa- 
thy and  friendship  could  always  be 
counted  on  in  every  emergency.  People 
of  position  and  of  wealth  often  sought 
her  in  their  times  of  perplexity,  sorrow 
and  need.  And  yet  she  was  always  unas- 
suming, modest  and  so  witty  and  had  so 
much  common  sense  that  if  she  ever 
thought  she  was  doing  anything  unusual 
it  would  have  embarrassed  her  beyond 
words.  The  secret  of  her  charm  and  pop- 
ularity was  to  be  found  in  her  friendship 
and  communion  with  God. 

Friendship  means  responsiveness,  un- 
selfishness and  that  fine  tact  which  does 
not  offend  or  trample  on  the  rights  or 
feelings  of  others. 

There  is  naught  in  it  of  snobbishness, 
condescension,  pride  or  veneer.  It  needs 
no  label.  It  "suffereth  long  and  is  kind, 
is  not  easily  provoked,  doth  not  behave 
itself  unseemly."  It  is  able  to  see  and  un- 
derstand our  faults,  yet  still  is  loyal  and 
true  to  us.  True,  even  when  our  moods 
change  or  when  adversities  come  and  cir- 
cumstances cast  their  depressing  shadows, 
still  do  these  faithful  friends  stand  by 
us.  Remember  Naomi  and  Ruth!  True 
friends  are  never  "two-faced." 

And  how  precious  too  is  the  love  and 
confidence  of  the  little  child!  "It's  get- 
ting dark,  Daddy,  and  will  you  lead  me 
home?"   And   we   feel   the   hand   of   the 


child  slip  into  our  own  and  know  there 
is  trust  in  Daddy  to  pilot  along  the  un- 
seen pathway.  Perhaps  there  are  some 
older  folks  who  may  feel  their  days  are 
barren  of  success,  and  yet  could  there  be 
any  finer  work  than  to  help  guide  one  or 
more  of  God's  little  ones,  start  little  feet 
aright,  and  have  the  smile  which  comes 
from  an  innocent  child? 

Then  there  is  the  friendship  which  we 
may  have  for  nature.  The  love  of  some 
old  rugged  mountain  which  stands  as  a 
sentinel;  or  the  love  of  the  sea,  as  it 
seems  to  sing  of  the  eternities!  Some  old 
jagged  trail  may  whisper  to  us  of  scenes 
and  faces  of  the  long  ago,  and  a  hidden 
crystal  spring,  how  it  has  refreshed  us 
with  its  icy  waters,  and  from  its  tiny 
rivulet  which  sings  by  night  and  by 
day!  Why  even  an  old  Blue  Jay,  saucy 
Magpie,  cute  little  Wren,  solemn  old 
Owl,  and  flirting  Robin  may  be  friends 
to  us,  especially  so  when  they  know  we 
have  crumbs  for  their  repast. 

Have  you  not  seen  in  the  eyes  of  ani- 
mals sometimes,  friendliness  and  delight? 
How  old  Shep  used  to  wag  that  tail  of 
his  when  he  saw  you  coming,  and  how 
Kittykoose  loved  to  brush  up  to  you  and 
purr  when  you  would  get  home  from  be- 
ing on  a  visit?  And  don't  tell  me  that 
old  Nell's  whinny  was  always  because 
she  wanted  to  eat.  Kindness  begets  friend- 
liness even  among  animals  who  serve  us. 

And  then  what  friendships  we  may 
have  in  books,  as  we  receive  the  mes- 
sages of  the  true  and  great;  and  the  love 
we  may  have  for  the  beautiful  and  grand 
in  music — the  anthem,  the  oratorio,  and 
the  old  melodies  sung  in  the  home  around 
the  little  old  organ,  (whose  pedal  perhaps 
sometimes  squeaked  or  was  inclined  to 
come  off).  The  plain  country  church, 
with  its  old  bell  in  the  dingy  tower,  and 
the  well-worn,  faded  carpet,  and  the  pul- 
pit stand,  which  heard  the  thunderings 
of  good  Dr.  A.,  and  the  scholarly  ser- 
mons of  Dr.  B.,  and  the  tender  invita- 
tions of  Dr.  C. — these,  through  the 
swift  passing  years — even  the  very  seats 
in  which  certain  good  elders  used  to  doze 
— why  all  of  these  are,  in  a  sense,  friend- 
ships which  speak  to  us  from  out  the 
Past. 

And  what  if  these  influences  had  nev- 
er been  in  our  lives!  What  if  we  had 
never  known  the  charm  of  the  green 
valleys,  the  fragrance  of  the  "old  apple 
tree,"  the  restfulness  of  the  path  beside 
the  river,  or  the  inspiration  from  the 
trail  which  scaled  the  heights  of  the 
mountains  of  blue! 

Make  all  the  friends  you  can,  my  dear, 
for  they  will  enrich  your  life,  and  keep  it 
from   the   loneliness   of   age      and      from 


yielding  to  the     discouragements     which 
are  bound  to  come  sooner  or  later. 

Do  you  remember  the  picture  of  the 
old  Grandma,  who  sat  alone  in  her  little 
cabin  eating  her  bread  and  milk  at  even- 
tide? 

She  was  not  sad  or  lonely,  however, 
nor  was  she  poor.  Nearby  was  the  old 
Bible,  and  upon  her  face  was  the  light  of 
peace  and  of  happiness.  She  was  ac- 
quainted with  Him,  whose  friendship 
meant  to  her,  joy,  hope,  solace,  peace. 
Her  earthly  friendships  had  probablv 
mostly  been  severed  by  Time,  but  she 
had  that  faith  and  assurance  that  she 
too  would  sometime  have  a  home  among 
the  "many  mansions."  She  was  rich  in 
her  spiritual  possessions! 

What  a  privilege  to  be  a  friend  whom 
someone,  many  in  fact,  will  always  be 
glad  to  have  near,  and  whose  checriness 
and  courage,  unconsciously  given,  will  al- 
ways be  a  blessing  and  be  remembered 
when  you  are  gone. 

There  will  be  many  opportunities  for 
you  to  help  along  popular  causes,  many 
chances  for  you  to  "go  with  the  crowd" 
and  to  be  with  young  people  who  arc 
popular.  And  these  opportunities  may  all 
of  them  be  along  right  and  worthy  lines 
and  those  young  folks  who  will  want  you 
to  be  with  them,  may  be  splendid  in  ev- 
ery way;  but  do  not  forget  that  some- 
times it  will  be  your  duty  and  privilege 
also  to  be  a  friend  to  the  cause  which  is 
unpopular,  to  be  one  of  the  "faithful 
few"  willing  to  stand  firm  and  loyal  for 
what  you  believe  to  be  needing  your  sac- 
rifice and  devotion.  Popularity  in  itself 
is  a  very  dubious  thing  in  these  days. 
Many  a  pretty  girl  has  been  willing  to 
"cheapen"  herself  by  not  standing  firm 
against  modern  customs.  Let  no  young 
man  ever  be  able  to  say,  "She  did  not 
help  me  ring   true." 

But   I   am   persuaded   better   things  of 
you.  All  this  by  way  of  caution. 
Your  loving  father, 

John  Norwood 
From  The  Presbyterian. 

Who  is  a  Friend? 

In  answering  that  question,  one  has 
written,  "I  will  tell  you.  He  is  a  person 
with  whom  you  dare  to  be  yourself. 
Your  soul  can  go  naked  with  him.  He 
seems  to  ask  of  you  to  put  on  nothing, 
only  to  be  what  you  are.  When  you  are 
with  him  you  feel  as  a  prisoner  feels  who 
has  been  declared  innocent.  You  do  not 
have  to  be  on  your  guard.  You  can  say 
what  you  think,  so  long  as  it  is  genuine- 
ly you.  He  understands  those  contradic- 
tions in  your  nature  that  lead  others  to 
misjudge  you.  With  him  you  breathe  free- 
ly. You  can  avow  your  short-comings, 
and  in  opening  them  up  to  him,  they  are 
lost,  dissolved  on  the  ocean  of  his  loyalty. 
(Continued  on  page  15) 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  fe-w 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service :  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  in  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  be 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
In    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
handed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  yon  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
if  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach   a   sermon    in   a   Y.    P.   E.   meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    friends. 


BIBLE  LESSON 

Miss  Jennivel  Gehret 
Topic:    "THE  VALUE  OF  FRIEND- 
SHIP" 

Scripture  Text:   Prov.    18:24. 
LEADER'S  THOUGHTS 
Friendship   Brings   Companionship. 
Gal.   6:2;   Prov.    27:a. 
Much  of  life  is  made  up  of  the  joy  and 
pleasure    we    derive    from    true    friends — 
ones  who  share  our  hopes  and   aims,   our 
sorrows    and    disappointments    as    well    as 
our  highest  goals  or  ambitions.  We  ma}' 
take  our  joys  to  one  friend  and  our  sor- 
rows  to      another      yet      their      compan- 
ionship is  a   rich   pleasure.   Our  text  says 
that  to  have  friends  we  must  show  our- 
selves  friendly,   and  Emerson  has  rightly 
said,  "The  only  way  to  have  a  friend  is 
to  be  one." 

FRIENDSHIP  MEANS  UNDER- 
STANDING 
Prov.    17:17. 
It    is    possible    for    all    to   have    undei- 
standing    friends.    A    true    friend    is    one 
who   knows   all    about   you      and   admires 
you  just  the  same;  not  one  who  tries  to 
manage  your  affairs  or  asks  unnecessary 


questions,  but  a  real  friend  is  one  that 
can  be  relied  upon  at  all  times.  He  under- 
stands when  all  others  have  failed.  A 
friend  who  is  true  to  you  is  one  who, 
though  he  may  see  your  failures  and 
faults,  does  not  magnify  them  to  others 
and  thus  endanger  your  influence  or 
friendly  relations  with  another  person. 
A  TRUE  FRIEND  HELPS  YOU 
GAIN  YOUR  GOAL 

True  friendship  leads  and  holds  us  to 
the  highest  standards  of  life.  A  true 
friend  will  not  betray  your  highest  am- 
bitions nor  disappoint  you  when  your 
goal  seems  near  at  hand.  They  help  you 
to  succeed  along  life's  pathway.  True 
friendship  is  a  rare  treasure  not  to  be 
trifled  with. 

TRUE  FRIENDSHIP  CENTERS    OUR 

THOUGHTS  ON  OTHERS 

Prov.   18:24. 

We  cannot  receive  friendship  from 
others  if  the  center  of  our  thoughts  is 
self.  True  friends  demand  a  share  in  our 
life  and  thoughts.  Respect  the  rights  and 
privileges  of  your  friends  if  you  wish 
to  gain  and  hold  the  friendship  of  your 
associates.  You  must  show  yourself  wor- 
thy of  being  a  friend  if  you  wish  to  have 
friends.  Let  the  "human  touch"  be  prev- 
alent in  your  life,  share  the  joys  and  sor- 
rows of  others  and  life  will  have  a 
brighter  outlook  and  the  trials  of  life  will 
seem  less  burdensome  and  the  days  less 
dreary. 

JESUS  OUR  BEST  FRIEND 
John  15:12-14. 

Jesus  is  a  friend  above  all  friends  in 
the  world.  He  is  one  who  understands 
and  who  will  take  us  in  when  all  others 
have  turned  their  backs  on  us.  This 
friend  left  His  mansion  in  glory,  came 
into  this  sinful  world  to  rescue  lost  hu- 
manity and  was  willing  to  suffer  death 
on  the  cruel  cross  of  Calvary  to  save 
you.  Is  not  His  friendship  worth  seeking 
and  keeping?  Do  not  longer  reject  this 
greatest  of  all  friends  but  accept  Him 
when  He  seeks  your  friendship.  Why  not 
be  persuaded  to  accept  Him  as  your  best 
Friend?  He  will  never  leave  nor  forsake. 
*  *  * 
Helping  Hand 

If  you  have  a  friend  worth  loving, 
Love  him,  yes,  and  let  him  know 

That  you  love  him,  ere  life's  evening 
Tinge  his  brow  with  sunset  glow. 

Why  should  good  words  ne'er  be  said 
Of   a   friend — till  he  is  dead? 

If  you  hear  a  song  that  thrills  you. 

Sung  by  any  child  of  song, 
Praise   it.   Do   not    let    the   singer 

Wait  deserved  praises  long. 
Why  should  one  who  thrills  your  heart 

Lack  the  joy  you  may  impart? 

If  you   hear  a   prayer  that  moves  you, 
By  its  humble,  pleading  tone, 


Join  it.  Do  not  let  the  seeker 

Bow  before  his  God  alone. 
Why  should  not  your  brother  share 

The  strength  of  "two  or  three"  in 
prayer  ? 

If  you  see  the  hot  tears  falling 
From  a  brother's  weeping  eyes, 

Share  them.   And  by  kindly  sharing 
Own  your  kinship  with  the  skies. 

Why  should  any  one  be  glad 
When  a  brother's  heart  is  sad? 

If  a  silvery  laugh  goes  rippling 
Through  the  sunshine  on  his  face, 

Share  it.  "  'Tis  the  wise  man's  saying — 
"For  both  grief  and  joy  a  place." 

There's  health  and  gladness  in  the  mirth 
In  which  an  honest  laugh  has  birth. 

If  your  work  is  made  more  easy 
By  a  friendly,  helping  hand, 

Say  so.  Speak  out  brave  and  truly, 
Ere  the  darkness  veil  the  land. 

Should  a  brother  workman  dear 
Falter  for  a  word  of  cheer? 

Scatter  thus  your  seeds  of  kindness, 

All  enriching  as  you  go — 
Leave  them.  Trust  the  Harvest  Giver, 

He  will  make  each  seed  to  grow. 
So    until    its   happy  end, 

Your  life  shall  never  lack  a  friend. 
— Selected. 

Note:    On  another  page  you  will   find 
other  material  on  this  subject. — Editor. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Mrs.  Hattie  Utz 
Topic:    "FAITH" 

Scripture  Text:  Heb.  11:1-13 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
True  faith  is  an  essential  grace,  and 
a  mainspring  of  Christian  life.  By  it  the 
Christian  overcomes  the  world,  the  flesh 
and  the  devil,  and  receives  the  crown  of 
righteousness.  A  living  or  saving  faith 
not  only  believes  the  great  doctrines  of 
religion  as  true,  but  embraces  them  witli 
the  heart  and  affections  and  is  thus  the 
source  of  sincere  obedience  to  the  divine 
will,  exhibited  in  the  life  of  a  child  of 
God.  Let  us  note  some  elements  of  faith 
as  given  in  the  Word  of  God. 

1.  Leads  to  salvation,  Heb.  11:6;  John 
3:16;   1  John  5:10-13. 

2.  Obtained   by  the  Word,   Rom.    10: 
13-17;   Titus   1:3. 

3.  The  Gift  of  God,  Eph.  2:8;   1  Cor. 
12:9. 

4.  Works  by  love,  Gal.   5:6;  Col.   1:4; 
1  Thess.   1:3. 

5.  Produces  peace,  joy  and  hope,  Rom. 
5:1;    15:13;    1   Peter   1:8. 

6.  Brings  blessings,   2  Cor.   5:17;  Gal. 
3:14;  Eph.  3:17-19. 

7.  Endures  trials,  2  Thess.    1:4;  James 
1:2-4;    1   Peter    1:7. 

8.  A  shield,  Eph.   6:16;   1  Thess.   5:8. 
SOME  EXAMPLES  OF  FAITH 

Num.    13:30;    Gen.    22:1-3;   Dan.    3: 
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17;  Ruth  1:16-18;  Acts  6:8;  Dan.  6:10; 
2  Tim.  4:6-8. 

VAIN  FAITH 

All  faith  is  not  of  God  and  we  are  liv- 
ing in  a  day  that  it  is  easy  for  people  to 
be  deceived.  Try  out  your  faith  by  the 
Word  of  God.  If  it  measures  to  the 
teachings  of  the  Bible,  and  your  life  is 
holy  then  it  will  be  pleasing  to  the  Lord 
and  bring  forth  fruits  for  Him.  The 
devil  had  faith  to  believe  some  things  but 
he  trembled.  James  2:19.  "Without  faith 
we  cannot  please  God"  but  we  must 
prove  our  faith  by  our  works. 

RESULTS  OF  FAITH 

Faith  reveals  righteousness  of  God. 
Rom.  1:17.  If  we  have  faith  as  a  grain 
of  mustard  seed  we  can  see  mountains  of 
discouragement,  worry,  trials  and  perse- 
cutions flee  away.  God  wants  us  to  ex- 
ercise our  faith  so  it  will  grow,  and  as 
the  mustard  seed  will  not  mix  with  other 
seeds,  so  even  if  our  faith  be  small,  if 
kept  free  from  the  seeds  of  doubt  and 
unbelief,  great  and  mighty  things  can  be 
done  for  God.  Faith  in  God  enables  men 
to  make  things  which  seem  impossible  of 
fulfillment  to  come  true. 
FAITH  GIVES: 

1.  Confidence,  Eph.  3:12. 

2.  Comfort,  1  Thess.  4:13-18. 

3.  Strength,  Heb.  11:24-27. 

4.  Growth,  2  Thess.  1:3. 

5.  Promise,  Matt.   2  5:23. 

6.  Victory,  1  John  5:4-5. 

7.  Healing,  Matt.  9:22. 

Faith  is  the  anchor  of  the  soul  and  is 
to  the  Christian  on  his  pilgrim  journey 
what  the  compass  is  to  the  seaman.  By 
it  we  can  dispel  the  dark  clouds  of  doubt 
and  visualize  the  future  that  lies  ahead; 
seeing  Him  who  is  invisible  yet  knowing 
He  is  ever  present.  Even  when  earthly 
things  look  so  dark  that  we  can  not  pene- 
trate them,  we  can,  by  faith,  look  be- 
yond the  failures  and  strife  of  our  own 
commonplace  life  and  get  a  glimpse  of 
God's  love  and  glory.  Faith  takes  hold  on 
the  unseen  and  keeps  us  steadfast  and 
sure. 

Sublime  is  the  faith  of  a  lonely  soul 
In  pain  and  anguish  cherished; 

Sublime  the  spirit  of  hope  that  lives 
When  earthly  hope  has  perished. 

Sublime   is   the   thought   that   He  ever 
knows. 
Each  trial  and  test  that  we  meet, 

But  our  faith  will  be  crowned  with  a 
love  divine 
When  we  lay  our  sheaves  at  His  feet. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

By  Exelma  Holley 
Topic:  "AWAKE  AND  ARISE" 

Scripture:   Eph.    5:14. 
LEADER'S  THOUGHTS 
"Wherefore  he  saith,  Awake  thou  that 
sleepest,   and   arise   from   the   dead,   and 


Christ  shall  give  thee  light."  Even  so  to- 
day God  is  calling  those  that  are  asleep 
and  dead,  spiritually,  to  awake  and  arise. 
We  need  to  be  awake  so  we  can  see 
where  we  stand,  and  what  there  is  to 
be  done.  God  cannot  give  us  light  if  we 
are  asleep  or  dead. 

John  4:3  5,  "Say  not  ye,  There  are  yet 
four  months,  and  then  cometh  harvest? 
behold,  I  say  unto  you,  Lift  up  your 
eyes,  and  look  on  the  fields;  for  they  are 
white  already  to  harvest."  There  is  plen- 
ty to  do  if  we  would  open  our  eyes  and 
get  willing  to  do  what  our  hands  find  to 
do.  After  we  awake  the  next  thing  to  do 
is  arise,  get  up,  move,  quit  acting  like 
you  are  deaf,  dumb,  blind,  and  dead.  Do 
something  for  God. 

THE  HARVEST  IS  GREAT 

Isa.  1:19,  "If  ye  be  willing  and  obedi- 
ent, ye  shall  eat  the  good  of  the  land." 
Feel  like  you  owe  God  something,  as 
Paul  said  he  was  a  debtor.  When  you 
see  what  needs  to  be  done,  then  do  as 
Jesus  says  in  Luke  10:2.  "Therefore  said 
he  unto  them,  The  harvest  is  great,  but 
the  labourers  are  few:  pray  ye  therefore 
the  Lord  of  the  harvest,  that  he  would 
send  forth  labourers  into  his  harvest"  to 
bring  them  into  the  fold.  For  we  are 
many  members  but  one  body,  so  let  us 
work  together. 

It  is  so  needful  for  us  to  be  awake 
now,  for  the  night  cometh  and  no  man 
can  work. 

SOWING  TARES 

Matt.  13:25,  "But  while  men  slept,  his 
enemy  came  and  sowed  tares  among  the 
wheat,  and  went  his  way."  Even  so 
while  we  are  asleep  the  enemy  is  preach- 
ing false  doctrine  and  giving  rotten  lit- 
erature, then  goes  his  way.  Now  the 
light  He  will  show  us  is  His  Word. 
GOD'S  WORD  A  LIGHT 

Psa.  119:10  5,  "Thy  word  is  a  lamp 
unto  my  feet,  and  a  light  unto  my  path." 
Surely  we  need  our  eyes  open  in  order  to 
see  the  light  of  His  Word.  Then  after 
we  have  seen  the  light  walk  in  it.  Do 
what  it  says. 

WALKING  IN  THE  LIGHT 

1  John  1:7,  "But  if  we  walk  in  the 
light,  as  he  is  in  the  light,  we  have  fel- 
lowship one  with  another,  and  the  b'ood 
of  Jesus  Christ  cleansth  us  from  all 
sin."  If  the  disciples  had  been  watching 
they  would  have  seen  the  enemy  coming, 
then  seeing  the  danger  they  could  not 
have  slept,  but  would  have  been  pray- 
ing. Jesus  said,  "Watch  and  pray,  that  ye 
enter  not  into  temptation:  the  spirit  in- 
deed is  willing,  but  the  flesh  is  weak." 
David  said,  "He  remembereth  that  we 
are  dust."  Oh.  that  we  would  remember 
how  weak  we  are  then  we  would  fall  at 
the  mercy  seat. 

A  WOE  PRONOUNCED 

Amos  6:1,  "Woe  to  them  that  are  at 
ease   in   Zion,"   Isa.    66:8,     "As   soon   as 


Zion  travailed,  she  brought  forth  her 
children."  Jesus  told  the  disciples,  it  is 
given  unto  you  to  know  the  mysteries  of 
the  kingdom. 

THE  RIGHT  USE  OF  OUR  TIME 
Eph.  5:15-17,  "See  then  that  ye  walk 
circumspectly,  not  as  fools,  but  as  wise, 
redeeming  the  time,  because  the  days  are 
evil.  Wherefore  be  ye  not  unwise,  but 
understanding  what  the  will  of  the  Lord 
is."  If  we  walk  circumspectly,  we  will 
be  watchful  on  all  sides  and  make  use  of 
our  time.  Let  us  watch  for  the  little 
foxes  spoil  the  vines.  Take  heed  lest  we 
fall,  and  Dut  on  the  whole  armour  of 
God  so  we  will  be  able  to  stand.  Solo- 
mon tells  us,  "He  that  winneth  souls  is 
wise."  Paul  writing  to  Timothy  tells  us 
just  what  to  do  and  do  it  "till  I  come," 
or  till  Jesus  comes;  don't  stop.  1  Tim. 
4:13-16. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:     "TO   WHAT    EXTENT    IS 

OUR    CHURCH    THE    RESULT 

OF  MISSIONARY  EFFORTS?" 

Scripture  Text:   1  Cor.  4:6-16. 
LEADER'S  THOUGHTS 

The  Church  of  Christ  was  founded  on 
the  day  of  Pentecost,  just  fifty  days  after 
the  resurrection  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  ten 
days  after  the  ascension.  The  beginning 
of  this  early  Church  of  Christ  is  re- 
corded in  Acts,  the  first  and  second 
chapters.  The  power  of  the  early  church 
has  been  the  cause  of  wonder  in  all  ages. 
But  it  had  a  divine  beginning,  as  it  was 
a  divine  institution,  had  a  divine  Saviour, 
a  divine  message  and  a  divine  spirit.  The 
early  church,  moreover,  was  united — 
they  were  all  one.  And  they  "went  ev- 
erywhere preaching  the  word."  Is  it  any 
wonder  that  the  church  became  power- 
ful, and  that  its  power  has  lasted 
throughout  the  ages?  The  divine  message 
of  the  Church  of  Christ  is  still  a  saving 
power.  May  we  preach  it  today. 

FIRST  GOSPEL  SERMON 

In  the  study  of  the  establishment  of 
the  early  church — the  Church  of  Christ 
— we  surely  find  the  missionary  spirit 
prevailed.  The  Apostle  Peter,  acting  as  a 
missionary  and  preacher,  preached  the 
first  gospel  (good  news)  sermon  on 
"Jesus  is  Lord  and  Christ."  Following 
this,  he  and  the  other  apostles  continued 
to  preach  and  teach.  Shortly  after  this, 
Paul  began  his  life  of  missionary  work, 
while  the  church  continued  to  grow. 
FIRST  NEW  TESTAMENT 
MISSIONARIES 

Paul  and  Barnabas  were  the  first  mis- 
sionaries sent  out  by  the  Church.  Paul 
speaks  of  the  hunger,  thirst,  poverty, 
persecution,  toil,  sufferings  and  the 
reproach  which  he  and  the  other  apostles 
endured.  He  says:  "We  are  made  as  the 
filth  of  the  world,  the  offscourings  of  all 
things,"   Yet,   they   were  willing   to  en- 
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dure  all  things  in  order  to  preach  Jesus 
Christ.   Paul,      especially,      gives      us      a 
splendid  example  of  a  beautiful  Christian 
life.  He  proves  to  us  that  our  church  is 
the  result,  in  part,  of  missionary  efforts, 
and   points    out    the   necessity      of      con- 
tinued missionary  efforts,     if  the  church 
is  to  be  established  in  all   nations. 
OUR  DUTY 
Paul   clearly  shows  that  it  is  the  duty 
of  the  Church  to  support  its  missionaries. 
Read    1    Cor.   9.  He  accepted  help  from 
churches.   See   Phil.   4:10,    15.   A   soldier, 
fighting   for  his   country,   must   be   freed 
from   the  need   of  working  for  a   living. 
2  Tim.  2:3,  4. 
ALL  CHRISTIANS  RESPONSIBLE 
It  has  been  well  said   that  the  mission 
of  the   Church   is   missions.    Every   mem- 
ber of  the  church,  according  to  the  com- 
mands of   Jesus    Christ,   is    to   be   a   mis- 
sionary.     When    the    Christians    in    Jeru- 
salem  were   driven  out   through  persecu- 
tion,  they   were     scattered     everywhere, 
"preaching  the  word."   (Acts  8:4.) 
So  many  idle,  folded  hands, 
And  the  harvest  fields  are  white. 
The  Master  calls;  do  not  delay, 
But  haste  some  fruit  to  win  today, 
For  soon  our  only  joy  shall  be 
In  bringing  home  the  sheaves." 
QUESTIONS 

1.  What  chances  have  you  to  do  mis- 
sionary work  at  home?   (Give  to  several.) 

2.  What  is  the  debt  we  owe  to  the 
missionaries  of  the  past? 

3.  What  is  the  mission  message  and 
purpose  of  the  Church? 

Have  talks  on  the  following:  "The 
Unity  of  the  Early  Church,"  "The  Fel- 
lowship of  the  Early  Church,"  "The 
Missionary  Zeal  of  the  Early  Church," 
"The  Program  of  the  Early  Church," 
"The  Success  of  the  Early  Church." 

FAMILY  NIGHT 

We  have  just  honored  Mother  with  a 
special  day  and  will  soon  do  the  same  for 
father  and  that  is  fine.  We  like  to  honor 
our  parents,  but  why  must  we  always 
separate  them?  let's  have  a  family  night. 
The  family  is  the  greatest  institution  on 
earth  next  to  the  Church,  but  in  this 
day  of  hurry,  hurry,  members  of  the  fam- 
ily are  too  prone  to  each  go  their  sepa- 
rate ways. 

Have  every  member  of  each  family 
seated  together.  Prizes  might  be  offered 
for  the  couple  who  have  been  married 
the  longest,  or  for  the  largest  family, 
this,    however   is    optional. 

For  the  choir  singing  select  songs  per- 
taining   to    mother,    father,    or   home. 

Reading  by  small  girl: 
MOTHERS! 
Of  what  are  mothers  made,  you  ask? 
Methinks  ta  answer  is  a  task. 
But  if  you'll  watch  their  lives,  you  see 


Truth,   righteousness,  nobility, 
Unselfish  love,  and  service  true. 
A  light  to  guide  both  me  and  you. 

Reading  by  small  boy: 
FATHERS! 
Of  what  are  fathers  made,  you  say; 
Now  I'll  answer  this  way, 
If  you  watch  each  day,  you'll  find, 
That  to  his  children  he  is  most  kind, 
Then    honesty,    courage    and   strength   ali 

make  a  part 
Of  a  father's  great,   loving  heart. 

Duet,  "A  Child  at  Mother's  Knee,"    in 
Revival  Favorites  song  book. 

Reading  by  older  girl: 

MY  DEBT  TO  MOTHER 
Dear  mother  mine,  dear  mother  mine, 
My  life  to  me  has  been  sublime. 
In   memory's  hall  thy  deeds   are  hung, 
And  in  my  heart  shall  e'er  be  sung. 
I  praise   thee  for  each  fervent  prayer. 
All  that  I  am,  or  hope  to  be, 
I  owe,  my  mother  dear,   to  thee. 

Thy  precepts,  based  on  Holy  Word 
And  lived  by  thee,  as  down  life's  road 
Thou  led'st  my  young  and  tender  feet, 
Still  are  to  me  a  law  complete. 
I'll  walk  the  way  that  thou  hast  trod — 
My  mother's  God  shall  be  my  God. 
All  that  I  am,  or  hope  to  be, 
I  owe,  my  mother  dear,  to  thee. 

I   never  can   the  debt   repay — 
It  groweth  still  from  day  to  day; 
But  as  thou  once  didst  guide  my  feet, 
I'll   seek   to   make   thy   way   more  sweet 
Which  thou  hast  still  on  earth  to  go 
Ere  life  is  ended  here  below. 
For  all  that  I  am,  or  hope  to  be, 
I  owe,  my  mother  dear,  to  thee. 
Quartet,  "Daddy  Loves  You." 
Reading:      Select    a    young    father    for 
this  if  possible. 

LIKE  DADDY 
"When   I'm   a    man,      I   want   to   be   like 
Daddy." 
I  heard  my  boy  remark  the  other  day. 
"An'  so  do  I!"  declared  his  baby  brother. 
A   moment   later   they     resumed   their 
play; 
But    I   could   not   dismiss   the   thought  so 
quickly 
It  challenged  me  with  countless  hopes 
and  fears, 
And  brought  a  keener  sense  of  obligation 
That  shall  forever  guide  me  down   the 
years. 

My   boys   believe   their     Dad   is   what    he 
should   be, 
Just    as   your   children    put    their    trust 
in  you, 
And  oh,  how  earnest  I  pray  for  guidance 
to  meet  the  test  as  they  expect  me  to! 
The   day   will   come    when   I   shall   disap- 
point  them — 
When  they  must  learn  how  humble  is 
the  man 
To   whom   they   now   impute  such   might 


and  virtue. 
For  so  have  children  grown  since  timi 
began. 

I  want  my  boys  to  want     to     be  "lik< 
Daddy." 
And    yet    I   hope   for    them      a      fine: 
thing — 
A  greater  gift  from  manhood's  boundles 
treasure 
Than  such  a  wish  fulfilled  could  eve 
bring, 
I   hope   that  each  will   grow  in  strengtl 
and   wisdom, 
Nor  be  content  should  he  become  lik 
me: 
But  may  he  carry  on  where  I  have  fal 
tered, 
And  be  the  kind  of  man  I'd  like  to  be 

Choose  speakers  to  make  short  talk 
from  each  of  the  following  subjects  o 
one  speaker  to  make  a  longer  talk  fron 
any  one  of  the  subjects. 

1.  GOOD  HUSBANDS  AND  WIVE' 
Col.  3:18-19,  Titus  2:4-5 
A  good  husband  and  good  wife  are  th< 
foundation  for  a  good  family.  We  can 
not  be  good  Christians  without  we  obc] 
the  Bible  in  EVERY  respect  and  espe 
cially  this  part  of  the  Bible.  A  good  hus 
band  or  good  wife  will  make  a  gooc 
church  worker  and  a  good  neighbor.  J 
real  Christian  will  not  be  kind  and  swee 
at  church  or  at  work  and  be  cross  anc 
cruel  at  home. 

2.  CHILD  TRAINING 
Prov.  22:6;  Eph.  6:4. 
Too  often  this  training  is  begun  to* 
late  in  life,  the  Catholics  say  give  then 
a  child  until  he  is  seven  and  he  will  al 
ways  be  a  Catholic.  Why  can't  th< 
Church  of  God  do  the  same?  Parents 
choose  the  books  he  reads,  the  music  in 
hears,  supervise  his  choice  of  compan 
ions  and  your  job  of  training  will  b 
easier. 

3.   CHILDREN,    HONOR  YOUR 
PARENTS 

Ex.  20:12;  Eph.  6:1-3;  Col.  3:20 
The  Bible  says  "honor  to  whom  hono 
is  due''  and  surely  honor  is  due  to  ou 
parents.  A  child  who  early  in  life  i 
taught  to  honor  his  parents  and  horn* 
rule  will,  as  he  grows  older,  honor  Goc 
and  the  teachings  of  the  Church  as  wel 
as  the  laws  of  our  country  and  person 
who  have  rightful  authority  over  him. 

4.  GOOD  FAMILY 
Good  families  make  a  good  church 
We,  as  Church  of  God  members,  are  al 
•one  great  family  with  God  as  our  heav 
enly  Father,  with  our  heavenly  home  a 
our  final  goal.  Make  the  "Golden  Rule' 
the  first  rule  of  the  home. 

Closing  songs:  "When  God's  Childrei 
Meet  at  Home,"  and  "Will  the  Circle  b 
Unbroken?" — lone  Self,  Wimauma,  Fla. 
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Who  is  a  Friend? 

(Continued  from  Friendship  Page 
He  understands  you.  You  do  not  have  to 
be  careful.  You  can  abuse  him,  neglect 
him,  tolerate  him.  Best  of  all  you  can 
keep  still  with  him.  It  makes  no  matter. 
He  likes  you.  He  is  like  fire  that  purges 
all  you  do.  He  is  like  water  that  cleanses 
all  that  you  say.  He  understands  you. 
You  can  weep  with  him,  laugh  with  him, 
pray  with  him.  Through  and  underneath 
it  all  he  sees,  knows,  and  loves  you.  A 
friend,  I  repeat,  is  one  with  whom  you 
dare  to  be  yourself  and  whom  you  can 
trust." — Young  People's  Witness. 

Before  You  Say  Farewell 

If  thou  dost  bid  thy  friend  farewell, 
But  for  one  night  though  that  farewell 
may  be, 
Press  thou  his  hard  in  thine.  Hoav     canst 
thou  tell 
How  far  from  thee 
Fate  or  caprice  may  lead  his  feet 
Ere  tomorrow  come?     Men     have     been 
known 
To  lightly  turn  the  corner  of  the  street 
And  days  have  grown 
To  months,  and  months  to  lagging  years, 
Ere  they  have   looked     in   loving  eyes 
again. 
Parting  at  best  is  underlaid  with  tears — 
With  tears  and  pain. 
Therefore,     lest  sudden  death     should 
come  between, 
Or  time  or  distance,  clasp  with  pressure 
true 
The  hand  of  him  that  goeth  forth.  Un- 
seen 

Fate  goeth,  too. 
Yea,   find   time  always   time  to  say 

Some   earnest   words   between   the   idle 
talk, 
Lest  with  thee  henceforth,  night  and  day, 
Regret  shall  walk. 

— Author  unknown. 

God  Bless  You 

I  seek  in  prayerful  words,   dear  friend, 
My  heart's  true  wish  to  send  you 

That  you  may  know  that,  far  or  near 
My  loving  thoughts  attend  you. 

I  cannot  find  a  truer  word, 

Nor  fonder  to  caress  you 
Nor  song  nor  poem  I  ever  heard 

Is  sweeter  than  God  bless  you. 

God  bless  you  so  I've  wished  you  all 

Of  brightness  life  possesses: 
For  can  there  any  joy  at  all 

Be  thine  unless  God  blesses? 

God  bless  you  so  I  breathe  a  charm, 
Lest  grief's  dark  night  oppress  you 

For  how  can  sorrow  bring  you  harm, 
If  'tis  God's  way  to  bless  you. 

And  so  through  all  thy  days 
May  shadows  touch  thee  never 


But  this  alone — God  bless  thee  dear — 
Then  art  thou  safe  forever, 

—Selected. 

Friendship  That  Never  Fails 
A  friend  calling  upon  Alexander  Proc- 
tor in  his  feebler  years  found  the  aged 
minister  and  saint  sitting  in  his  big  chair 
out  on  the  lawn,  alone.  The  visitor  re- 
marked sympathizingly,  "You  must  be 
very  lonely  these  days,  since  you  are  un- 
able to  preach  and  visit  among  your 
friends."  "No,  no,"  replied  the  good 
man,  "while  I  cannot  work  any  more  el- 
even go  out  among  my  friends,  yet  I  am 
not  lonely;  I  just  sit  here  through  the 
long  hours  on  the  green  grass,  under  the 
spreading  trees,  and  talk  with  God  and 
God  talks  with  me." 

"It  is  our  high  privilege  to  know  God; 
to  walk  with  Him  and  talk  with  Him, 
to  feel  the  throb  of  His  heart  and  the 
touch  of  His  hand  and  the  thrill  of  His 
presence.  And  no  greater  need  confronts 
our  busy  age,  with  its  crass  materialism 
and  tyranny  of  things,  than  that  we  who 
are  children  of  the  light  shall  enter  into 
this  deeper  experience  of  fellowship  with 
the  Divine,  for  herein  alone  is  peace  and 
satisfaction  of  soul." — Publisher  Un- 
known. 

The  Road  to  Healthtown 

(Continued  from  Children's  Page 
plenty  of  it  makes  good  pure  blood. 

Nor  must  we  forget  to  warn  the 
Health  Way  followers  that  there  is  a 
dangerous  side  street  which  children 
sometimes  forget  and  take,  and  that  is 
the  alley  that  will  quickly  bring  them  to 
"Coldburg."  This  town  is  likely  to  keep 
people  in  bed  for  a  few  days  or  a  week, 
if  it  gets  very  bad.  The  name  of  the  by- 
way that  leads  to  "Coldburg"  is  "Wet- 
feet"  Alley. 

And  so  if  children  are  careful  always 
to  keep  on  the  right  road  they  will  soon 
be  on  "Gainweight"  Boulevard,  and  that 
is  a  sign  that  Healthtown  is  near.  And 
when  the  town  is  finally  reached,  then  a 
nice  comfortable  "Body"  house  awaits, 
with  a  "Rosycheek"  garden,  and  a  "Sun- 
nysmile"  lawn  that  is  surrounded  with 
shrubs  of  health  and  trees  of  strength. 
— Selected. 

Mother's  Darling 

I'se  my  mother's  little  darling 

Don't  you  fink  I'se  fresh  and  sweet, 
Wif  dese  roses  on  my  shoulder 
And  my  little  dress  so  neat? 
Mother  made  it,  dis  on  purpose 

'Cause  I'se  goin  to  speak  to  you. 
Ain't   it   lovely,    wish   you   had   it? 

I  bet  you  do. 

Note:  Children,  this  is  one  of  the  first 
readings  I  ever  gave.  I  think  it  is  fine. 
Try  it  out.  I  have  never  forgotten  it. 


Oil  in  My  Lamp 

Give  me  oil  in  my  lamp 
Oil  in  my  lamp, 
Oil  in  my  lamp  I  pray; 
Give  me  oil  in  my  lamp, 
Keep  it  shining  in  the  camp 
Until  the  break  of  day. 
::•    ::•    * 

Pulling  Together 

When  we  all  pull  together, 
Pull  together,  pull  together, 
When  we  all  pull  together, 
How  happy  we'll  be. 
Then  your  friend  is  my  friend, 
And  my  friend   is   God's   friend. 
When  we  all  pull  together 
How  happy  we'll  be. 

Note:  This  song  has  actions  with  it. 
The  first  four  lines  are  sung  with  mo- 
tions of  the  hands  like  pulling.  Then 
pointing  to  your  friend,  yourself  and  up- 
ward for  God's  friend.  Motions  of  pull- 
ing again  and  clapping  of  hands  on  last 
line. 

I  Shall  Not  Be  Moved 

From  the  Bible  story,   I     shall     not     be 

moved; 
From   my   Savior's    glory,    I    shall   not    be 

moved ; 
Just    like    a    tree    that's    planted      by    the 

water, 
I  shall  not  be  moved. 

CHORUS: 
I  shall  not  be,  I  shall  not  be  moved, 
I  shall  not  be,  I  shall  not  be  moved; 
Just   like   a    tree    that's   planted      by    the 

water, 
I  shall  not  be  moved. 

Jesus   saves    completely,      I   shall    not    be 

moved, 
By  His   grace   so  sweetly,   I  shall   not   be 

moved; 
Just   like   a    tree   that's   planted      by   the 

water, 
I  shall  not   be  moved. 

He  is  with  me  ever,  I  shall  not  be  moved; 
Naught  His  love  can  sever,  I  shall  not  be 

moved ; 
Just   like   a   tree   that's   planted      by   the 

water, 
I  shall  not  be  moved. 

Love   is    freely   flowing,      I   shall    not    be 

moved; 
With    the    saved    I'm    going,    I    shall    not 

be  moved; 
Just    like    a    tree    that's    planted    by    the 

water, 
I  shall  not  be  moved. 

Just  a  little  longer,  I  shall  not  be  moved, 
Then  I'll  sing  up  yonder,  I   shall  not  be 

moved; 
Just    like   a    tree   that's   planted      by   the 

water, 
I  shall  not  be  moved. 
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FUNDAMENTALS   IN 
CHOOSING  A  CAREER 

"Same  must  be  great.  Great  offices 
will  have  great  talent.  And  God  gives  to 
every  man  the  virtue,  temper,  under- 
standing, taste,  that  lifts  him  into  life 
and  lets  him  fall  just  in  that  niche  he 
was  ordained  to  fill." 
FUNDAMENTALS  IN  CHOOSING 
A  CAREER 

Every  ambitious  youth  early  becomes 
interested  in  what  his  trade  or  vocation 
will  be.  Even  before  he  has  finished 
high  school  his  teachers  and  friends  be- 
gin to  question  him  as  to  what  he  ex- 
pects to  do.  Often  he  chooses  some  line 
of  work  just  to  be  able  to  have  a  ready 
answer  and  to  avoid  the  startled  reaction 
of  his  friends  if  he  appears  undecided. 
The  tendency  of  the  average  youth  is  to 
plan  to  do  the  things  that  are  popular 
with  his  set  or  that  have  been  impressed 
upon  him  as  the  profession  or  business  of 
distinction.  The  choice  of  his  work  may 
not  necessarily  be  limited  according  to  the 
line  of  least  resistance,  but  rather  to  that 
which  will  give  him  special  prestige  or 
success  in  some  line  of  work  or  family 
pride  or  that  from  which  he  contem- 
plates large  pecuniary  returns. 

EVERY  LIFE  A  CHANNEL  OF 
SERVICE 

The  discovery  of  God's  will  for  every 
life  is  of  primary  importance;  funda- 
mental   to    every    man's    thinking    is    the 


purpose  which  God  would  fulfill  through 
him.  Every  life  must  be  considered  a 
channel  through  which  God  wishes  His 
power  to  flow  and  without  which  a  con- 
nection is  lost  and  the  circulation  of 
power  limited.  This  divine  purpose  must 
not  be  considered  as  revealed  only  in  some 
chance  moment.  Rather  the  contrary  is  it 
realized  as  the  youth  obedient  to  all  his 
best  impulses  seeks  new  light  and  per- 
mits his  judgment  and  increasing  discern- 
ment to  be  guided  by  righteous  stand- 
ards. 

THE  FACTORS  OF  NEED  AND 
CAPACITY 

There  are  many  professions  and  still 
more  avenues  of  business  opportunities 
from  the  faithful  farmer  to  the  capital- 
ist of  high  finance,  each  offering  oppor- 
tunities from  mental  routine  tasks  to 
those  of  profound  import.  And  all  in 
their  places  are  important.  All  offer  op- 
portunities worthy  of  the  best  in  a  man. 
All  present  fields  to  serve  where  men  of 
fiber  and  conviction  are  needed.  But  a 
need  alone  is  not  sufficient  reason  to 
choose  that  field  as  a  career.  Can  the 
youth  safely  say,  "This  is  a  field  of 
need"?  One  step  has  been  taken,  but  can 
he  further  say,  "I  have  capacity  reasona- 
bly to  meet  such  needs"?  He  is  making 
progress,  yet  a  third  step  is  essential, 
"According  to  my  clearest  understanding 
this  is  in  line  with  my  highest  impulses, 
and   best    fulfills   God's    will   for  my   life 


as  it  grows  from  day  to  day."  Choices 
made  on  such  a  basis  are  not  to  be  gain- 
said. It  matters  not  whether  he  be  in  the 
schoolroom  or  behind  the  plow,  provided 
he  is  there  according  to  the  will  of  God. 
But  it  matters  everything  that  he  be 
where  God  can  smile  upon  his  choice. 

If  there  appears  opportunity  for  do- 
ing good  in  all  business  and  professions, 
it  logically  results  that  there  should  be 
a  conscientious  regard  for  all  work,  and 
that  all  vocations  and  pursuits,  together 
with  all  domestic  tasks,  should  be  under- 
taken with  just  appreciation  of  their  op- 
portunities and  the  responsibility  to  serve 
as  Christian  stewards.  Although  the  ideal 
to  serve  may  be  fundamentally  the  same 
to  a  young  woman,  yet  its  expression  may 
differ  as  she  may  seek  to  find  its  high- 
est opportunity  in  the  home  which  she 
assists  in  creating.  If  this  is  her  chosen 
place,  she  needs  to  enter  its  responsibili- 
ties fully  persuaded  that  it  is  fulfilling 
a  divine  providence.  In  such  service  di- 
vine purposes  may  as  surely  be  accom- 
plished as  though  the  service  were  in  pa- 
gan lands. 

THE  PLACE  OF  DIVINE 
PROVIDENCE 

Acting  with  all  the  light  of  judgment 
and  the  ready  use  of  latent  capacity, 
youth  may  miserably  blunder  in  the 
choice  of  his  career.  The  mystic  power  of 
a  surrendered  will  discovers  hidden  pow- 
ers undreamed  of  and  will  change  the  di- 
rection of  lives  into  channels  which  of  ten, 
from  the  standpoint  of  human  reason- 
ing, seem  impossible.  Youth  finds  no  fail- 
ures in  such  lives  and  no  disappointed 
hopes,  although  seldom  does  he  find  them 
attaining  earthly  fortunes  or  fame.  The 
surrendered  will  goes  up  no  blind  alley, 
although  it  holds  no  charm  for  the  fu- 
ture. 

He  was  a  bright  upper  classman. 
Courteous  and  generous,  he  was  an  easy 
favorite.  During  a  series  of  evangelistic 
services  he  was  noticed  to  be  under  deep 
conviction  and  went  forward  to  the  altar 
repeatedly.  The  pastor  and  Christian 
friends  endeavored  to  guide  him,  but 
without  success.  At  the  close  of  the  last 
service  he  arose  to  his  feet  in  testimony 
and  said:  "I  have  found  Christ.  I  prom- 
ised him  I  would  go  to  Africa  if  he 
wanted  me."  It  so  happened  that  as  a 
Christian  business  man  he  has  found 
God's  will  for  his  life  as  a  business  man 
in  a  Southern  city;  but  his  Christian  ex- 
perience depended  upon  his  surrendered 
will  and  his  readiness  to  serve  anywhere. 

Returning  one  evening  from  a  day's 
outing  across  the  bay,  we  were  caught 
with  a  dead  wind  as  the  sun  went  down. 
It  was  a  foggy  night,  with  a  dim  moon 
and  only  a  few  stars.  With  our  sail  flap- 
ping about  the  mast,  we  drifted  with  the 
current  and  headed  as  best  we  could  for 
(Continued  on  page   24) 
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The  Lost  Sheep 

There  was  never  a  night  so  lonely, 

There  was  never  a  storm  so  wild; 
But   Christ   the  King  of   Glory 

Searched    for    His    wandering    child. 
Over  the  desert  and  mountain, 

Across  the  plain  that  was  bleak; 
Christ   the   loving   Shepherd 

Searched  for  His   wandering  sheep. 

Out  in  the  wild  waste  places, 

His  hands  all  rent  and  torn; 
Diligently  He  searched  until 

His  body  was  weary  and  worn. 
But  still  He  plodded  onward, 

Never  stopping  for  rest  or  sleep; 
He    knew    that    somewhere,    on    the    hill- 
side bare 

Was  one  lost  wandering  sheep. 

He  knew  that  it  would  perish 

If  left  out  of  the  fold, 
It  would  famish  and  die  with  hunger 

Or  freeze  in  the  bitter  cold. 
So  on  and  on  He  hastened, 

Keenly  listening  for  each  sound; 
He  was  seeking  out  the  lost  one, 

And  that  lost  one  must  be  found. 

At  last  far  away  in  the  distance, 

He  heard  a  little  cry; 
At  once  the  Shepherd  knew  it 

And  He  breathed  one  little  sigh. 
So  now  He  hastened  forward, 

And  there  upon  the  ground; 
Almost  about  to  perish 

The  little  lost  sheep  He  found. 

He  gathered  it  to  His  bosom 

And  started  back  to  the  fold, 
He  had  found  the  one    for    whom     He 
sought 

And  His  joy  He  could  not  hold. 
He  started  in  rejoicing, 

His  song  rang  out  upon  the  hill; 
His  voice  was  sweet,  the  music  clear, 

In  the  night  so  calm  and  still. 

Now  who  was  this  little  wanderer, 

Away  from  the  Shepherd's  fold; 
Away  out  on  the  mountain 

Barren,  bleak  and  cold? 
How  did  it  stray  so  far  from  home, 

From  the  loving  Shepherd's  care; 
With  no  one  there  to  help  it  back 

To  the  pastures  bright  and  fair? 

0  friend,  I  was  that  wanderer, 
That  sheep  away  from  home; 

1  strayed  from   the   fold,  and  my  Shep- 

herd's voice, 
In  the  mountain  I  loved  to  roam. 
In  the  rocky  way  so  rough  and  bleak, 


Away  from  the  fold  was  I; 
At  last  I   turned  to  find  myself, 
So  helpless  and  ready  to  die. 

At  last  I  heard  my  Shepherd  come, 

He  lifted  me  in  His  arms; 
In  His  bosom  He  gently  carried  me 

So  free  from  danger  and  harm. 
He  carried  me  back  to  the  sheepfold, 

As  He  went  He  began  to  sing, 
Rejoice  ye  angels,  the  lost  is  found — 

Safely  in  my  arms  I   bring. 

That  little  sheep  on  the  mountain, 

That  wanderer  far  away; 
Now  it  is  safely  in  my  care, 

Nevermore  will  it  stray. 
"Now  I  am  safe  in  the  fold  tonight, 

In  the  precious  Shepherd's  care; 
He  leads  me  to  green  pastures, 

And  gives  me  dainties  rich  and  rare." 

Nevermore  will  I  leave  Him, 

Forever  I'il  stay  in  the  fold; 
There  I  am  safe  from  every  harm 

From  hunger,  rain  and  cold. 
The    wolf    may    come    but    my    Shepherd 
knows 

Just  how  to  care  for  me; 
And  how  to  keep  the  wolf  away, 

And  how  to  keep  me  free. 

So  evermore  will   I  trust  Him, 

My  Shepherd  so  divine; 
For  'tis  Christ  the  King  of  Glory, 

And  I  know   that  He  is  mine. 
So  I  will  ever  serve  Him 

And  stay  within   the  fold; 
And  one  day  He  will  lead  me 

Upon  the  streets  of  gold. 

No  more  to  fear  the  tempest, 

No  more  the  storm  to  face; 
No  more  to  fear  the  raving  wolves, 

Forever  happiness  in  their  place. 
There  I  will  dwell  forever, 

Beside   the   tree  of   life; 
And  look  upon  mv  Shepherd's  face. 

Forever   free    from    sin    and   strife. 

— Margaret  Lewis,  Cambridge,  Md. 
The  Prodigal's  Father 

Uncle  William's  head  was  white  and 
his  step  slow.  People  who  knew  him  best 
said  he  was  not  so  merry  as  he  used  to 
be.  But  few  know  how  deep  the  pain 
had  really  gone,  for  Uncle  William's  on- 
ly son  had  run  away,  when  a  mere  lad, 
and  had  never  come  back.  Uncle  Wil- 
liam's wife  had  died  when  Harry  was  a 
baby  and  the  boy  had  been  his  all. 

If  Uncle  William  had  been  a  stern  or 
strict  parent  he  might,  perhaps,  have  re- 


proached himself,  but  he  was  the  kind- 
est father  in  the  world.  He  had  not  re- 
married, devoted  himself  to  his  son,  and 
when  the  blow  fell  it  was  all  the  harder 
to  be  borne.  No  one  knew  what  he  had 
suffered  as  days  grew  into  weeks  and 
weeks  into  months,  and  months  into 
years,  and  Harry  did  not  come.  Uncle 
William,  however,  made  no  changes,  ut- 
tered no  complaints.  He  still  lived  in  the 
old  house,  still  went  on  with  the  old  life, 
ever  hoping,  ever  waiting  for  the  son  who 
did  not  return.  One  of  the  neighbors 
who  had  gone  West  wrote  back  that  he 
had  seen  him,  that  he  was  a  wild,  deso- 
lute  fellow,  and  worked  around  on  the 
cattle  ranches;  that  at  times  he  drank 
heavily  and  was  generally  a  ne'er-do- 
well. 

"Going  to  church,  Uncle  William?" 
called  out  Mrs.  Bartin,  his  niece,  one 
bright  Sunday  morning. 

Uncle  William  smiled.  "Do  I  ever 
miss?"  he  answered. 

"Yes,  but  I  thought,  perhaps,  our  min- 
ister being  away,  you  would  not  care  to 
hear  the  man  who  will  speak.  He's  from 
the   West,    I    understand." 

"I'm  going  anyway,  Mary.  Perhaps  he 
has  a  message  for  me.  I — I  need  it." 

Mary's  heart  smote  her  as  she  watched 
him  walk  slowly  down  the  street. 

"There,"  she  thought  regretfully.  "I 
ought  not  to  have  mentioned  the  West 
to  him.  That's  where  he  thinks  Harry 
is." 

And  she  was  right.  Her  words  had  cast 
a  shadow.  Oh,  why  did  not  Harry  come 
back? 

There  was  a  young  man  up  in  the  pul- 
pit. A  very  young  man,  Uncle  William 
thought,  and  then,  as  he  took  his  seat  he 
scanned  his  face  closer,  nodding,  well 
satisfied. 

"That  young  man  has  something  to 
say,"  thought  Uncle  William,  and  he  was 
quite  right.  The  eyes  were  frank  and 
steady,  the  mouth  firm,  the  forehead 
broad  and  thoughtful. 

"He's  the  State  Secretary  for  one  of 
those  mission  boards  in  one  of  those 
Western  States,"  whispered  Mrs.  Higgins, 
as  she  rustled  in  beside  Uncle  William. 
"Looks  young,  doesn't  he?" 

And  then  he  began  to  speak.  The  mis- 
sion board  out  West  made  no  mistake. 
The  cords  came  straight  and  true,  and 
full  of  purpose.  He  had  the  attention  of 
his  audience  from  the  start. 

"Dear  friends,"  he  began.  "When  cer- 
tain circumstances  led  me  to  your  State 
I  did  not  see  how  I  could  go.  My  hands 
were  full  at  home  and  I  need  not  tell  you 
how  I  love  my  work,  but  I  said  to  my- 
self, 'If  I  must  go,  I'll  make  it  count  for 
God,'  and  so  I  speak  to  you  this  morning 
of  my  distant  field. 

"It  may  perhaps  be  impossible  for  you 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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Greetings  to  all: 

For  quite  some  time  I  have  intended 
to  write,  but  have  been  negligent.  We 
have  received  some  inquiries  as  to  our  ex- 
perience in  Louisville's  recent  flood  and 
I  am  taking  this  method  to  let  our  friends 
know  we  left  our  home,  but  for  only- 
five  days — as  the  water  did  not  reach 
our  floors  by  a  few  inches,  and  as  soon 
as  the  water  left  our  yard,  we  could  re- 
turn to  our  home.  While  we  had  to  leave 
as  thousands  did,  yet  we  were  fortunate 
to  have  a  comfortable  home  to  go  to,  as 
we  stayed  with  a  relative  and  had  a 
pleasant  time,  only  the  sadness  in  our 
hearts  over  the  terrible  disaster  in  our 
land.  We  suffered  no  loss  whatever, 
neither  did  the  church  my  husband  pas- 
tors, but  many,  many  of  our  friends  and 
some  of  our  relatives  lost  much. 

We  do  not  know  how  to  be  thank- 
ful enough  and  we  realize  that  the 
flood  to  us  is  merely  like  an  unpleasant 
dream.  Many  of  the  homes  were  flooded 
up  to  the  second  floor  and  some  washed 
completely  away — the  families  sent  to 
community  centers,  only  to  be  trans- 
ferred elsewhere,  oftentimes  separated, 
not  to  be  reunited  for  days,  perhaps 
weeks.  This  was  indeed  a  time  of  trou- 
ble and  distress,  a  time  never  to  be  for- 
gotten, and  these  are  the  ones  who  really 
understand  the  real  meaning  of  the  word 
"flood." 

We,  of  course,  saw  a  lot  of  water  be- 
fore we  left  the  city,  but  never  the  mad, 
rushing  torrent  of  the  river  itself,  not 
until  it  was  back  in  its  banks  as  sight- 
seeing  was   forbidden   for   sometime. 

Our  hearts  go  out  to  those  who  suf- 
fered such  great  losses.  But  our  city  has 
made  wonderful  progress  in  overcoming 
the  terrible  effects  of  the  onslaught  of 
angry  rivers.  We  should  appreciate  more 
than  ever  the  government  of  this  great 
country  of  ours,  for  without  government 
and  a  wonderful  system  of  organized 
workers  at  this  crucial  time  thousands 
of  people  would  have  perished.  A  great 
work  was  carried  on  in  rescue  work, 
housing,  feeding  and  clothing  these  many 
refugees,  and  a  great  work  is  still  being 
carried  on,  as  many  would  still  be  home- 
less, if  some  kind  of  temporary  homes 
had  not  been  provided.  Our  "tent  cities" 
is   the  solution   to  that  problem. 

A  few  words  in  regard  to  our  Y.  P.  E. 
at  Mitchcl  Hill.  We  reorganized  after 
the  flood  (we  were  out  of  service  per- 
haps six  weeks),  and  now  we  have  a  fine 
band  of  young  people.  Brother  Walter 
Lee  of  Florida  is  now  our  president.  We 
are  in  a   contest  which  will  end   the  last 


of  May.  We  have  two  groups,  with  a 
group  captain  for  each  and  a  "Booster 
Band"  which  is  made  up  of  children  un- 
der twelve  years  of  age.  We  are  glad  to 
say  the  older  members  and  people  of  the 
community  seem  interested  and  come  to 
the  Y.  P.  E.  service. 

We  have  just  received  word  that  our 
Y.  P.  E.  has  won  the  state  banner!  Now, 
isn't  this  wonderful  news?  How  we  do 
feel  encouraged  to  press  on  and  work 
hard.  Pray  for  us  that  a  revival  may  soon 
break  out  in  this  band  of  young  people. 

Since  starting  to  write  so  many  things 
come  to  my  mind  that  if  I  wrote  them 
all  making  this  article  too  lengthy,  it 
would  land  in  the  waste  basket  (and  it 
may  do  so  anyway).  But  I  must  say  I 
love  our  paper,  the  dear  "Lighted  Path- 
way," more  each  time  I  read  it  and  it  is 
indeed  a  "light  to  my  pathway,''  for  I 
seem  to  gain  new  strength  each  time  I 
read  it. 

May  heaven's  rich  blessings  be  upon 
the  dear  editor  and  all  her  coworkers. 
— A  sister  in  this  battle  to  rescue  the 
youth  of  our  land,  Mrs.  Bertha  Lockard, 
Mitchel  Hill,  Ky. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  dear  name. 

I  feel  just  like  writing  you  a  personal 
letter  this  morning  as  I  am  sending  my 
dollar  for  the  Lighted  Pathways  for  the 
month  of  March.  Perhaps  you  do  not  re- 
member seeing  me  but  I  well  remember 
you.  My  home  is  just  a  short  distance 
from  the  Boys'  Farm  (Church  of  God 
Orphanage).  I  left  Tennessee  last  June 
to  go  to  Maine  with  Brother  and  Sister 
Chambers  to  help  in  the  Bible  School.  We 
had  a  delightful  summer.  September  5  I 
was  married.  Two  days  later  my  husband 
and  I  were  praying.  The  Holy  Ghost 
spoke  and  said  for  us  to  go  to  Prince  Ed- 
ward Island,  Canada  to  work  for  Him. 
Of  course  we  thought  of  the  terrible 
cold  winter  and  climate  so  different  to 
what  we  were  accustomed.  But  we  knew 
we  must  obey  the  voice  of  God.  The 
Lord  has  been  good  to  us  since  being 
here.  The  winter  hasn't  been  half  so  cold 
as  usual,  and  we  have  been  happy  and 
contented  as  we  labor  away  for  the  great 
cause  we  love  so  well.  Surelv  this  is  a 
great  harvest  field,  just  two  Churches  of 
God  here.  Other  places  are  asking, 
"Won't  you  please  come  over  and  help 
us?"  But  we  are  so  few  in  number,  we 
just  have  to  pray  and  cry,  "Lord  Jesus, 
please  send  some  one  to  help  us." 

Sister  Harrison,  I  am  very  sorry  you 
aren't  feeling   well   this  spring,     we     arc 


praying  for  you.  You  seem  so  near  and 
dear  to  us  young  folks  we  often  wonder 
what  we  would  do  without  you.  Every- 
one is  greatly  helped  by  your  paper  here. 
They  say  to  me,  Isn't  the  Lighted  Path- 
way a  great  paper?  I  don't  have  any 
trouble  finding  folks  to  read  it.  In  fact, 
we  all  anxiously  wait  for  the  next  one  to 
come. 

Give  the  Cleveland  folks  my  love. 
Guess  you  are  enjoying  beautiful  spring 
days  while  we  are  still  sitting  by  a  roar- 
ing fire  as  it  is  still  snowing  outside  some. 
— Ida  (Scoggins)  Hawkes,  West  Devon, 
P.  E.  I.,  Canada. 


My  Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

First  of  all,  I  want  to  tell  you  just 
how  much  you  are  doing,  and  that  with- 
out your  help,  prayers  and  The  Lighted 
Pathway,  our  Y.  P.  E.  would  be  a  fail- 
ure! May  God  bless  you,  dear,  and  help 
you  to  continue  to  help  us. 

Here  at  Wake  Forest  we  are  planning 
on  building  a  larger  church  and  turning 
our  small  church  into  a  parsonage.  The 
Willing  Workers'  Band  has  already 
bought  the  lot  and  we  young  people 
wish  to  help  too. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  want  to  join  your 
Reader's  Circle,  for  I  greatly  enjoy  read- 
ing, especially  your  "Lighted  Path- 
way." 

Again  I  say,  we  are  all  glad  for  you, 
and  appreciate  and  love  you  more  than 
you  can  hardly  realize.  Never  be  discour- 
aged, but  remember  that  everywhere, 
young  people  appreciate  and  feel  that 
dear  Sister  Harrison  is  a  gift  of  God  to 
us. — Pauline  Weaver,  Wake  Forest,  N.  C. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  precious  name  of  Je- 
sus. I  thought  as  I  was  appointed  the 
secretary  of  our  Y.  P.  E.  here  at  North 
Philadelphia  church,  I  would  do  my  duty 
at  once.  Our  young  people  are  coming 
along  nicely.  We  have  about  seventeen 
young  people  who  really  know  Christ  as 
their  personal  Savior.  Not  long  ago  we 
had  a  revival  here  at  Philadelphia.  It  was 
conducted  by  Brother  and  Sister  Alewine. 
The  Lord  surely  blessed.  We  had  five 
saved  during  the  revival,  three  sanctified 
and  four  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost.  We 
have  a  new  leader,  Sister  M.  Showack, 
and  the  Lord  surely  is  blessing  her  in  her 
work  with  our  young  people. — A  sister, 
Florence  Hanley,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 

III-Timed  Truth 

The  ill-timed  truth  we     might     have 

kept — 
Who  knows   how   sharp   it  pierced      and 

stung? 
The  word  we  had  not  sense  to  say — 
Who  knows  how  grandly  it  had  rung? 
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Will  You  Help  Us? 

Perhaps  it  may  seem  strange  to 
some  that  we  publish  so  many  let- 
ters each  month.  These  letters  of 
appreciation  serve  as  a  tonic  to  the 
Editor.  When  we  know  that  the 
weak  efforts  we  are  putting  forth 
to  help  and  inspire  our  young  peo- 
ple on  to  greater  service  for  the 
Master  is  being  such  a  blessing,  it 
gives  us  strength  for  the  battle. 
Then  we  feel  as  you  read  them  it 
will  reveal  to  you  what  God  is  ac- 
complishing through  our  little  pa- 
per. Anything  that  is  bringing  the 
blessing  to  the  young  people  of  this 
world  that  this  printed  page  is 
bringing  should  be  supported  and 
encouraged.  Will  you  not  help  us 
to  increase  the  circulation?  and  by 
so  doing  you  will  be  a  partner  in 
=     this  great  work. — Editor.  ' 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  send  a  few  words  of  praise 
in  behalf  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  This  is 
my  first  time  to  write  you,  although  1 
have  been  a  reader  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way for  several  years,  and  I  find  it  the 
most  wonderful  paper  I  have  ever  read. 
I  especially  enjoy  your  messages,  they  are 
so  encouraging  to  me,  and  would  be  to 
all  young  people  if  they  would  only  read, 
and  accept  Jesus  in  their  lives. 

As  I  turn  the  pages  and  read  on  and 
on  I  can  not  hold  back  the  tears  as  they 
come  rolling  down  my  face  although  it 
is  joy  and  comfort  to  my  soul. 

It  seems  that  I  have  a  longing  in  my 
heart  to  tell  other  young  people  about 
Jesus  and  this  wonderful  paper,  and  I 
am  trying  every  day  to  boost  it  every- 
where I  go.  There  are  such  wonderful 
lessons  for  mothers  and  fathers  on  train- 
ing their  children,  that  is  what  we  need 
more  of  today,  good  training  in  the 
homes.  We  have  moved  away  from  our 
home  church  and  we  do  not  get  to  at- 
tend church,  Sunday  School,  or  Y.  P.  E. 
much. 

We  subscribed  for  the  paper  and  there 
are  several  around  here  who  like  to  read 
it.  I  am  hoping  that  I  can  join  as  a 
Gideon  soon  as  this  is  a  new  place.  I  hope 
the  Lord  has  healed  you. 

Pray  for  me  that  I  can  be  somewhere 
working  for  my  Lord,  when  He  comes. — 
Myrtle  Gay,  Baxley,   Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

This  is  the  first  time  the  papers  have 
been  sold  at  this  church  and  the  people 
surely  do  like  them.  Our  Y.  P.  E.  group 
captains  like  them  very  much  because  of 
the  program  outlines  you  have  in  them. 
I  think  the  best  Y.  P.  E.  program  I  have 
ever   witnessed   was   the   lesson  on   "The 


Highway  of  Holiness." 

Our  captain,  Sister  Annie  Fox,  surely 
is  taking  an  interest  in  the  Y.  P.  E.  and 
we  certainly  do  appreciate  her  efforts  in 
the  work.  I  have  been  a  worker  in  the 
C.  of  G.  Y.  P.  E.  for  about  seven  years 
and  I  find  the  Lighted  Pathway  lots  of 
help.  You  may  send  me  a  roll  for  next 
month,  I  will  be  as  prompt  as  I  can  about 
paying  for  them.  I  thank  you. — Mrs. 
Guy  Bowers,  Sylva,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  really  do  enjoy  reading  the  paper 
and  I  am  doing  my  best  to  get  it  into 
sinners'  homes  and  though  the  success  is 
small,  I  feel  encouraged  to  keep  trying. 
You  may  look  for  at  least  one  subscrip- 
tion a  month  from  me. 

I  feel  like  I  cannot  write  or  do  work 
like  others,  but  I  do  want  to  help  some 
way  to  keep  the  wheel  turning. — Exelma 
Holley,  Bath,  S.  C. 


bany  church  rendered  a  program.  The 
dear  Lord  seemed  so  near  at  the  time  and 
set  His  approval  on  our  program  in  a 
sweet  way.  Saturday  night  the  Union 
Grove  church  rendered  a  wonderful  pro- 
gram which  was  enjoyed  by  all.  Sunday 
was  given  to  Sunday  School  work  and 
we  feasted  all  day  on  the  goodness  of  the 
Lord. — Beatrice  Roberts,  Albany,  Ga. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

It  is  hard  to  find  words  to  express  how 
much  we  appreciate  and  enjoy  reading 
the  twenty-four-page  Lighted  Pathways. 
It  surely  is  food  for  our  souls.  I  sold 
some  of  the  papers  to  several  people  who 
are  unsaved  and  after  they  read  them 
through  they  told  me  that  they  wanted 
one  each  month  because  they  enjoyed 
reading   the  papers  very  much. 

We  gave  a  special  program  in  our  Y. 
P.  E.  and  used  the  dialogue,  "We'll  Alt 
Pull  Together."  Our  young  people  have  a 
greater  zeal  and  determination  to  work 
together  and  by  the  help  and  grace  of 
God  our  desire  is  to  win  lost  souls  for  our 
Master. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  has  started  "A  Good 
Cheer  Committee"  and  find  it  is  working 
out  very  well.  We  are  also  using  the 
topics  from  the  Lighted  Pathway  in  our 
Y.  P.  E.  meetings. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  in  your  every 
effort  is  our  earnest  prayer. — Helen 
Vink,  Reading,  Pa. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

How  I  do  thank  God  for  our  Y.  P.  E. 
here  at  Albany.  We  are  moving  on  for 
Jesus  and  have  the  victory  in  our  souls. 
Words  can't  express  what  the  Lighted 
Pathway  means  to  me.  I  am  so  proud  of 
the  success  it  is  making.  I  can  read  back 
copies  of  it  and  they  just  seem  to  be  as 
sweet  as  we  could  expect  them.  When  I 
read  the  new  editions  of  twenty- 
'  four  pages  and  see  the  progress  it  is  mak- 
ing, it  just  fills  my  soul.  You  can  expect 
my  co-operation  to  put  this  over  the  top. 
You  will  hear  from  me  later  along  this 
line.  1  also  thank  God  for  our  state 
president,  Brother  Joe  McCoy.  Truly  he 
is  a  blessing  to  the  state  of  Georgia. 
Our  district  convention  convened  at 
Union  Grove,  February  12-14,  and  how 
the  Lord   did   bless.    On   Friday   the  Al- 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  surely  have  enjoyed  reading  the  April 
issue.  It  certainly  did  help  me  and  in- 
spired me  to  work  that  much  harder  for 
the  Lord.  I  would  feel  lost  if  I  did  not 
have  this  paper  to  read  and  help  me 
along. 

We  have  a  fine  group  of  young  peo- 
ple here  who  are  working  for  the  Lord. 
The  Y.   P.   E.   is   growing  for   the  Lord. 

Mav  the  Lord  richly  bless  you.  Pray 
that  our  Y.  P.  E.  will  continue  to  grow 
for  the  glory  of  God. — Lucile  Ross, 
Greenwood,  S.  C. 

Our  Lighted  Pathway  circulation  is 
coming  along  fine.  We  are  having  six 
thousand  printed  this  month.  Our  col- 
lections from  Gideons  are  not  so  good.  We 
need  your  co-operation.  Just  a  little  re- 
minder may  help  you.  We  feel  confident 
it  is  just  an  oversight. — Editor. 

|    AN  IMPORTANT  EXPLANATION 

In  the  Mother's  Day  issue  of  the 
paper  we  published  an  article,  "The 
Best,  is   Yet  to   Be,"  from   Success 
j    Magazine.  We  have  received  some 
:    criticism  for  which  we  are  thank- 
ful, for  we  surely  would  not  want 
\    to  be  misunderstood  as  to  our  mo- 
|     tive  in  publishing  this  clipping.  As 
!    we  were  publishing  a  page  for  our 
|    older  fathers  and  mothers  we  were 
|    trying   to    encourage   them    not   to 
feel  that  there  is  nothing  for  them 
to  do  when  the  birdlings  have  flown 
I    from  the  home  nest,  but  they  should 
feel  that  the  best  of  life  is  yet  to 
be.  This  mother  had  been  faithful 
|    to  her  home  and  her  children,  sacri- 
ficing for  them  to  the  fullest  ex- 
■!    tent.  We  can  see  by  the  things  she 
j    did    that    she    was    not    a    holiness 
I    woman,   but   her   energy,   her    grit 
1     and  courage  might  set  some  of  us 
I     a    good    example.     Of    course,    we 
I    would  advocate  spending  the  life  in 
j    entire  separation  from  the  things  of 
the   world   and   for   the    service   of 
''     the  Lord. 

We   especially  want  to  advocate 

|    to  every  mother,  that  which  we  ad- 

!    mire  in  this  woman,  the  fact  that 

I    she   tried   to   improve  her  mind   by 

studying. 

I  remember  attending  a  com- 
mencement exercise  in  Lawton, 
Oklahoma  where  fathers  and  moth- 
ers and  their  children  were  gradu- 
ating together.  Let  us  do  with  this 
article  like  we  do  when  we  eat 
chicken — eat  the  meat  and  throw 
away  the  bones.  We  trust  our  ex- 
planation will  help  you  to  do  this. 
—Editor. 
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Glints  of  Knowledge 


Conducted  by  Laura  Keen 


It  is  pointed  out  in  'National  Repub- 
lic' that  there  are  six  times  as  many 
members  in  the  Communist  Party  and 
its  affiliated  movements  in  the  United 
States  today  as  there  were  in  Russia  at 
the  time  of  the  bloody  Bolshevist  Revo- 
lution which  cost  the  lives  of  millions  of 
so-called  capitalists,  peasants,  ministers, 
men,  women  and  children,  and  all  of 
their  property  and  private  rights;  and 
that  there  are  twice  as  many  members  in 
Communist  and  affiliated  movements  in 
the  United  States  today  as  there  are  at 
present  in  the  Communist  Party  of  Rus- 
sia which  subjects  168,000,000  Russians 
to  enslavement  and  depredation  by  armed 
force. 

— O— 

Blair  Moody,  in  a  syndicate  newspaper 
article  says: 

"The  War  Department  records  show 
that  5  0,510  United  States  soldiers  were 
killed  in  action  and  died  of  wounds  in 
the  World  War.  Official  records  indicate 
that  if  the  present  trend  of  traffic  fa- 
talities continue  there  will  be  killed  on 
our  highways  and  streets  in  the  next 
eighteen  months  a  greater  number  of  peo- 
ple than  the  number  of  U.  S.  soldiers 
who  were  killed  in  the  World  War. 

"In  the  last  ten  years  there  have  been 
killed  in  traffic  323,016  persons,  more 
than  244,3  5  7  who  died  for  their  coun- 
try in  all  our  wars  from  the  Revolution- 
ary War  on. 

"Almost  exactly  one  hundred  citizens 
perish  in  traffic  each  day — a  little  more 
than  four  an  hour — one  every  fifteen 
minutes. 

"Property  loss  from  accidents  in  the 
last  year  is  estimated  by  the  National 
Safety  Council  at  $1,600,000,000.  The 
factory  cost  of  all  new  passenger  cars 
sold  in  193  6  is  estimated  by  the  industry 
at   $1,840,000,000." 

— O— 

Recent  statistics  on  Protestantism  in 
Germany  are  interesting  in  the  light  of 
the  crisis  through  which  the  Church  is 
passing.  In  1934  323,618  people  joined 
the  Protestant  Church  in  Germany.  Of 
this  number  231,573  have  formerly  left 
the  Protestant  Church  and  are  now  re- 
entering it.  The  number  of  "conversions" 
from  Catholicism  to  Protestantism  is  al- 
ready greatly  on  the  increase;  16,302 
Catholics  became  Protestants  in  the  year 
of  1930.  This  number  increased  to  31,- 
203  in  1935.  These  figures  can  be  under- 
stood in  the  light  of  the  religious  perse- 
cution. It  appears  that  many  people  who 
had    been    somewhat    cold      toward      the 


Church  began  to  become  active  when  the 
Church  became  persecuted. 
— O— 

The  world's  trend  toward  dictatorship, 
and  hence  to  the  dictator,  is  described  by 
MacNeal,  in  Capper's  Weekly. 

"There  are  two  kinds  of  dictatorships: 
Communism  and  Fascism.  The  only  Com- 
munist dictatorship  is  Soviet  Russia  with 
a  population  of  approximately  168,000,- 
000.  But  there  are  a  number  of  Fascist 
dictatorships.  Germany  with  a  population 
of  66,000,000;  Italy  with  42,000,000; 
Poland,  32,000,000;  Turkey,  14,000,000; 
Jugoslavia,  14,000,000;  Hungary,  8,700,- 
000;  Austria,  6,7  5  0,000  and  Esthonia,  1,- 
150,000;  a  total  of  184,600,000  popula- 
tion for  the  Fascist  countries.  Apparent- 
ly Fascism  is  growing  much  faster  than 
Communism.  Even  in  Russia  the  Soviet 
government  is  swinging  steadily  in  the 
direction  of  Fascism." 
— O— 

"With  seven  per  cent  of  the  world's 
population,  this  country  has  32  per  cent 
of  the  telephones  and  telegraph  facili- 
ties, 3  6  per  cent  of  its  developed  water 
power,  76  per  cent  of  the  automobiles, 
3  3  per  cent  of  the  radio  broadcasting 
stations  and  44  per  cent  of  the  radio  re- 
ceiving sets. 

"In  the  United  States  are  produced  60 
per  cent  of  the  world's  oil;  48  per  cent 
of  the  copper,  43  per  cent  of  the  pig 
iron;  47  per  cent  of  the  steel;  5  8  per 
cent  of  the  corn;  and  prior  to  the  com- 
ing of  the  AAA,  5  6  per  cent  of  the  cot- 
ton. 

"Our  standard  of  living  is  so  mucn 
higher  than  in  foreign  countries  that  we 
consume  one-half  of  the  world's  coffee; 
one-half  of  its  rubber;  on&-half  of  its 
sugar;  three-fourths  of  its  milk;  one- 
third  of  its  coal  and  two-thirds  of  its  pe- 
troleum. 

"In  1933,  a  depression  year,  there  was 
spent-  in  the  United  States  more  than 
three  billion  dollars  for  education  and 
that  was  more  than  the  amount  expended 
for  education  by  all  the  other  countries 
of  the  world.  The  United  States  is  the 
only  country  in  the  world  to  put  one 
out  of  every  five  children  through  high 
school,  and  one  out  of  every  116  through 
college. 

"This  country  has  more  than  seven 
billion  dollars  invested  in  public  and  pri- 
vate schools  and  nearly  four  billion  dol- 
lars invested  in  colleges  and  universities. 
It  has  nearly  four  billion  dollars  invested 
in  churches. 

"In  1930  fourteen  million  families  in 
America   owned    their   own    homes.    More 


than  half  of  all  the  farmers  owned  their! 
own  farms.  In  the  year  1934  including! 
postal  savings,  there  were  more  than; 
thirty-eight  million  saving  accounts  in 
banks  throughout  the  country  with  ag-j 
gregate  deposits  exceeding  two  billion 
dollars." 

— O— 
"In  Italy  gasoline  sells  at  $1.40  per 
gallon,  tea  at  $4.15  a  pound,  coffee  at 
$1.45  a  pound,  flour  at  70  cents  a  pound 
and  sugar  at  7  5  cents  a  pound.  Such  is 
the  result  of  the  Ethiopian  war." 

"The  Russo-Japanese  War  was  the  first 
war   in    which   disease   did   not   kill   more 
men  than  battle  wounds." 
— O— 
"In  all  China   there  are   less   than  48,- 
000    motor   vehicles   and   most   of      these 
came   from  America." 
— O— 

"The  Negro  population  of  the  United 
States  comprises  nearly  12,000,000,  or 
about  one-tenth  of  the  total  population. 
Almost  four-fifths  live  in  the  southern 
states  and  about  one-fifth  in  the  north 
and  west.  The  census  of  1930  estimated 
that  there  were  42,5  8  5  Negro  churches 
with  a  membership  of  5,200,000;  3  6,000 
Sunday  Schools  with  2,15  0,000  pupils." 

— o— 

"One  million,  three  hundred  and  fifty 
thousand  girl  hostesses  in  repeal  tav- 
erns are  hired  as  barroom  bait  to  stim- 
ulate male  customers  buying  liquor,  say 
competent  observers.  Some  are  fresh 
young  girls  in  their  middle  teens,  others 
are  women  whose  faces  show  the  marks 
of  hectic  adventure,  according  to  the 
daily  press." 

— O— 

In  1918  the  daily  cost  of  war  was  esti- 
mated at  $224,000,000. 
— O— 

The  President  of  the  Jewish  Agency 
for  Palestine  said: 

"There  are  six  million  Jews  condemned 
to  live  in  places  where  they  are  not 
wanted.  No  spark  of  hope  lights  their 
way.  Their  governments  are  not  con- 
cerned with  their  fate.  They  are  fenced 
in  by  a  wall  of  hatred.  Their  doom 
is  sealed  and  they  are  in  despair. 
No  wonder  they  hail  a  permit  to 
emigrate  to  Palestine  as  the  grandest  of 
prizes.  Only  one  out  of  twenty  or  thirty 
ever  attains  the  privilege  of  a  certificate 
which  spells  salvation,  freedom  and  an 
opportunity  for  life  and  labor." 

"More  than  60,000  Jews  entered  Pales- 
tine as  permanent  residents  in  the  year  of 
193  5.  Compare  this  with  42,360  that 
went  back  with  Ezra  (Ezra  2:64).  This 
brings  the  Jewish  population  of  Palestine 
to  well  over  300,000,  compared  with 
800,000  Moslems  and  90,000  Christians." 
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ty-first. 


HOW  WE  GOT  OUR  DE- 
NOMINATIONS 

In  the  articles  during  the  previous 
months  we  have  studied  the  history  of 
the  church  from  the  early  apostolic 
church  period  to  the  reformation.  We 
said  that  we  did  not  consider  the  refor- 
mation complete  even  in  our  present  day. 
The  distinguishing  characteristic,  how- 
ever, of  this  period  of  the  immediate  past 
and  present  is  the  number  of  denomina- 
tions. The  Year  Book  of  the  Churches 
lists  hundreds  of  them  and  there  are 
many  unidentified,  unorganized  groups. 
As  a  conclusion  to  our  series  we  are  go- 
ing to  tell  you  how  we  got  some  of  our 
principal  denominations.  Most  of  the 
material  was  gained  from  a  book  on  the 
same  subject  by  Stanley  I.  Stuber. 

The  birth  of  denominations  and  the 
discovery  of  America  were  almost  simul- 
taneous, therefore  America  has  been  the 
favorite  retreat  for  every  new  and  op- 
pressed denomination.  The  rival  nations 
of  Europe  tried  to  out-do  each  other  in 
missionary  work.  Protestant  nations  sent 
workers  and  Catholic  nations  sent  priests. 
The  Dutch  brought  their  Reformed 
church;  the  Swedes,  the  Lutheran 
church;  the  English,  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land, and  also  Puritanism.  Methodists 
were  found  in  America  even  before  they 
separated  from  the  Church  of  England. 
Every  one  knows  the  story  of  the  pilgrim 
fathers  but  few  of  you  young  people- 
know  that  the  denomination  that  they 
represented  was  Congregationalism.  Con- 
gregationalists  were  the  first  reformers  to 
take  advantage  of  the  new  freedom  to  be 
found  in  America.  They  were  born 
from  the  Separatists  in  England  who 
were  forced  to  vacate  because  of  their 
modern  ideas  which  did  not  click  with 
the  state  religion. 

The  Protestant  Episcopal  Church  is  the 
Church  of  England  in  an  American  set- 
ting. It  became  necessary  for  the  denom- 
ination to  organize  separately  after  the 
Revolutionary  War.  The  church  was  or- 
ganized in  1734  and  the  first  convention 
was  held  in  Philadelphia  in  1735.  The 
Protestant  Episcopal  church  has  been  ac- 
tive in  offering  educational  training, 
promoting  missionary  work  and  social 
work.  This  denomination's  chief  concern 
is  for  the  temporal  welfare  of  humanity. 
Aside  from  demanding  loyalty  to  the 
church,  so-called  non-essentials  are  not 
worried  about  and  great  liberty  is  of- 
fered the  members  in  the  acceptance  of 
doctrinal  points.  The  thirty-nine  articles, 
famous  in  English  church  history,  are  ad- 
hered to  with  the  exception  of  the  twen- 


The  Presbyterian  denomination  was 
first  found  in  America  in  Virginia  in 
1611.  "The  Presbyterian  churches  in 
America  were  mostly  of  English  and  Scot- 
tish origin,  although  they  had  no  con-, 
nection  with  the  churches  of  the  mother 
country.  Their  pastors  were  mostly 
Church  of  England  ministers  who  were 
holding  the  Presbyterian  views  which  de- 
manded a  spiritually-minded  ministry  and 
membership.  This  movement  was  the  re- 
sult of  the  influence  of  Calvin  working 
in  the  Church  of  England." 

"The  Presbyterian  church  has  two 
principal  factors:  the  ministers  as  repre- 
sentatives of  Christ,  and  the  ruling  elders 
as  representatives  of  the  people.  The  ad- 
ministrative system  is  made  up  of  the 
session,  which  governs  the  congregation; 
the  presbytery,  which  governs  a  number 
of  congregations  within  a  limited  dis- 
trict; the  synod  which  governs  the  con- 
gregations of  a  larger  district;  and  the 
general  assembly,  which  is  the  supreme 
judicatory." 

"Throughout  the  world  Lutheranism 
represents  about  forty-seven  per  cent  of 
Protestantism,  and  five  per  cent  of  the 
world  population.  It  is  now  the  estab- 
lished church  in  Denmark,  Norway,  and 
Sweden,  and  most  of  the  Protestant  popu- 
lation of  the  German  states  belong  to  this 
body.  In  fact,  this  church  is  represented 
in  practically  every  country  of  Europe. 
The  first  Lutherans  to  settle  in  North 
America  came  from  Holland  to  Manhat- 
tan Island  in  1623.  For  many  years  they 
were  not  allowed  to  establish  their  own 
form  of  worship  for  they  were  instructed 
to  encourage  no  church  except  the  true 
Reformed  church.  But  in  1674  the  Eng- 
lish took  possession  of  New  York  and  the 
Lutherans  were  granted  full  liberty. 

"With  the  first  decade  of  the  seveiv 
teenth  century  we  reach  solid  ground  in 
Baptist  history.  Before  that  the  history  is 
more  or  less  a  matter  of  conjecture,  and 
our  conclusions  are  open  to  doubt;  but 
after  that  we  have  an  unbroken  succes- 
sion of  Baptist  Churches,  established  by 
indubitable  documentary  evidence." 

The  first  Baptist  Church  that  is  known 
to  have  existed  was  formed  in  Holland 
in  1608  and  was  composed  of  English 
Separaists  who  fled  thither  to  escape 
persecution.  Their  leader,  the  Rev.  John 
Smyth,  there  became  acquainted  with  the 
Mennonite  theory  of  the  Church.  He 
adopted  and  announced  the  view  that  a 
Scriptural  Church  should  consist  of  the 
regenerate  only,  who  have  been  baptized 
on  a  personal  profession  of  faith.  His  re- 


jection of  infant  baptism  led  to  his  be- 
ing disfellowshiped  by  his  flock.  He  then, 
with  Thomas  Helwys  and  thirty-six 
others,  formed  a  Church  after  his  views. 
Smyth  rebaptized  himself  and  the  others 
by  affusion.  A  Confession  of  Faith  was 
issued,  Arminian  in  theology,  but  dis- 
tinct in  its  claim  that  a  Church  should 
be  composed  only  of  baptized  believers 
and  that  "only  such  should  taste  of  the 
Lord's  Supper."  Smyth  was  soon  after- 
wards expelled  from  the  Church  he  had 
formed  on  account  of  Pelagian  views,  and 
the  congregation  broke  up.  A  part  of  the 
company,  led  by  Thomas  Helwys,  re- 
turned to  England  and  in  1611  formed 
in  London  the  first  Church  of  this  faith 
on  English  soil.  They  came  to  be  called 
General  Baptists  on  account  of  their  be- 
lief in  a  general,  or  universal,  atonement. 
In  1644  there  were  forty-seven  of  these 
congregations  in  England. 

"The  Methodist  Church,  both  in  Eu- 
rope and  America,  was  the  outcome  of 
a  movement  begun  at  Oxford  University, 
in  1729,  by  John  and  Charles  Wesley  and 
George  Whitefield.  These  men  and  their 
followers  believed  that  no  person  could 
be  saved  without  holiness,  and  thus  they 
were  first  named  the  Holy  Club.  It 
should  be  noted  that  this  body  was  a 
part  of  the  Church  of  England  and  at  no 
time  did  the  Wesleys  break  their  minis- 
terial relations  with  the  Church.  But  the 
Church  of  England  objected  to  the  doc- 
trine and  practice  of  these  people  and 
soon  the  leaders  of  this  little  band  found 
themselves  excluded  from  many  of  the 
pulpits  of  the  Established  Church.  For 
this  reason  they  were  compelled  to  hold 
their  services  in  private  houses,  halls,  and 
barns,  and  many  times  out  of  doors.  As 
their  numbers  grew,  societies  for  worship 
were  formed  and  out  of  these  grew  the 
class  meetings,  lay  preachers,  and  itiner- 
ancy." 

The  Church  of  England  did  not  be- 
lieve in  the  experience  taught  by  the 
Methodists,  therefore  they  expelled  be- 
lievers from  their  church,  however  it  was 
due  to  their  own  ignorance  and  lack  of 
spirituality.  "Wesley  and  his  followers  de- 
sired to  bring  the  Church  back  to  a 
spiritual  foundation.  They  went  forth 
preaching  repentance  and  salvation  until 
all  England  was  on  fire  with  a  new  spirit. 
This  was  the  birth  of  the  largest  Protes- 
tant denomination  in  the  world." 

There  are  dozens  of  denominations  that 
we  would  like  to  discuss  briefly  but  it  is 
impossible.  If  you  have  the  opportunity 
and  the  information  at  hand  study  the 
history  of  the  Friends  or  Quakers,  the 
Universalists,  the  Unitarians,  the  Chris- 
tian Church,  the  Mennonites,  the  Morav- 
ians, and  the  Nazarenes.  It  is  interesting 
to  note  the  interest  and  fervor  with 
which   each   one   of    these   denominations 
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began;  it  is  sad  to  see  the  spiritual  leth- 
argy which  many  of  them  have  fallen 
in.  Should  we  be  afraid  of  falling  into 
such  a  pitfall? 

Emerson  said,  "An  institution  is  the 
lengthened  shadow  of  one  man — "  A 
church  which  is  centered  around  the 
teachings  and  leadership  of  one  man  is 
almost  as  unstable  as  the  life  of  the  man. 
In  a  few  years  it  loses  its  vigor  and  men 
with  a  greater  vision  must  rise  from  its 
ashes. 

The  Church  of  God  holds  a  unique 
position  in  history.  The  denomination  is 
not  the  shadow  of  any  great  leader.  The 
church  boasts  a  leadership  which  is  spirit- 
ual and  ever-present.  What  could  be  more 
wonderful  than  to  have  Christ  as  our 
leader  and  the  Holy  Ghost  as  our  teacher? 
Because  our  oeginning  and  background  is 
different  our  history  will  not  follow  the 
channels  that  other  denominations  have 
followed.  There  is  no  need  of  our  going 
wrong,  there  is  no  need  of  our  cooling 
off.  Our  mistakes  will  be  wilful  trans- 
gressions.— James   Henning. 

The  Long,  Long  Trip 

I    am    getting    things    together,    and   I'm 

packing  up  my  grip, 
That  I  may  be  ready     when     I'm  sum- 
moned   for   my   long,   long    trip. 
I  can  hear  sweet  voices  calling,  I  can  feel 

the  lure  of  stars, 
I  can  see  the  hills  of  glory  through  my 

rusty  prison  bars; 
I    can   breathe    the    breath    of   flowers,   I 

can  hear  the  billows  roar 
As   they   break  in   mist   of  music  on    the 

shining   golden   shore; 
I  can   see   the  smoking  funnels      of      the 

ship   that's  coming  in 
To  bear  away  my  spirit,  from   this  world 

of  care  and  sin. 

I  am  getting  a  bit  weary,  and  I'm 
longing  for  the  rest 

That  is  waiting  for  me  yonder  in  the  is- 
lands of  the  blest; 

The  earth  is  full  of  treasure,  and  there's 
much  to  please  the  eye, 

But  my  heart  is  longing,  longing,  for  the 
things   that   satisfy. 

It  is  longing  in  the  even,  and  it's  longing 
in  the  dawn, 

For  the  rest  that's  waiting  for  me  just  a 
little  farther  on. 

Of  the  daily  toil  and  trouble  I  am  get- 
ting weary  quite, 

As  I  hear  the  angels  singing  in  th; 
watches  of  the  night. 

I  am  getting  things  together;  I'm  re- 
turning o'er  the  years 

To  right  the  wrongs  of  other  days,  and 
wet  them  with  my  tears; 

I  am  seeking  first  .the  better  things,  and 
also  things  the  best 

As  I  walk  along  my  winding  way  in 
eager,  earnest  quest. 


And  conscious  of  my  ill  desert,  and  all 
my  sin  and  dross, 

I  have  builded  me  a  house  of  faith  be- 
side the  lifted  Cross. 

I  am  getting  things  together,  and  I'm 
packing  up  my  grip, 

That  I  may  be  ready  when  I'm  sum- 
moned   for    my    long,    long    trip. — 

Xion's  Tidings. 

Silver  Lining 

Come  on,  young  people,  and  earn 
$15.00  by  selling  100  Silver  Linings.  You 
order  them  and  sell  them  at  2  5c  each. 
Send  us  $10.00  in  thirty  days.  You  can 
divide  them  among  your  people  and  let 
your  whole  church  help  in  selling  them. 
Please  have  your  pastor  recommend  you 
when  you  send  for  the  books.  They  can- 
not be  returned.  Send  order  to  Alda  B. 
Harrison,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Don't  Quit 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

When  the  road  you're  trudging  seems 
all  up.-hill, 
When  funds  are  low  and  debts  are  high, 
And  you  want  to  smile  but  you  have  to 
sigh; 
When  care  is  pressing  you  down  a  bit, 
Rest  if  you  must,  but  don't  quit: 

Life  is  queer  with  its  twists  and  turns, 

As  everyone  of  us  sometimes  learn, 
And  many  a  failure  turns  about, 

When   we   might   have   won      had      we 
stuck  it  out. 
Don't    give   up,    though    the    pace   seems 
slow — 
You  may  succeed  with  another  blow. 

Often  the  goal  is  nearer  than 

It  seems  to  a  faint  and  faltering  man. 
Often  the  struggler  has  given  up, 

When  he  might  have  won  the  victor's 
cup. 
And  he  learned  too  late,  when  the  night 
slipped  down, 
How  close  he  was  to  the  golden  crown. 
Success    is    failure      turned    wrong       side 
out — 
The  silver  tint  of  the  clouds  of  doubt. 
And   you   can    never    tell   how    close   you 
are; 
It  may  be  near  when  it  seems  afar; 
So  stick  to  the  fight  when  you're  hardest 
hit- 
It's  when   things  seem  worst   that  you 
mustn't  quit. 
By  Lloyd  Deal,  San  Juan,  Texas. 

I  need  not  journey  far 

This  dearest  Friend  to  see; 
Companionship  is  always  mine; 

He  makes  His  home  with  me. 
I  envy  not  the  tweive; 

Nearer  to  me  is  He; 
The  life  He  once  lived  here  on  earth 

He  lives  again  in  me. — Selected. 


The  Prodigal's  Father 

(Continued  from  page  17) 
to  realize,  within  the  range  of  church 
bells  as  you  are,  what  it  means  to  be  ab- 
solutely deprived  of  them.  In  the  little 
camps  scattered  all  over  the  mountain 
sides  are  men  and  women  absolutely 
without  God,  without  hope  in  the  world. 
For  these  I  plead. 

"We  need  more  money  to  carry  on 
this  work.  Won't  you  help  me?  Surely 
as  you  give,  it  shall  be  measured  to  you 
again,  full  measure,  heaped  up,  running 
over.  There  are  whole  sections  in  our 
State  where  there  are  no  places  of  wor- 
ship and  yet  the  people  are  there  rough- 
handed,  toil  beaten,  fighting  the  alkali 
and  the  aridness  and  the  heat  for  their 
daily  bread  and  they  have  souls  and  are 
crying   to  us   for  help." 

He  went  on  to  speak,  finished  and  sat 
down.  There  was  a  collection.  Uncle  Wil- 
liam put  in  all  he  had,  a  dollar  or  two, 
but  as  he  went  home  he  was  thinking. 
There  was  a  hundred  dollars  he  had  laid 
b^.  Could  he  spare  it?  Would  he?  He 
went  to  bed  that  night  still  pondering 
deeply.  Finally  in  the  gray  of  the  morn- 
ing, he  rose  and  opened  his  Bible.  It  hap- 
pened to  fall  open  at  the  sixty-second 
chapter  of  Isaiah  and  Uncle  William  read 
these  words: 

"For  Zion's  sake  will  I  not  hold  my 
peace  and  for  Jerusalem's  sake  will  I  not 
rest  until  the  righteousness  thereof  go 
forth  as  brightness  and  the  salvation 
thereof  as  a  lamp  that  burneth."  "As  a 
lamp  that  burneth." 

In  the  morning  he  sent  for  the  young 
minister. 

"Here  is  one  hundred  dollars,"  he  said, 
slipping  it  into  his  hand.  "My  heart  was 
so  touched  by  your  words  no  sleep  came 
to  me  last  night.  Take  it  and  use  it." 

"God  bless  you,"  cried  the  young  man, 
grasping  his  hand.  "Only  this  morning 
I've  a  letter  from  a  man  in  one  of  my 
districts  begging  for  help.  They  want  a 
church.  I  shall  use  this  one  hundred  dol- 
lars in  starting  it." 

The  young  preacher  went  back  to  his 
work.  Uncle  William  occupied  himself 
with  his,  and  the  incident  was  closed,  but 
several  months  after  that  Uncle  William 
received  a  letter.  It  was  from  the  State 
Secretary. 

"Dear  Mr.  Markham,"  it  ran.  "The 
one  hundred  dollars  you  gave  me  en- 
couraged our  board  so  much  that  we 
built  the  church.  In  one  of  the  first 
meetings  held  there  a  young  man  was 
converted.  Can  you  guess  the  blessed 
truth?  It  was  your  son.  Are  not  God's 
ways  past  finding  out?'' 

Beneath  the  signature  of  the  young 
State  Secretary  were  these  words,  blotted 
as  with  tears:  "Father,  forgive  me;  I  am 
coming  home.  Harry." — Selected. 
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Social    Life  for  Young  People 

By  Nina  Mary  Watts, 
Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Our  young  people  need  some  social  life, 
if  they  will  take  God  with  them  into  it. 

A  certain  group  of  young  people  here 
in  Cleveland  planned  a  group  gathering 
for  themselves  and  the  Bible  students. 
There  were  many  strangers  in  the  two 
groups.  We  opened  the  meeting  with 
prayer  after  which  we  passed  out  small 
cards  and  pencils  to  each  one.  Ten  min- 
utes were  allotted  to  the  getting  of  sig- 
natures; also  the  color  of  their  eyes.  A 
small  autograph  album  was  given  to  the 
one  obtaining  the  most  signatures. 

A  good  game,  to  see  how  well  one 
knows  the  different  characters  of  the 
Bible,  is  to  write  different  names  on 
pieces  of  paper,  as  David  on  one  piece, 
Goliath  on  another,  etc.,  names  as  Saul, 
Samuel,  Moses,  Jezebel,  Esther,  Ruth  and 
so  on  down  the  line  of  well-known  Bible 
names.  Pin  a  slip  of  paper  with  a  name 
on  it  on  the  back  of  each  member  pres- 
ent. We  may  guess  who  he  is  by  asking 
questions  such  as  who  am  I,  a  man? 
woman?  king?  queen?  good  woman  or 
man?  When  did  I  live?  etc.  It  may  be 
hard  to  find  who  some  are  because  no 
one  is  supposed  to  answer  any  thing  ex- 
cept  yes  or  no. 

Another  good  game  for  smaller  folks, 
and  some  larger  ones  enjoy  it  too,  is  ro 
jumble  the  letters  of  names  of  persons, 
towns,  cities,  animals  or  books  of  the 
Bible  and  have  ten  or  fifteen  on  a  slip 
of  paper.  Pass  these  out  and  have  them 
assembled  in  the  correct  manner  as  fol- 
lows: 

Rusajmele — Jerusalem. 

roadnj — Jordan. 

smoes — -Moses. 

edad  esa — Dear  Sea. 
Or  have  a  spelling  match.  The  person 
at  the  head,  thinking  of  a  Bible  charac- 
ter, names  a  letter,  and  the  others,  guess- 
ing what  he  has  in  mind,  try  to  spell  out 
the  names. 

Another  good  test  is  to  ask  different 
persons  to  recite  three  Bible  verses  begin- 
ning with  the  three  initial  letters  of  then- 
names. 

Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
confidence  in   one   another.    The   wife   is 
her   husband's    "help   meet,"    fitting    for 
him  in  his  particular  life. 

May  the  children  never  say  as  a  little 
boy  in  Iowa  once  said,  after  his  father 
and  mother  had  quarreled:  "We  made  an 
awful  mistake  when  we  married  father, 
didn't  we?"  The  reverse  might  be  said 
at  times,  although  some  seldom  like  to 
admit  the  mistake  as  it  might  lead  to  di- 


vorce too  soon. 

A  certain  man  was  described  as  being 
great  and  the  writer  attributed  his  great- 
ness to  being  "taught  at  the  knee  of  a 
devoted  mother  and  over  the  knee  of 
a  determined  father."  May  we  have  more 
of  it! 

A  father  should  be  loving,  kind,  and 
stern  if  needs  be,  for  too  often  the  fa- 
miliarity of  the  mother  in  the  home  and 
her  constant  love,  causes  the  children 
NOT  to  fear  her  and  they  take  advan- 
tage of  her  kindness  and  good  nature. 
Hence  the  need  of  the  sterner  hand  of 
the  father. 

Generally,  he  gets  them  up  in  the 
morning  on  time,  and  quickly  settles  dis- 
putes and  may  use  judgment  without  los- 
ing his  sleep,  nerves,  or  even  common 
sense.  Many  a  mother  is  sick-a.-bed  after 
a  series  of  troubles  with  her  children. 
The  father  may  worry  at  times,  but  he 
does  not  give  way  to  despondency  and 
nervous  collapse  as  some  mothers  do.  Of 
course,  there  are  exceptions  on  both  sides 
here,  as  sometimes  a  mother  may  show 
more  self-control  than  a  father,  but  gen- 
erally children  seek  to  take  advantage  and 
soon  become  spoiled.  God  intended  a 
father  should  be  head  of  the  home,  lead- 
er in  church,  and  statesman  in  the  state, 
and  ruler  in  commercial  affairs.  Women 
may  aspire  to  these  spheres,  but  God  nev- 
er intended  them  to  monopolize  on  man's 
prerogative  here,  and  happy  the  girl  and 
wife  who  finds  that  out  and  abides  by  it, 
joyfully  assisting  her  husband  in  what- 
ever duties  come  up,  and  in  that  sphere 
she  may  share  the  rulership  with  him  in 
home  as  well  as  some  business  events  of 
life. 

"The  crown  of  the  home  is  godliness. 
The  beauty  of  the  home  is  order. 
The  glory  of  the  home  is  hospitality. 
The  blessing  of  the  home  is  content- 
ment." 

Some  homes  have  lost  the  crown. 
Others  have  lost  the  beauty,  for  disorder 
abounds  in  its  arrangement  and  in  its  dis- 
cipline. Some  have  lost  the  glory  of  the 
home  for  few  are  welcomed  there,  it  has 
become  narrow,  selfish,  and  unsocial.  The 
blessing  of  contentment  is  also  gone  in 
many  a  home,  for  there  is  no  satisfac- 
tion, peace,  or  joy.  God  wants  the  father 
to  be  courageous  enough  to  right  these 
unsatisfactory  conditions  in  the  home 
and  be  assured  of  his  wife's  kindly  co- 
operation in  it  all. 

Home  can  be  the  most  blessed  and  hap- 
py place  on  earth.  Criticism  of  the  wrong 
kind,  nagging,  scolding,  or  even  lack  of 
co-operation  hurts  the  home  life  and 
Christian  fellowship. 

Love  -must  be  the  power  which  rides, 
Christ  -must  reign  supreme; 
If  health,  happiness,  and  peace  abide, 
And  ready  service  be  its  theme. 


New  Gideons 

1.  Miss  Lottie  Bennett,  Rome,  Ga. 

2.  Rev.  Dewey  Adams,  Shannon,  Ga. 

3.  Marjorie  Conner,     Coconut  Grove, 
Fla. 

4.  Mr.  Sam  Parker,  Cramerton,  N.  C. 

5.  Mr.  Mark   Smith,  Gaffney,  S.  C. 

6.  Rev.   Everett    Carden,      Richmond, 
Ky. 

7.  Howard  Robbins,  Totz,  Ky. 

8.  Mrs.  Lillian  Poole,  E.  Marion,  N.  C. 

9.  Mrs.  Charles  Huff,  Marietta,  Ohio. 

10.  Myrtle  E.  Williams,  Dudley,  N.  C. 

11.  Ola   Calhs,    Steele,   Mo. 

12.  Cassie  York,  Delbarton,  W.  Va. 

13.  Una  Dennis,  Llobbs,  N.  Mex. 

14.  Lloyd  Phillips,  Melrose,  N.  Mex. 

15.  Anna  Mae  Foster,  Sedan,  N.  Mex. 

16.  Mrs.  Wynona  Pyle,     Carrier  Mills, 
111. 

17.  Kathlyn  Shepherd,  Yazoo,  Miss. 

18.  Grace  Ketner,  Arcadia,  S.  C. 

19.  Mr.  Lincoln  Pyle,  Markleysburg,  Pa. 

20.  Louise  Chasteen,  Berry  ton,  Ga. 

21.  Mrs.  W.  W.   Cantrell,  Dalton,  Ga. 

22.  Miss   Obie   Gorden,      Chickamauga, 
Ga. 

23.  Anna  Belle  White,  Paxton,  Ind. 

24.  J.  B.  Pyeatt,  Cooper,  N.  Mex. 

2  5.  Mrs.  Bertha  Steele,  Kirksville,  Mo. 

26.  Martha       Christopher,        Maryville, 
Tenn. 

27.  Miss  Donnie     Harkins,      Blairsville, 
Ga. 

28.  Lois  Mae  Guthrie,  Lester,  W.  Va. 

29.  Daisy  Lee,  Raleigh,  N.  C. 

3  0.  Mrs.  Ruby  Roberson,  Calhoun,  Ga. 
31.   Gertrude  Clyburn,     Kellysville,  W. 

Va. 
3  2.   Hazel  Griffis,  Concord,  N.  C. 
3  3.  Edythe  Hoffman,  Charleston,     W. 

Va. 
34.   Mrs.  George  Byers,  Demorest,  Ga. 
3  6.   Geo.  H.  Poteat,  Bigtimber,  Mont. 

To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  ?1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  three  hundred  who  are  going  to  put  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year? 
Read    the    7th    chapter    of   Judges. 

Attention  Y.  P.  E.  State 
Presidents 

Some  of  our  Y.  P.  E.  state  superintend- 
ents are  asking  what  the  requirements  are 
for  winning  the  National  Y.  P.  E.  Banner. 
Here  they  are: 

Increase  over  last  year  in  number  of 
Y.  P.  E's  in  your  state. 

Increase  over  last  year  in  Y.  P.  E. 
membership  in  your  state. 

Increase  over  last  year  in  Lighted  Path- 
way circulation  either  through  Gideons 
or  subscriptions.  Gideons  who  have  not 
paid  in  full  when  report  is  made  will  not 
count. — Editor. 
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Alexia — Helper  of  Man 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
By  the  time  they  reached  the  Salt 
Road  and  the  old  Bradley  house  it  was 
still  early,  but  smoke  was  coming  from 
one  of  the  chimneys  so  they  turned  into 
the  lane.  Lex  stayed  in  the  buggy  while 
her  father  went  into  the  house. 

"They  must  be  poor,"  she  thought. 
The  curtains  at  the  windows  were  frayed 
and  torn  and  hung  in  a  dejected  manner 
in  keeping  with  the  forlorn  air  of  the 
entire  place.  A  dirty,  ragged  boy,  appar- 
ently engaged  in  chores,  peered  from  the 
barn.  Realizing  Lex's  glance  upon  him, 
he  retreated  to  the  shadows  inside. 

"He  looks  hungry  —  and  —  and  — 
frightened."  She  felt  a  little  pang  as  she 
remembered  her  three  round-faced,  well- 
fed  brothers  at  home.  The  boy's  face 
haunted  her.  "He  needs  some  one  to  take 
care  of  him;  it  takes  a  lot  to  make  a  boy 
look  like  that." 

Presently   her     father     returned     and 
climbed  into  the  buggy.  His  face  seemed 
tired  and  a  little  white  about  the  mouth. 
His  eyes  were  disturbed. 
"Is  he  very  sick?" 

"He's  not  going  to  make  it,  I'm  afraid 
— but  that's  not  the  worst  of  it.  He 
knows  that  the  rest  of  them  need  things 
— clothing,  food,  money — and  there's 
nothing  he  can  do  about  it.  There  are 
two  children  and  a  little  baby." 
"Where  did  they  come  from?" 
"From  Newark.  He  lost  his  job  so  he 
took  what  little  money  they  had  saved 
and  hoped  to  make  a  go  of  farming  here. 
He  thought  at  least  they'd  have  enough 
to  eat,  but  the  crops  were  too  late  to  be 
good  and  the  money  was  eaten  up  by 
rent  and  tools,  and  now  this  illness.  Just 
hard  luck." 

Alexia  sighed.  "I'm  sorry,"  she  said, 
but  it  did  seem  too  bad  that  the  day 
had  to  be  spoiled  so  soon.  The  trip  was 
ruined  for  her  father,  now.  There  were 
so  many  people  to  be  helped;  it  seemed 
to  her  that  all  their  lives  they  had  been 
worrying  about  some  one's  hard  luck  and 
contriving,  as  she  knew  her  father  was 
now,  to  help   them. 

"I  shall  have  to  try  Grisholm,  that's 
all,"  he  said  abruptly,  knowing  that  she 
would  follow  his  thought. 

"He  says  he  won't  give  a  cent.  He's 
said   it   so  many   times,   I   don't  see — " 

"I  know."  He  did  know.  The  one  rich 
man  in  the  community  and  he  wouldn't 
give  a  cent  for  any  charitable  purpose, 
despite  the  pleas  of  the  minister.  "I'm 
going  to  try  him  just  the  same.  We've 
used  all  the  church  funds  and  every  one 
else  has  help  until  we  can  raise  some 
more  money.  Anyway,  I  shall  try  him." 
Lex  shook  her  head  doubtfully.  Her 
doubt  was  confirmed  when  they  reached 
Johnston.  Her  father  did  try,  valiantly. 
They   met   Mr.    Grisholm      just   as      they 


were  entering  his  store  at  Johnston  and 
stopped  to  talk  to  him.  Mr.  Akerson  pre- 
sented the  case  just  as  he  had  seen  it, — 
illness — food — cold  —  medicines  —  the 
baby. 

Gaunt,  tight-fisted  Mr.  Grisholm 
shook  his  head  stubbornly.  "They'd  ought 
to  have  stayed  where  they  were,"  he  said. 
"I  can't  take  care  of  all  the  shiftless,  lazy 
folks.  I  worked  hard  for  my  money.  Let 
the  county  take  care  of  'em." 

"But  those  folks  are  going  to  suffer 
before  the  county  gets  around  to  do 
anything,"  protested  Mr.  Akerson.  Alexia 
stared  a  moment,  then  walked  on  into 
the  store.  Her  father,  defeated,  soon  fol- 
lowed. 

She  turned  to  the  ready-to-wear  de- 
partment, expecting  to  find  her  father 
behind  her.  They  would  try  on  his  coat 
first.  She  found,  however,  that  he  had 
not  followed  and  turned  back  to  find 
him.  He  was  at  the  grocery  counter,  or- 
dering flour  and  meat  and  fruit  and  po- 
tatoes in  a  tense,  grim  voice. 

Alexia  stood  aghast.  "Why,  what  in 
the  world — "  then  she  became  silent  as 
she  saw  the  expression  on  his  face.  She 
understood  only  too  well.  They  were  go- 
ing to  help  the  Farnham  family,  that 
was  all.  All.  She  saw  her  father  draw 
out  the  money  she  had  given  him  the 
night  before. 

Hot  revolt  overwhelmed  her.  That 
money  was  for  her  father's  coat.  She  had 
saved  that  money.  "You  can't  give  it 
away,"  she  wailed  to  herself.  He  needed 
that  coat.  Now  he'd  have  to  go  through 
the  winter  in  the  worn  and  too  thin  fall 
coat  he'd  been  wearing. 

Why  should  they  be  the  ones  to  sacri- 
fice? Surely  they  did  enough  all  the 
time,  had  done  more  than  enough  this 
year.  Angry  resentment  welled  high  as 
she  thought  how  she  had  scrimped  and 
saved  to  get  the  money.  For  the  first 
time  in  a  long  time  she  felt  angry  at  her 
father. 

Her  fingers  closed  over  the  money  i:i 
her  pocket.  Her  new  dress.  "Maybe  he 
thinks  I'll  give  that  up,"  she  thought  de- 
fiantly. "Well,  I  won't.  I  haven't  had  a 
new  dress  in  years  and  I'm  going  to 
have  it  now.  Thank  goodness  I  didn't 
give  him  this  money,  too." 

He  was  busy  superintending  the  re- 
moval of  an  enormous  pile  of  groceries 
from  the  counter  to  the  buggy.  Without 
another  glance  at  him  Lex  flounced  back 
to  the  yard  goods  counter  in  the  left 
half  of  the  store. 

She  bought  the  dress  goods  and  a  pat- 
tern. It  was  a  rich  cream  wool,  and  in 
it  were  the  pink  and  blue  flowers  she 
had  dreamed  of.  It  was  more  beautiful 
than  she  had  imagined.  She  put  her  hand 
on  it  lovingly  as  the  clerk  unwound  the 
three  yards  she  needed.  "It  will  dye  well," 
she   murmured,    but   she   was   not    really 


thinking  of  that.  She  knew  it  must  be 
dyed  a  serviceable  blue,  or  brown,  or 
black;  nevertheless,  just  now  she  was 
seeing  herself  rather  radiant  in  a  cream- 
colored  best  dress  for  the  quarterly  meet- 
ings for  some  time  to  come, — for  Sun- 
day walks  with  Harold  MacKay.  Her 
color  deepened.  Recklessly  she  bought  an 
inexpensive  pair  of  shoes  and  a  saucy  love 
of  a  hat  to  complete  the  outfit. 

But,  though  the  dress  exceeded  even 
her  expectations  and  the  hat  and  shoes 
were  just  right,  the  sparkle  had  gone 
from  the  day.  "I've  enough  left  to  get 
the  boys  some  candy,"  she  thought  life- 
lessly, and  stopped  at  the  candy  counter 
to  select  it  carefully.  Somehow  that  was 
not  much  fun   either. 

Her  spirit  dulled,  she  rejoined  her  fath- 
er who  was  waiting  at  the  door.  They 
got  into  the  buggy  and  started  home, 
by  way  of  the  Salt  Road.  She  had  ex- 
pected that. 

'To  be  continued) 

The  Choice  of  a  Career 
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home.  About  midnight  we  sighted  a  fire 
on  the  mainland  and  directed  our  boat 
toward  it,  supposing  it  was  made  by  our 
friends  who  knew  we  were  on  the  bay. 
But  on  reaching  the  shallows  great  was 
our  dismay  to  find  that  we  were  several 
miles  from  home,  having  drifted  far  out 
of  our  course  by  the  tide.  It  was  only 
after  fatiguing  efforts  that  we  finally 
reached  home  in  the  early  morning. 

The  gleam  of  youth's  inclination  will 
lead  on  an  uncertain  shore.  A  surrendered 
will  with  purposeful  efforts  will  find 
its  haven  with  joy. — From  Choice  of  a 
Career. 
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JESUS    THE    LIGHT    OF    THE    WORLD 


A  Srarljrr'a  prayer 

By  Margaret  K.  Moore 

Help  me,  O  God,  to  see  the  living  truth 

Behind  the  printed  page,  behind  the  maze 

Of  facts  and   words  and  dates   that  I  must  teach 

To  minds  that  blindly  grope  their  way  along, 

Not  knowing  what  they  seek,  or  how  to  learn. 

Help  me  to  see  the  truth — and  pass  it  on. 

Help  me  to  see  the  beauty  of  the  world 
That  lies  about  me  in  my  daily  round; 
Let  not  my  heart  be  closed,  my  eyes  be  blind 
To  sunset  glory,  or  the  light  of  stars. 
Help  me  to  see  the  beautiful,  and  then 
To  open  eyes  that  else  would  see  it  not. 

Help   me   to   keep   my  sense   of  humor   keen, 
Nor  be  upset   ivhen  little   things  go  wrong. 
Help  me  to  laugh  ivith  children  in  their  fun, 
But   still  control   my  mirth,  and  never  stoop 
To  ridicule  of  any  helpless  child. 
Help  me  to  keep  my  humor  keen — and  kind. 

Grant  yet  one  prayer,  O  Teacher  of  us  all! 
That  I  may  never  make  myself  a  god 
Of  Method  or  Routine;  for  all  such  gods 
Crush  countless  souls  in  their  relentless  grasp — 
The  souls  of  teacher  and  of  child  alike. 
Let  me  not  be  a  cog  in  a  machine; 
And  grant,  O  God,  that  I  may  never  come 
To  hold   the  System  higher  than   the  Child. 
Help  me  to  see  each  soul — and  lead  it  on. 


CC 


Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  un- 
to my  path."  Psalm  119:105 
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The    LIGHTED    P  AT  HW  AY 

^he  Editors    ^Message 


July,  1917 


Dear  Boys   and  Girls:   God  bless  you. 

"It's  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody 
good,"  is  an  old  saying  that  you  perhaps 
have  heard  all  your  life.  Well,  at  first 
this  morning,  I  decided  an  ill  wind  was 
blowing  for  I  was  not  able  to  go  to  Sun- 
day School  and  church.  But  I  decided  I 
would  make  the  best  of  it  and  let  God 
work  it  out  for  His  glory  as  He  has 
promised.  While  church  was  going  on  I 
went  to  prayer  and  God  talked  to  my 
heart  and  brought  before  me  the  whit- 
ened harvest  fields.  I  saw  so  many  dif- 
ferent kinds  of  work  that  I'd  like  to  do. 
Oh,  there  was  the  work  that  has  been 
on  my  heart  ever  since  the  Holy  Spirit 
came  into  my  life.  I've  always  wanted  to 
go  into  new  fields  and  carry  this  great 
and  wonderful  gospel  to  those  who  have 
not  heard,  just  to  tell  them  that  Jesus 
Christ  is  the  same  yesterday,  today,  and 
forever.  Then  I  like  to  work  in  the  slums 
among  the  poor,  the  down  and  outs,  and 
dig  out  the  diamonds  in  the  rough,  i 
spent  several  years  in  this  work  while  in 
Sacramento,  California.  My,  what  a  joy 
to  find  those  old  drunken  bums  and 
wayward  girls,  win  them  for  Christ  and 
see  them  come  forth  shining  lights  in 
this  world  of  sin. 

Then  I  delight  to  work  with  and  teach 
little  children.  It's  a  great  work  to  gath- 
er up  the  little  children  and  start  them 
in  the  right  way,  to  implant  God's  Word 
in  their  little  hearts  and  see  it  grow. 
God   bless   the   little   children. 

Then  the  young  people  who  are  at  the 
parting  of  the  ways,  who  need  some  one 
to  show  them  which  way  to  take,  are 
ever  on  my  heart  and  that  is  why  the 
Lighted  Pathway  comes  to  you  each 
month. 

I'd  like  to  have  the  strength  to  go  into 
the  homes  of  the  shut-ins  and  old  people 
and  put  my  arm  of  love  around  them 
and  speak  words  of  comfort  to  help  them 
bear  their  cross. 

Then  foreign  lands  are  holding  out 
hands  of  pity  and  are  crying,  "Come  over 
into  Macedonia  and  help  us." 

There  is  a  great  need  today  for  inter- 
cessors, people  who  will  give  their  best 
in  prayer.  Everyone,  however  weak  and 
timid,  can  say,  "I  can  pray."  The  shut- 
ins,  the  aged  and  all  classes  can  pray. 
Yes,  and  this  is  the  greatest  service  one 
can  render.  Many  times  when  I  have  de- 
cided within  myself  that  I  could  go  no 
further,  all  at  once  I  have  experienced 
an  uplift,  and  knew  that  some  one  was 
praying  for  me.  Yes,  you  can  hold  up 
the  hands  of  those  who  work  on  the  field 
by  prayer. 

As    I    praved   at    this    church    hour    all 


this  came  before  me  and  I  felt  a  great  de- 
sire to  launch  out  and  do  the  things  that 
are  before  us  on  every  side.  Then  I  knew 
it  was  impossible  for  me  to  be  all  these 
places  ard  do  all  the  things  that  came 
to  me  and  I  began  to  pray  that  God 
would  send  forth  laborers  into  His  vine- 
yard. The  first  who  came  to  my  mind 
were  my  own  children  that  they  might 
make  a  full  and  complete  surrender  to 
Christ,  that  they  too  might  see  the  whit- 
ened harvest  field  and  live  lives  of  serv- 
ice for  the  Master. 

Then  I  thought  of  my  great  family  or. 
Lighted  Pathway  readers  and  the  possi- 
bilities in  their  young  lives  and  some- 
how the  load  was  lifted  ard  thrown 
upon   your  shoulders. 


Take  My  Life  and  Let 
It  Be 

Take  my  sife  and  let  it  be, 
Consecrated,  Lord,  to  Thee; 
Take  my  hands  and  let  them  move 
At   the  impulse  of  Thy  love. 

Chorus: 

Lord  I  give  my  life  to  Thee, 
Thine  for  evermore   to  be, 
Lord  I  give  my  life  to  Thee, 
Thine  for  ever  more  to  be. 

Take  my  feet,  and  let  them  be 
Swift  and  beautiful  for  Thee; 
Take  my  voice  and  let  me  sing 
Always,  on  y,  for  my  King. 

Take  my  silver  and  my  gold, 
Not  a  mite  would  I  withhold. 
Take  my  moments  and  my  days, 
Let   them  flow  in   ceaseless  praise. 

Take  my  will,  and  make  it   Thine, 
It  sha  1  be  no  longer  mine; 
Take  my  heart,  it  is  Thine  own, 
It  shall  be  Thy  royal  throne. 


Scattered  about  over  this  great  world 
of  ours  you  stard  as  torches  to  light 
these  dark  corners.  What  are  you  doing 
about  it?  Is  your  heart  sad  because  of 
conditions  around  you  and  are  you  do- 
ing your  best?  Are  some  of  my  Lighted 
Pathway  children  still  unsaved  and  giv- 
ing your  lives  to  the  world  which  will 
soon  crumble  and  fall  and  leave  you 
crushed  in  its  ruins?  Are  you  halting  be- 
tween two  opiniors?  afraid  to  step  over 
on  God's  side?  Dear  child,  just  now 
while  you  read  this  message,  if  you  have 
lost  heart  and  have  turned  back,  will  you 
not  look  up  into  the  Master's  face  and 
say,   "I   surrender   all"?   It   takes   "all''    to 


make  a  happv  Christian.  One  who  has 
one  foot  on  the  shore  and  one  out  in  the 
river  of  life  is  never  a  happy  Christian. 
You  must  cut  loose  the  shore  lines,  for- 
get the  world  and  then  you  will  know 
what  David  meant  when  he  so  often 
spoke   of   the    joys  of   salvation. 

When  you  have  said  an  everlasting 
"yes"  to  God  and  have  obeyed  Paul's  ad- 
monition to  present  your  body  a  living 
sacrifice,  it  is  then  that  you  can  enter 
these  different  fields  of  service  and  be 
an  instrument  in  God's  great  harvest 
field. 

Sometime  ago  a  woman  came  into  my 
home  and  was  telling  me  something  of 
her  afflictions.  I  was  sorry  for  her  and 
the  Lord  spoke  to  me  telling  me  to  lay 
hands  on  her  and  pray  for  her  according 
to  Mark  16.  At  first  I  hesitated  be- 
cause I  fe.t  so  unworthy.  The  Spirit  then 
spoke  to  me  and  said,  "Those  are  not 
your  hands,  they  are  mine,  why  should 
you  i  ot  permit  me  to  use  what  is  mine 
own?"  I  immediately  allowed  Him  to  use 
them.  Oh,  yes,  dear  ones,  sometimes  we 
say  we  are  His  and  when  He  searches  us 
and  tries  us,  we  find  we  are  not  His  al- 
together. In  the  center  of  this  page  you 
will  find  Frances  Ridley  Havergal's  beau- 
tiful song,  "Take  My  Life  and  Let  it 
Be,"  and  as  you  read  or  sing  it  make  it 
real  in  your  life  and  turn  over  every- 
thing to  Him,  then  you  will  catch  a  vis- 
ion of  the  harvest  fields  ard  you  will  not 
have  to  be  persuaded  to  go  but  you  will 
be  determined  to  go.  You  will  be  a  tool 
in  the  Master's  hands  and  He  will  use 
you.  You  will  not  have  to  search  for 
God's  plan  for  your  life,  but  there  will 
come  such  a  burden  to  you  for  the  field 
in  which  you  are  to  labor  that  you  can- 
not be  held  back.  Sometimes  when  He 
calls  to  a  certain  field,  He  does  not  open 
the  door  at  once.  Do  not  run  ahead  but 
wait  in  patience  for  His  time.  Always 
remember  to  be  in  the  center  of  God's 
will  is  the  only  place  of  happiness. 

Do  not  always  look  for  some  great 
field  of  labor,  but  be  willing  to  be  led 
to  do  the  least  thing  that  God  may  have 
for  you  to  do.  There  is  no  "least''  when 
you  are  in  God's  hands  and  are  obeying 
Him.  The  smallest  instruments  I  have  in 
my  kitchen  may  be  just  as  useful  as  the 
largest.  The  main  thing  is,  am  I  doing 
what   God   wants  me   to  do? 

When  the  little  lad  handed  over  hi; 
loaves  and  fishes,  they  answered  the  same 
purpose  that  a  carload  of  food  wou'd 
have  meant  to  that  multitude.  Yes,  per- 
haps more,  for  the  power  of  God  could 
not  have  been  manifested  so  clearly  if  an 
(Continued  on  page   17) 
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Adda's  Wrong  Choice 


Nellie  L.  Harrington 


"Oh,  dear,  what  will  I  get  for  din- 
ner?" sighed  Mrs.  Adda  Matteson  to  her- 
self, as  a  little  worried  pucker  marked 
her  brows.  "Menus  aren't  arranged  for 
two,  especially  with  Bob's  salary.  I've 
tried  every  recipe  that  looked  inviting. 
Some  of  them  were  good  and  some  were 
horrid  messes.  But  I  haven't  an  idea  for 
this  evening.  I'm  beginning  to  under- 
stand what  the  older  women  mean  when 
they  say,  'If  only  we  didn't  have  to  eat.' 
I  have  thought  it  was  silly,  but  not  any 
more.  Let  me  see.  Sunday  we  had  roast 
beef,  and  Monday  we  had  the  left  over 
in  a  meat  pie,  and  Tuesday  we  had  lamb 
— oh,  dear!  The  same  old  round,  day 
after  day  and  week  after  week.  Why  do 
women  have  to  travel  such  a  hum-drum 
road.  Washing,  ironing,  mending,  and  the 
everlasting  meals.  It's  not  one  bit  like 
my  college  dreams.  Why — "  The  tele- 
phone interrupted  her  thoughts. 

"Sweetheart,"  came  her  husband's 
voice  over  the  wire.  He  sounded  a  bit 
anxious.  "I'm  awfully  sorry,  but  I  must 
make  a  business  trip  out  of  town  for  two 
or  three  days,  and  I  can't  take  you  with 
me.  I  wish  I  could.  I  must  catch  a  train 
within  an  hour,  and  I  called  up  to  see  if 
you  would  pack  a  bag  for  me.  I'll  just 
have  time  to  pick  it  up.  I'll  be  there  in 
half  an  hour.  Thanks  a  lot,"  and  he 
hung  up  without  waiting  for  her  bewil- 
dered questions. 

She  put  the  receiver  back  on  the  hook 
and  for  a  long  moment  sat  limp.  Bob 
going  away!  Here  she  had  been  fussing 
about  getting  his  meals,  and  now — well, 
she  needn't  worry  about  a  dinner  menu 
anyway. 

She  suddenly  realized  the  need  of  ac- 
tion and  hurried  to  pack  his  things  and  to 
change  her  own  dress  for  the  street.  She 
would  probably  take  him   to  the  station. 

When  he  came  he  was  contrite  and  ex- 
cited, sober  and  exhilerated  by  turns.  It 
was  an  opportunity  for  him,  he  ex- 
plained. If  he  made  good  it  would  mean 
an  advance  in  the  work  as  well  as  an  in- 
crease in  the  pay  envelope.  Both  would 
be  welcome. 

He  was  concerned  for  Adda.  "You 
will  go  over  to  your  mother's  won't 
you?"  he  coaxed. 

"Oh,  I  can  stay  by  myself,"  she  smiled. 
"Nothing  will  bother  me.  Don't  be 
silly." 

"There's  no  need  of  being  lonely, 
though,"  he  insisted.  "Promise  me  that 
you  won't  stay  here  by  yourself."  So  she 
promised,  to  please  him. 

It  did  ease  the  ache  in  her  heart  a  bit 
to   have      him   so      solicitous      for      her. 


Strange  that  she  should  feel  so  terribly 
lonesome.  She  had  lived  so  many  years 
without  him  and  now  in  these  few 
months  their  lives  seemed  to  have  become 
so  intertwined  that  it  tore  her  very  heart 
strings  to  have  him  go  away  from  her 
even  for  so  short  a  time. 

After  the  train  had  borne  him  away 
she  turned  back  to  her  little  car.  What 
should  she  do  now?  Life  seemed  so  point- 
less. She  was  reluctant  to  go  home  where 
everything  would  speak  of  Bob.  She  de- 
cided to  go  to  her  mother,  as  he  had  sug- 
gested. So  a  little  later  she  was  at  her 
parent's  door. 

But  here,  too,  she  found  excitement  and 
confusion.  Mrs.  Fansler  was  hurrying 
from  one  room  to  another.  She  was  put- 
ting garments  in  a  bag  and  then  taking 
them  out  and  putting  in  others,  only  to 
repeat  the  process  a  moment  later.  She 
was  evidently  upset.  Mr.  Fansler  was 
nervously  moving  here  and  there,  getting 
in  the  way,  and  adding  to  the  general 
air  of  distraction.  For  a  few  moments 
Adda  could  get  no  attention  whatever. 

Seizing  her  mother's  arm,  she  cried, 
"What  is  it  all  about?  What  has  hap- 
pened? Tell  me." 

"It's  Aunt  Carrie,"  said  her  mother 
abstractedly. 

"It's  nonsense,  I  think,"  growled  her 
father,   disgustedly. 

"Is  Aunt  Carrie  sick?"  demanded 
Adda. 

"M-mh.  I  think  so.  Anyway,  she  tele- 
phoned and  wanted  me  to  come.  I  don't 
see  how  I  can  go  right  now,  but  I  must." 

"All  tommy-rot,  I  say.  Just  an  old 
woman's  whim.  She  wants  to  get  you  out 
there.  There's  no  need  of  all  that  fuss," 
again  put  in  Mr.   Fansler. 

"How  are  you  going?  By  train?"  asked 
Adda. 

"What?  Oh,  no,  I'm  going  on  the  bus. 
I  can  get  it  right  here  and  not  have  to 
bother." 

"How  much  time  do  you  have?"  asked 
Adda,  practically. 

"Not  much.  The  next  bus  goes  by  in 
ten  minutes,"  and  she  hurriedly  gathered 
up  ar other  bundle  of  things. 

"I'll  help  you,"  and  Adda  again  set  to 
work  packing  and  in  a  short  iime  her 
mother,  too,  was  being  hurried  across 
the  country. 

"Well,  Dad,  it  looks  as  though  you 
and  I  are  left  overs,"  Adda  remarked 
with  a  suspicious  moisture  in  her  eyes. 
"What  are  we  going  to  do?"  and  she  told 
him   about   Bob. 

"Well,  well  that  is  too  bad.  I  knew 
your   mother   shouldn't  have   gone.   Aunt 


Carrie  is  no  more  sick  than  she  has  been 
for  years.  She  just  likes  to  show  her  au- 
thority over  your  mother.  Makes  her  come 
whenever  Carrie  calls  and  takes  the  no- 
tion. I've  put  up  with  that  thing  for 
years.  But  about  you,  now.  I've  got  to 
be  away  tonight,  too.  A  business  engage- 
ment. Can't  you  stay  with  one  of  the 
girls  tonight,  and  then  come  out  here 
tomorrow?" 

"Why,  of  course,"  assured  Adda,  light- 
ly. She  did  not  want  to  add  to  his  wor- 
ries. "I  may  come  back  and  I  may  not. 
I'll  see,''  and  she  went  once  more  to  her 
car  and  drove  slowly  down  the  street. 

What  tricks  was  life  playing  on  her? 
she  asked  herself.  Why  was  she  so  rudely- 
jolted  out  of  her  pleasant  rut?  Bob  was 
always  saying  that  our  lives  are  ordered 
by  the  Lord.  Queer  that  hers  should  get 
into  such  a  jumble  as  this,  if  that  were 
true.  Oh,  yes,  she  remembered  that  that 
promise  was  for  REAL  Christians,  and 
she  knew  that  she  was  not  one — at  least 
according  to  her  husband's  standards. 
And  even  he  did  not  say  that  EVERY- 
THING that  happened  was  ordered  of 
the  Lord.  Some  things  were  permitted, 
and  that  made  a  difference. 

For  a  few  serious  moments  she  was  in- 
cJned  to  believe  that  this  was  an  oppor- 
tunity for  her  to  take  time  to  settle  the 
account  for  her  soul.  She  had  allowed  the 
distractions  of  her  housekeeping  to  pre- 
vent her  thinking  things  through.  Now, 
she  had  no  housekeeping  to  do.  She  had 
time  today  to  see  their  minister  and  get 
instructions  in  the  Way  of  life.  To  find 
out  how  to  do  as  Bob  said,  "Send  her  sins 
beforehand  to  the  judgment."  Almost  was 
she  persuaded. 

But  it  is  the  divine  plan  that  human 
beings  shall  have  the  power  of  choice. 
Otherwise  we  would  be  but  puppets  to  be 
moved  by  strings;  pawns  to  be  shifted  on 
the  chess  board  of  life.  No,  God  does  not 
want  the  homage  of  a  creature  that  could 
not  do  otherwise.  The  Bible  is  full  of  the 
opportunities  for  choice.  And  the  conse- 
quences are  plain.  In  Deuteronomy  30: 
19,  it  says:  "I  call  heaven  and  earth  to 
record  this  day  against  you,  that  I  have 
set  before  you  life  and  death,  blessing 
and  cursing:  therefore,  choose  life,  that 
both  thou  and  thy  seed  may  live."  And 
the  later  prophets  constantly  reiterated 
the  appeal  to  choose,  and  choose  rightly. 
Again  and  again  the  records  show  the  re- 
sults of  both  the  right  and  the  wrong 
choices.  The  principle  holds  as  true  today. 
God  will  not  force  Himself  upon  any 
heart. 

So,  to  make  Adda's  experience  genuine 
there  must  be  an  opportunity  to  choose 
between  right  and  wrong.  While  the 
'still,  small  voice'  was  pleading,  and 
while  she  was  hesitating  to  yield  to  it, 
she  saw,  on  the  sidewalk, — Clara  David- 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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Bible  Lessons 


Children's  Bible  Lessons 

Subject,   "IDOLS". 

Scripture  text:  "Little  children  keep 
yourselves  from  idols,"    1   John    5:21. 

(Read  in  concert   Psalm    115:4-8.) 

"What  are  idols? 

How   are   they   worshipped? 

What  is  the  effect  on  the  worshipers? 

Do  any  besides  the  heathen  worship 
idols? 

What  kind? 

I — n temperance,    Phil.    4:5. 

D — eceitfulness  of  riches,  Matt.   13:22. 

O — Id  habits  and  besetting  sins,  Heb. 
12:1. 

L — ove  of  the  world  and  its  pleasures, 
1   John   2:15;   2  Tim.   3:4b. 

S— elf,   2   Tim.   3:2a. 

Am   1  serving  idols? 

"The  dearest  idol  I  have  knoivn, 
Whatever  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne 
And  worship  only  Thee." 

Subject,  "THE  CITY  OF  GOD" 
Rev.  21. 
What  kind  of  a  place} 

Great,  heavenly    (Rev.  21:10,   16). 

Holy,   beautiful    (Rev.    21:2). 

Safe,   rich,   bright    (Rev.    21:12,    18). 

Light,  glorious    (Rev.   21:23). 

Easy   to  enter    (Rev.    21:13,    16). 

No  tears    (Rev.    21:4). 

No  sorrow. 

No  pain. 

No  death. 

No  hunger   (Rev.  7:16). 

No  thirst. 

No  night    (Rev.    22:5). 


No  sin    (v.   27). 
Who  will  be  there} 

God,   Jesus,    nations,    kings,      redeem ;d 
sinners,    little    children,      a    great    multi- 
tude. 
How  can  we  get  there? 

Ask  Jesus  to  take  our  sins  away,  Rev. 
7:14. 
Shall  I  be  there? 

Note:  First  draw  the  lines  and  write 
the  words  "The  City  of  God."  This  guide 
book  (holding  up  a  Bible)  tells  four 
things  about   the  City. 

1.  What  kind  of  a  place  it  is.  2.  Some 
things  not  found  there.  3.  Who  will  be 
there.  4.  How  to  get  there.  Write  first 
question,  read  verses  mentioned,  and 
write   the  words  "Great",   "holy",  etc. 

Write  "No"  read  verses  indicated,  and 
write  "Tears",  "Pain",  etc.  Write  second 
question,  read  verses  3,  23,  24;  Ch.  7:9; 
Mark  10:14,  and  write  the  words  "God'', 
"Jesus",  etc.  Write  third  question,  read 
7:14,  and  write  "Ask  Jesus",  etc.  Last  of 
all  write,  "Shall  I  be  there?"  and  tell 
each  one  to  ask  themselves  the  question. 
--W.  B.  Jacobs. 

THE  SEVENTH  BEATITUDE 
Subject,  "Peacemaker" 

Scripture,  Matt.    5:9. 

"Blessed  are  the  peacemakers." 

Who  is  a  peacemaker?  (Give  illustra- 
tions.) 

Who  is  the  great  Peacemaker?  2  Cor. 
5:18-19. 

How  may  a  child  gain  the  blessedness 
of  a  peacemaker? 

By  trying  to  check  quarrels  among 
children,  or  others,  and  by  trying  to  bring 
others  to  be  at  peace  with  God.  2  Cor.  5: 
20. 

Can  one,  not  at  peace  with  God,  do  this 
last    work?   Matt.    15:14. 

Does  anything  hinder  you  from  trying 
to  be  such  a  peacemaker? 
What  has  God  Promised? 

"They  shall  be  called  the  children  of 
God." 

The  great  honor  of  being  called  "chil- 
dren of  God." 
Who  shall  call  them  such? 

a.  Men,   "He's   a    real    Christian!" 

b.  God,   2  Cor.  6:18. 

Why  will  God  call  them  "children"? 

a.  Because  they  are  children  of  God. 
See    1    John    3:1. 

"And  we  are!'' 

b.  Because,  like  an  earthly  parent.  He 
delights  to  call  them  "children."  Father 
says,  "My  own  little  girl!"  "My  dear 
son!" 


Subject,  "ROOM  FOR  JESUS" 
Write  at  the  top  of  the  blackboard  the 
words,  "No  room  for  Jesus."  Ask  the 
children  to  think  how  it  makes  them  feel 
to  be  "left  out."  Speak  of  Jesus  "de- 
spised and  rejected  of  men."  Read  the 
passages  given  below  to  find  out  some  of 
the  places  where  there  was  no  room  for 
Jesus.  As  correct  answers  are  given  by 
the  children,  write  them  on  the  black- 
board, explaining  and  commenting  upon 
each  one.  Then  write  on  the  board  what 
Jesus  Himself  said,  Luke  9:5  8,  and  all 
together  repeat  the  text — "Foxes  have 
holes,  and  birds  of  the  air  have  nests,  but 
the  Son  of  man  hath  not  where  to  lay 
his  head."  Show  the  children  how,  in 
many,  many  places  there  is  still  no  room 
for  Jesus.  A  glass  full  of  water  cannot 
be  filled  with  anything  else  until  it  is 
emptied.  Make  a  personal  application.  Our 
hearts,  if  filled  with  envy,  selfishness, 
pride,  etc.,  will  have  no  room  for  Jesus. 
Jesus  will  not  stay  where  sin  abides.  But 
if  we  open  the  door  of  our  hearts  to  Je-- 
sus,  He  will  cast  out  the  sin,  and  come 
in    Himself. 

Unless  we  make  room  for  Jesus  in  our 
hearts,  there  will  be  no  room  for  us  in 
the   "mansions   above." 

The  Happy  Little  Girl 

Would  you  like  to  know  who  was  the 
happiest  child  I  ever  saw?  Listen,  and  I 
will   tell  you. 

The  happiest  child  I  ever  saw  was  a 
little  girl  whom  I  met  in  the  cars  travel- 
ing. We  were  both  going  to  the  same 
city,  and  we  traveled  a  great  many  miles 
together.  She  was  only  eight  years  old, 
and  she  was  quite  blind.  She  had  never 
been  able  to  see  at  all.  She  had  never  seen 
the  sun,  the  stars,  the  sky,  the  grass, 
flowers,  trees,  and  birds,  and  all  those 
pleasant  things  which  you  see  every  day 
of  your  lives;  but  still  she  was  quite  hap- 

py- 

She  was  by  herself,  poor  little  thing. 
She  had  no  friends  nor  relatives  to  take 
care  of  her  on  her  journeys  and  be  kind 
to  her;  but  she  was  quite  happy  and  con- 
tented. She  said,  when  she  got  into  the 
car,  "Tell  me  how  many  people  there  are 
in  the  car;  I  am  quite  blind  and  can  see 
nothing.''  A  gentleman  asked  her  if  she 
was  not  afraid.  "No,"  she  said,  "I  am  not 
frightened;  I  have  traveled  before,  and 
I  trust  in  God  and  people  are  always  kind 
lo  me." 

But  I  soon  found  out  the  reason  why 
she  was  so  happy,  and  what  do  you  think 
it  was?  She  loved  the  Lord  Jesus,  and  Je- 
sus Christ  loved  her. 

I  began  to  talk  to  her  about  the  Bible,; 

and    I    very    soon    saw   she    knew   a    great 

deal   of   it.    She   went    to   a   school    wherel 

the  teacher  used  to  read  the  Bible  to  her. 

( Continued   on   page   24) 
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Alexia — Helper  of  Man 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 


"Did  you  find  some  nice   things?" 

"Yes,"  she  said  shortly.  She  still  was 
resentful,  resentful  now  because  he 
looked  so  happy  and  content  as  he 
turned  up  the  collar  of  his  shabby  fail 
coat  to  meet  the  new  cold  of  a  fine  snow 
which  filled  the  air.  The  wind,  which 
brought  it,  bit  deep,  but  he  seemed  not 
to  feel  it,  though  it  must  easily  have 
penetrated   the   thin   fabric   of   the   coat. 

"If  only  he'd  think  of  himself  once 
in  a  while,"  she  thought  in  exasperation. 
"I  think  he  likes  to  give  away  his  coat!" 

They  stopped  again  at  Farnhams  and 
left  the  box  of  food.  Alexia  stubbornly 
refused  to  go  in.  "I  don't  want  to  see 
them,  go  near  them,"  she  told  herself 
bitterly.  She  tried  not  to  see  the  slim 
shadow,  that  was  the  boy,  dart  eagerly 
from  the  barn  to  the  house  as  her  father 
returned   to  the  buggy. 

Her  resentment  had  not  died  when 
they  reached  home.  She  gave  the  boys 
the  candy  which  they  devoured  greedily. 
Johnnie  thought  to  ask,  "How'd  dad  like 
his  new  coat?" 

She  answered  him  soberly.  "He  didn't 
get  it.  He  gave  away  the  money  to  a 
poor  family  up  Salt  Road  way." 

"Oh,  Lex!  And  you  wanted  your  dress 
so!" 

Ordinarily  his  concern  would  have 
pleased  her,  but  now  it  angered  her 
further.  This  was  too  much.  To  have 
Johnnie  take  it  for  granted  that  she  had 
given  up  her  dress! 

"Oh,  I  bought  my  dress,  anyway,"  she 
said,  again  defiantly.  "And  what  is 
more,  I'm  going  to  wear  it  and  enjoy 
it,  too,  so  there!" 

Johnnie  said  politely,  "Of  course,  Lex. 
I'm  glad  you're  to  have  it.  I  didn't  mean 
to  make  you  mad."  She  knew  he  wis 
puzzled.  The  younger  boys  were  too  en- 
grossed in  the  candy  to  bother,  but  ',t 
hurt    to    have    Johnnie    doubtful    of    her. 

She  finished  the  day  in  a  determined^' 
cheerful  fashion,  but  it  was  not  the  sanv? 
cheerfulness  she  had  felt  in  the  early 
morning  when  she  had  hummed  in  the 
woodshed  as  she  gathered  chips. 

"What's  father  studying  over,  now?" 
she  wondered  as  she  finished  the  supper 
dishes  and  noticed  him  sitting  by  the 
table.  He  was  bent  over  a  slip  of  paper, 
his  head  gray  in  the  light  of  the  oil 
lamp,  a  stubby  pencil  in  his  hand,  a  rue- 
ful expression  on  his  face. 

As  she  sat  down  to  help  Johnnie  with 
his  geometry  she  could  see  some  of  the 
items  he  had  written  on  the  slip  of  pa- 
per— medicines — blanket — hot  water  bag. 

"Those   people   need   more      things,     I 


suppose.  Father's  trying  to  find  a  way 
to  get  them."  But  she  didn't  ask  him 
about  it  as  she  ordinarily  would  have 
done. 

All  night  long  Alexia  tossed  fitfully. 
"I've  earned  that  dress,"  she  reminded 
herself  a  dozen  times.  Once  she  got  up 
and  opened  the  package  and  looked  at  it 
again.  It  was  more  lovely  than  ever,  but 
this  time  she  did  not  get  pleasure  from 
touching  its  soft  folds.  "It's  spoiled  now," 
she  thought  angrily  and  went  back  to 
bed,  but  not  to  sleep. 

She  kept  seeing  the  forlorn  little  boy 
with  the  too  old  face  and  the  thin 
ragged  clothes.  Suppose  it  were  Johnnie, 
or  Ted,  or  Donny?  She  kept  thinking  of 
a  sick  man — she  saw  her  father  and  fell 
again  the  new  December  cold.  She 
punched  her  pillow  viciously,  she  turned 
and  twisted  and  doubled  it  and  herself 
into  all  kinds  of  positions  and  shapes.  She 
watched  sheep  leaping  over  fences;  she 
counted  to  a  thousand  by  tens  and  then 
again  by   twos.  She  did  not  sleep. 

At  last,  as  the  sky  lightened,  she 
slipped  from  her  bed  and  dressed,  her 
mind  made  up.  Without  waiting  to  get 
herself  breakfast,  she  scribbled  a  note, 
"Have  gone  to  Johnston,  back  soon, 
Lex."  she  left  it  on  the  kitchen  table. 

She  harnessed  Belinda  with  fingers  that 
were  stiff  from  cold  and  led  her  quietly 
down  the  lane  to  the  road.  When  she 
reached  Johnston  she  drove  to  Gris- 
holm's  store  and  went  directly  to  the 
yard  goods  counter.  She  handed  the 
clerk  the  brown  paper  package  and  the 
two  boxes  she  had  taken  away  the  day 
before. 

"I  want  to  exchange  these,"  she  said. 
She  handed  the  clerk  a  penciled  list.  "I 
want  to  get  as  many  of  these  things  as  I 
can  instead." 

The  clerk  unfastened  the  strings, 
looked  doubtful  when  he  saw  the  hat 
and  dress  goods  and  shoes.  "We  don't  ex- 
change millinery,  and  the  cloth  has  been 
cut   from   the  bolt   now." 

"They've  not  been  used.  You'll  just 
have  to  take  them  back." 

"I'll  have  to  ask  Mr.  Grisholm." 

While  that  clerk  was  gone,  Alexia 
hunted  up  another  one  and  selected  the 
most  essential  items  on  the  list,  up  to  the 
amount  she  had  spent  the  day  before. 
She  had  no  intention  of  being  frustrated 
now.  "It's  the  least  he  can  do,  to  let  me 
exchange  them,"  she  thought  bitterly. 

Mr.  Grisholm  appeared  himself. 

"Why  do  you  want  to  exchange  these 
goods,  Alexia?  Aren't  they  all  right?" 

"Yes,  but  I  want  these  other  things  in- 


stead." 

He  glanced  at  the  pile  of  goods,  as 
yet  unwrapped,  on  the  counter.  There 
was  an  inexpensive  blanket,  two  warm, 
cheap  sweaters  for  children,  a  group  of 
medicines — a   hot    water   bottle. 

"You're  getting  these  for  those  Farn- 
ham  people  your  dad  was  talking  about, 
instead  of  an  outfit  for  yourself,"  he 
charged. 

"Well?" 

"Don't  you  think  you're  silly?  Don\ 
you  want   the  dress?" 

"Of  course,  I  do,"  Alexia  blazed, 
"but  some  one  has  to  get  them  the  things 
they  need.  You  ought  to  see  the  boy. 
They  can't  do  without  things  like  these, 
can    they?" 

"So-  you're  nobly  giving  up  your  new 
dress?"  His  face  was  thoughtful.  Was 
his  tone  sarcastic?   Lex  flushed. 

"No,  I'm  not  being  noble.  Father  gave 
up  his  new  coat  yesterday  because  they 
had  to  have  food  and  things  right  away, 
before  there  was  time  to  raise  money  for 
them.  He  did  it  nobly,  I  guess;  at  least 
he  seemed  to  enjoy  it.  I'm  giving  up  the 
dress  to  get  these  things,  but  not  nobly, 
not  because  I  want  to.  I  hate  it.  I  want 
the  dress.  I'm  giving  it  up  because  I  have 
to.  I  couldn't  live  with  myself  if  I 
didn't,  that's  all.  But  I  don't  want  to  do 
it,  so  don't  try  to  hang  a  halo  on  me. 
Now,  will  you  exchange  these  things? 
The  clerk  seemed  to — " 

Sudden  resolution  showed  in  his  tone. 
"No." 

Alexia  gasped.  "Why  you — "  she 
wanted  to  say,  "You  old  skinflint!"  But 
she  stopped  herself  in  time.  She  flung 
back  her  head  and  looked  at  him  enraged. 
She  did  not  realize  that  his  eyes  were 
twinkling  because  of  her  speechless  wrath. 

"I  guess  you — you — you'll  just  have 
to,"  she  said  as  politely  as  she  could. 

Mr.  Grisholm  gave  her  another  long, 
steady  look,  a  searching  look.  "Are  you 
sure  you  don't  want  to  give  these  things 
away.  Seems  as  though  you're  pretty  set 
on  it?" 

"Why  I — I"  It  came  to  her  then,  just 
then.  She  did  want  to  do  it.  She  wanted 
to  do  it  more  than  she  wanted  not  to  do 
it — that  was  a  lot.  She  found  herself 
pleading,  all  the  bitterness  and  defiance 
gone.  The  dress  no  longer  mattered;  but 
it  mattered  dreadfully  about  the  Farn- 
hams, the  Farnham  bov.  "I  can't  have 
that  boy  look  like  that  any  longer,"  she 
thought  desperately.  "Please,  Mr.  Gris- 
holm." Her  tone  was  beseeching. 

He  turned  to  the  clerk  standing  near, 
just  out  of  earshot.  "Wrap  up  those 
things  for  Miss  Akerson,  please,"  he 
called,  pointing  to  the  dress  and  hat  and 
shoes.  Then,  to  her,  "Seems  as  though 
you  might  let  me  send  these  other  things 
to  the  Farnham  folks,  Lex.  Anyway,  I'm 
(Continued  on  page   24) 
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ESSENTIALS  OF  GOOD 
HOME  LIFE 

That  person  is  blind  who  does  not 
see  that  the  American  home  is  beset  with 
grave  dangers  these  days.  The  causes  are 
not  far  to  seek;  crowded  conditions  in 
great  cities,  loose  divorce  laws,  materialis- 
tic ideas  and  ideals,  reckless  propaganda, 
lowering  of  ethical  and  religious  stand- 
ards. 

There  is  nothing  that  needs  stronger 
emphasis  today  than  the  profound  and 
far  reaching  influence  of  home  life.  It 
cannot  be  measured  nor  estimated.  Lit- 
erally it  makes  us  what  we  are.  The  young 
man  who  had  the  courage  and  the  skill 
to  fly  alone  across  the  Atlantic,  and  who 
has  furnished  such  a  remarkable  example 
of  clean  living  and  good  sense  to  the 
young  people  of  this  generation,  came 
from  a  good  home,  from  parents  of  ster- 
ling character  and  worth.  Take  the  great 
crowd  of  decent  living,  honest,  industri- 
ous, reallv  religious  people  in  this  coun- 
try of  ours — if  we  could  line  them  up 
and  get  the  word  of  testimony  from 
them,  one  by  one,  we  would  find  that 
practically  without  exception  they  came 
from  good  homes  where  they  were  nur- 
tured and  trained  and  loved  and  sent 
forth  into  the  world  with  the  heritage  of 
character  that   insures  real   success. 

The  first  essential  to  a  good  home  is 
the  atmosphere  of  religion.  Where  the 
Bible  is  reverenced,  where  prayer  ascends 
to  God,  where  there  is  loyalty  to  the 
church,  where  Christ  is  loved  and  obeyed, 
where  the  high  standards  and  ideals  of 
life  which  Christ  revealed  are  accepted, 
there  you  will  find  the  kind  of  home 
which  sends  forth  sons  stalwart  in  their 
strength  and  daughters  polished  after  the 
similitude  of  a  palace. 

"If  Home,  Sweet  Home"  is  to  be  real- 
ized, children  must  maintain  a  right  at- 
titude toward  their  parents.  "Children, 
obey  your  parents  in  the  Lord,  for  this 
is  right."  "Honor  thy  father  and  thy 
mother,  that  it  may  be  well  with  you." 
Some  young  fellows  seem  to  think  it  is 
smart  to  refer  to  their  father  as  "the 
old  man." 

The  writer  of  this  editorial  never  con- 
tracted that  habit.  If  he  had  done  so, 
there  would  have  been  imminent  danger 
of  something  worse  than  an  internation- 
al complication.  Reverence  towards  par- 
ents and  obedience  to  parents  are  indis- 
pensable to  a  wholesome,  well  ordered 
family  life.  The  trouble  with  many  young 
people    is    that    they    are    altogether      too 


smart  for  their  fathers  and  mothers.  And 
their  smartness  is  of  the  sort  that  is  cer- 
tain to  get  them  into  serious  situations 
if  they  keep  it  up  long  enough.  Now  and 
then  we  find  our  way  into  a  home  wherc 
manifestly  loving  discipline  prevails.  The 
children  look  into  the  faces  of  their 
father  and  mother,  not  with  fear,  not 
with  dread,  but  with  respect,  reverence, 
honor,  love.  It  is,  of  course,  essential 
that  parents  maintain  the  right  attitude 
toward  their  children.  Beware  of  dealing 
unjustly.  Children  recognize  a  square  deal 
when  they  see  it,  and  they  are  just  as 
quick  to  apprehend  an  injustice.  Barbar- 
ous methods  of  punishment  are  to  be 
severely  condemned.  Children  no  doubt 
sometimes  need  to  be  punished,  but  when 
that  is  necessary  they  should  be  dealt 
with  wisely  and  lovingly.  The  characters 

TAKE  ME  WITH  YOU! 

Whene'er    I   climb   into  the  car, 
To  go  up  town,  or  journey  tar 

And  start  to  roll  away — 

If    Mary   Jane   should    happen    near, 

One  thing  from  her  I'm  sure  to  hear- — 
She  nev'er  fails  to  say: 

"Daddy,    take   me   with   you!" 

Whate'er  perchance  my  road  might  be, 
This  child  of  mine  would  go  with  me, 

With  glad  and  eager  heart! 

Be   it  a   path   that  led   to  fame, 

Or  one  that  led  me  down  to  shame — 
I'd  hear  as   I   would  start: 

"Daddy,   take  me  with  you!" 

And  so,   when    I    would   go  astray, 
And  from  the   right    I'd   turn  away, 

She   seems   right   there   with    me! 

Her  dimpled  hand   I    seem   to  take. 

How  dare  I,  then,  the  right  forsake — 
Before    this   childish    plea: 

"Dcddy,    take   me   with   you!" 


of  children  may  be  injured  by  parents 
who  lack  self-control.  A  violent  out- 
burst of  temper  is  a  bad  thing  anywhere, 
especially  so  in  the  presence  of  children. 

There  are  other  things  that  character- 
ize poor,  inefficient  parents.  How  friv- 
olous are  some  fathers  and  mothers.  They 
spend  a  lot  of  time  in  cheap  amusements 
and  neglect  the  little  partners  of  the 
home. 

After  all,  it  is  no  wonder  that  many 
children  are  very  deficient  in  good  man- 
ners, in  good  conduct  and  in  that  health- 
ful discipline  which  makes  for  real  suc- 
cess in   life. 

"Better  than  gold  is  a  peaceful  home, 
where  all   the  fireside  charities  dwell, 

The  shrine  of  love  and  the  heaven  of 
life,   hallowed   bv  mother  or  sister     or 


However  humble  the  home  may  be,  or 
tried  with  sorrow  by  heaven's  decree, 

The  blessings  that  never  were  brought  or 
sold,  and  the  center  there,  are  better 
than  gold." 

The  work  of  a  home-maker  is  within 
the  reach  of  anyone,  because  a  home  is 
built,  not  out  of  great  deeds  that  require 
a  great  genius,  but  out  of  the  little  deeds 
of  kindness  that  any  one  may  accomplish 
is  animated  by  the  spirit  of  love. 

If  we  feel  that  these  concerns  are  be- 
neath us,  they  are  above  us.  If  we  scorn 
them,  men  may  well  scorn  us.  For, 
though  little  in  themselves,  they  are  great 
in  their  results.  They  are  like  the  leaves 
that  make  the  forest,  like  the  sand  grains 
that  rear  the  mountain,  like  the  minutes 
that  constitute  the  ages.  No  one  knows 
so  well  as  the  Creator  the  supreme  im- 
portance of  the  little  deeds  that  make  the 
blessed  homes  of  the  world.  Home-mak- 
ers like  to  make  others  happy,  and  so  they 
are  happiest  of  all  themselves,  and  the 
homes  they  make  are  perfect  palaces  of 
happiness. 

The  importance  of  reading  the  Bible 
regularly  cannot  be  over-emphasized.  A 
man  who  was  reared  in  a  Christian  home 
in  the  south  said  recently:  "I  wouldn't 
take  a  million  dollars  for  the  habit  (of 
Bible  reading)  which  my  father  and 
mother  taught  me."  This  man  was  reared 
in  a  home  where  there  were  nine  chil- 
dren, yet  the  whole  family  rose  early  in 
the  morning  and  read  the  Bible  together 
and  had  prayer  before  they  started  the 
day's  work. — Presbyterian  Magazine. 

By  the  Side    of  a    Little  Child 

By  Ruth  Howard  Gray 
When   you   walk   by    the   side   of    a    little 

child, 
You  must  temper  your  stride 
And,  close  by  his  side, 
Lead  him  gently  along; 
For  little  feet  are  apt  to  stray, 
So  lead  the  way 
And  do  not  chide 
When   you   walk    by   the    side   of   a    little 

child. 
When   you    live   bv    the   side  of    a      little 

child. 
You  must  temper  your  soul 
With   self-control 
And  patient  be; 

For  little  hearts  are  quick  to  learn, 
So  be  not  stern. 
Let  love  abide 
When    you    live   by    the   side      of   a    little 

child. 

*  >:-  ::- 

THE  PART  OF  MOTHERS 
We  often   read   of  the  mother  of  gen- 
ius,   but    seldom    realize    that      back      of 
many  of  our  greatest  inventions  is  the  in- 
spiration of   Mother. 
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YOUTH  TO  ARMS! 

George  Poteat 

All  truly  American  young  people  pride 
themselves  in  being  patriots  to  one  of 
the  greatest  nations  under  the  sun  which 
was  "concerned  in  liberty  and  dedicated 
to  the  proposition  that  all  men  are  cre- 
ated equal."  At  the  beginning  of  the  Re- 
volutionary War,  hundreds  of  young  men 
and  women  volunteered  their  services  in 
behalf  of  colonial  independence,  the 
young  men  as  warriors  in  the  field,  the 
young  women  as  supporters  at  home. 

Likewise  in  the  wars  in  which  this 
country  was  involved  in  the  years  to  fol- 
low the  great  successful  struggle  for  free- 
dom, the  patriotic  appeal  to  youth  never 
failed  to  bring  to  the  field  the  support 
of  thousands  of  volunteers  eager  to  serve 
till  death,  the  call  of  the  nation. 

Many  of  the  nations  today  are  pro- 
moting huge  building  programs  of  arms 
incident  to  both  offensive  and  defensive 
warfare.  There  is  a  continual  world-wide 
struggle  for  supremacy  in  arms,  what 
will  be  the  inevitable  result?  War!  There 
is  a  world-wide  peace  call  to  arms,  natu- 
rally and  also  spiritually.  "Put  on  the 
whole  armour  of  God,  that  ye  may  be 
able  to  stand  against  the  wiles  of  the 
devil,"  Eph.  6:11. 

The  spiritual  warfare  knows  no  cessa- 
tion but  is  continual,  to  cease  admits  de- 
feat. The  spiritual  warfare  comprehends 
to  service  all  professed  followers  of 
Christ.  The  spiritual  warfare  is  directed 
against  our  adversary,  the  devil,  who 
walketh  about  as  a  roaring  lion,  seeking 
whom  he  may  devour.  In  the  spiritual 
warfare  much  depends  on  the  impregna- 
ble quality  of  the  warrior's  armor. 

Volunteers  for  the  army  of  God  are  al- 
ways in  demand,  many  are  even  con- 
scripted by  the  governmental  agency  of 
the  church  through  the  compelling  force 
of  the  gospel. 

The  country  which  we  represent  is  a 
heavenly  country.  Are  we  eager  to  serve, 
willing  to  fight,  ready  to  die  at  the  call 
of  this  country?  Youth  to  Arms! 

A  complete  suit  of  armor  is  available 
for  all  Christian  warriors.  Those  who  faii 
to  put  on  the  complete  suit  are  likely  to 
fall   in  the  heat  of   the  conflict. 

The  armor  includes  all  necessary 
equipment  for  both  offensive  and  defens- 
ive warfare.  Paul  writing  to  the  Ephes- 
ian  church  instructed  them  to  put  on 
the  whole  armor  of  God.  To  leave  off  any 
part  of  the  armor  leaves  an  open,  weak 
spot  for  the  deadly  weapons  of  the  ene- 
my  to  penetrate. 

"Stand    therefore,      having   your   loins 


girt  about  with  truth."  Young  warrior, 
this  is  an  important  part  of  the  armor. 
Anything  false  is  not  true,  therefore  in 
the  girdle  of  truth  be  sure  there  is  no 
falsehood.  We  have  stated  before  that  all 
followers  of  Christ  are  in  this  warfare, 
therefore  they  should  all  have  the  same 
Biblical  armor;  but  alas  I'm  afraid  many 
fail  to  arm  themselves  Biblically  with  the 
whole  truth.  If  you  just  accept  part  of 
the  truth,  then  the  girdle  thereof  is  small 
in  proportion  to  its  full  size  in  the  ac- 
ceptance of  whole  truth,  hence  a  weak 
spot  for  the  wiles  of  the  devil.  The  less 
truth  you  accept,  the  less  likely  you  are 
to  overcome.  The  more  truth  you  ac- 
cept, the  more  impregnable  is  your  girdle 
of  truth,  the  more  protection  for  defence 
and  the  more  offensive  in  conflict.  The 
girdle  of  truth  includes  the  doctrine  of 
the  Bible  rightly  divided.  Paul  in  a  letter 
to  the  youthful  warrior,  Timothy,  em- 
phasizes this  forcibly,  "Take  heed  unto 
thyself,  and  unto  the  doctrine;  continue 
in  them:  for  in  doing  this  thou  shalt  both 
save  thyself,  and  them  that  hear 
thee."  1  Tim.  4:16.  Many  today  are  lead- 
ing the  teaching  of  sanctification,  as  a 
second  work  of  grace,  out  of  their  girdle 
of  truth.  Many  are  leaving  out  the  teach- 
ing of  the  baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
with  the  Bible  evidence  of  speaking  in 
other  tongues.  Any  of  the  doctrinal 
teachings  of  the  Bible  eradicated  from 
this  essential  piece  of  armor  leaves  the 
warrior  weak  and  exposed  at  a  very  vital 
spot,  so  be  sure  your  girdle  of  truth  con- 
tains all  the  essential  elements  of  truth 
taught  in  the  Bible,  then  you  can  sally 
forth  to  conflict  and  stay  the  mouths  of 
the   gainsayers. 

The  girdle  of  the  Roman  soldier  in 
Paul's  day  kept  all  of  his  other  pieces  of 
armor  in  place,  so  must  the  girdle  of 
truth  of  the  Christian  warrior  today 
keep  all  pieces  of  spiritual  armor  in  place. 

"And  having,  on  the  breastplate  of 
righteousness."  The  breastplate  of  the 
Roman  soidier  was  a  piece  of  armor 
which  provided  protection  for  the  chest 
and  heart,  the  seat  of  physical  life. 
Righteousness  comprehends  the  state  of 
being  holy  which  is  made  possible  in  the 
acceptance  of  the  truth  of  the  gospel. 
The  warrior  who  fails  to  accept  holiness, 
thereby  refusing  an  integral  element  of 
the  breastplate  of  righteousness  is  more 
than  liable   to  defeat  in   the  battle. 

"And  your  feet  shod  with  the  prepara- 
tion of  the  gospel  of  peace,"  Eph.  6:15. 
The  Roman  soldier  had  ample  protection 
for  his  feet,  he  wore  a  military  boot 
which   covered   the   shin   or   front   of   the 


leg.  The  sandal  was  worn  laced  onto  the 
sole  of  the  foot.  Thus  girded  he  could 
march  over  rugged  mountain  trails  and 
through  the  thorns  and  brush  of  the  val- 
leys without  injury.  Injured  feet  and 
limbs  disqualified  and  disabled  him  for 
service,  as  protection  was  essential.  The 
gospel  of  peace  we  must  advocate  and 
promulgate  in  its  entirety.  We  must  be 
shod  with  the  preparation  thereof.  Thus 
girded  we  can  march  triumphantly  with- 
out injury  over  the  rugged  mountain 
trails  of  modern  theology  and  modern 
thought,  and  through  the  thorns  and 
brush  of  the  valleys  of  hypothesis,  athe- 
ism, science  and  false  culture. 

"Above  all  taking  the  shield  of  faith, 
wherewith  ye  shall  be  able  to  quench  all 
the  fiery  darts  of  the  wicked."  The 
shield  of  the  soldier  was  curved  to  fit  his 
body,  about  four  feet  long  and  two  and 
one-half  feet  wide,  and  by  slightly 
crouching  he  had  double  protection  for 
his  whole  body. 

The  Christian  warrior's  protection  de- 
pends much  on  the  shield  of  faith.  Most 
of  the  danger  can  be  warded  off  by  it  if 
it  is  thick  and  strong  enough  to  with- 
stand bombardment  of  the  enemy.  The 
shield  of  faith  receives  blow  after  blow 
inflicted  by  the  satanic  forces,  therefore, 
it  is  necessary  to  heed  closely  all  that  per- 
tains to  greater  faith,  more  impregnable 
faith  in  the  almighty  power  of  God.  The 
shield  of  faith  broken  down  leaves  the 
warrior  tottering  in  doubt,  shaken  confi- 
dence and  mental  discomfiture  and  before 
long  he  will  be  plunging  into  the  depths 
of  uncertainty  and  unbelief,  overcome 
disgracefully  by  principalities  and  pow- 
ers. Young  warrior,  build  a  shield  of 
faith    of    impenetrable    quality. 

"And  take  the  helmet  of  salvation." 
The  helmet  protected  the  head  of  the 
soldier,  the  seat  of  the  mind.  Experiment- 
al salvation  protects  the  mind  of  man. 
Young  warrior,  in  the  times  of  mental 
distress  remember  the  time  and  place 
where  God  spoke  peace  to  your  soul,  re- 
call the  time  when  God  sanctified  you 
wholly  and  filled  you  to  overflowing 
with  inexpressible  joy,  do  not  fail  to  re- 
call the  time  when  the  Holy  Ghost  en- 
tered your  vessel  in  power  which  knows 
and  has  no  comparison.  Hide  behind  the 
shield  of  faith.  When  it  is  necessary  to 
look  over  the  shield  and  reconnoiter  the 
enemy,  the  helmet  of  salvation  will  pro- 
vide protection  for  the  mind. 

"And  the  sword  of  the  spirit  which  is 
the  word  of  God."  The  sword  of  the 
Spirit  is  both  offensive  and  defensive;  it 
is  "quick,  powerful,  sharper  than  any 
two-edged  sword,  piercing  even  to  the 
dividing  asunder  of  soul  and  spirit  and  of 
the  joints  and  marrow  and  is  a  discerner 
of  the  thoughts  and  intents  of  the  heart." 
(Continued  on   page   22) 
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Livingstone  Won  Through 
Reading 

Bertram  Williams 
Richard  Baxter  was  won  through  read- 
ing a  tract;  Bunyan  by  reading  a  book; 
and  the  adventurous  missionary  Living- 
stone was  brought  to  Jesus  through  read- 
ing a  heavy  tome  on  philosophy.  The 
book  which  he  sought  was  "Dick's  Phi- 
losophy of  the  Future  State."  Heavy  was 
the  sledding  at  places,  but  the  young 
student  went  on  through  it  until  he  saw 
"the  dutv  and  the  inestimable  privilege 
immediately  to  accept  salvation  by 
Christ." 

The  more  he  read  the  heavier  became 
his  sense  of  need.  With  promptness  and 
decision  he  accepted  salvation.  He  had 
never  up  until  this  time  been  led  to  any 
interest  in  missions,  but  at  once  he  de- 
termined to  give  all  he  was  able  above  his 
own  subsistence  to  this   great  cause. 

Then  through  some  strange  providence 
there  came  to  his  hands  a  German  mis- 
sionary's appeal  for  China  (again  he  was 
reading),  and  he  consecrated  his  life 
through  this  appeal  to  (as  he  supposed) 
the  cause  of  carrying  the  gospel  to  China. 
He  begar.  his  studies,  which  were  mainly 
medical,  and  it  was  not  long  until  the 
London  Missionary  Society  accepted  him 
for   service. 

Into  Livingstone's  life  came  the  influ- 
ence of  Robert  Moffatt,  laboring  in 
Africa.  When  the  Board's  decision  was 
made  to  send  Livingstone  as  a  missionary 
— the  destination  was  Africa  and  not 
China. 

Three  influences — somebody  lent  a 
book,  through  which  he  was  converted, 
another  unknown  missionary  wrote  an 
appeal  for  China  which  some  one  showed 
to  him,  and  finally  Moffatt  opened  his 
eyes  to  the  needs  of  Africa. 

Three  personal  workers,  but  the  great- 
est of  modern  missionaries  was  won  for 
the  work  of  the  Lord.  A  book,  a  tract, 
and  a  written  appeal  and  Livingstone,  the 
weaver  lad,  set  his  face  toward  the  heart 
of  the  Dark  Continent. 

His  story  is  too  well  known  to  need 
be  retold.  His  spirit  was  given  to  Africa 
in  devotion  to  the  cause  of  Christ,  as  his 
physical  heart  was  given  to  the  African 
soil,  which  he  so  dearly  loved,  in  burial. 
He  broke  the  power  of  the  slave  trade, 
blamed  a  trail  for  future  missionary  labor. 


For  nine  months  his  body,  from  which 
the  heart  had  been  cut  and  tenderly 
placed  in  African  soil,  was  carried  by 
faithful   black  men  to  the  coast. 

At  last  his  weary  body  found  a  place 
of  rest — yes,  rest  amid  the  mighty  of 
England    in    Westminster    Abbey. 

His  monument  which  he  erected  in  the 
hearts  of  Christians  is  far  greater  than 
that  which  the  empire  erected  to  his 
memory  in  the  Abbey.  When  yonder 
around  the  "rainbow  circled  throne''  we 
gaze  upon  the  engravement,  I  think  we 
shall  see  above  the  name  of  Livingstone 
the  outlines  of  a  book,  a  printed  page  of 
missionary  appeal,  and  the  curling  smoke 
from  a  thousand  African  villages.  Un- 
known heroes  will  then  receive  their  re- 
wards. 

This  is  the  life  of  a  personal  worker. 
Dick  wrote  the  book,  a  German  the  ap- 
peal, Moffatt  spoke  the  word,  and  some- 
one was  used  by  the  Lord  in  scattering 
the  printed  page  and  preparing  for  the 
message.  It  is  said  that  the  sermons  ot 
Spurgeon  have  had  a  greater  sale  than  of 
any  preacher — but  one  layman  decided  to 
devote  all  his  time  and  money  to  the 
printing  and  distribution  of  those  ser- 
mons. 

Spurgeon  preached  them — and  the  lay- 
man printed  them. 

Barbara  Heck,  pioneer  Methodist  wom- 
an, said  to  her  cousin,  "We  should  do 
something  about  it."  Soon  a  sail  loft  was 
secured,  and  Embury  began  preaching. 
Later  the  Old  St.  John's  Methodist 
Church  in  New  York  was  builded,  and 
Methodism  was  launched  in  America. 
Just  a  woman  and  a  word  of  urging, 
and  America  heard  the  tidings  of  salva- 
tion. 

Fill  your  tinv  spot,  friend,  and  the 
crown  will  be  prepared   by  the  Lord. 

Burning  Up  the  Bible 

A  South  American  missionary  says  that 
a  priest  gathered  together  the  Bibles  that 
he  and  a  helper  had  been  distributing  in  a 
certain  town  and  made  a  bonfire  of  them 
in  the  public  square.  It  was  a  very  windy 
day  and  the  wind  picked  up  some  of  the 
charred  leaves  and  carried  them  across  the 
street.  One  of  the  leaves  was  carried 
through  a  window  into  a  room  in  which 
a  woman  was  working.  She  picked  it  up, 
read  it,  and  showed  it  to  her  husband 
when  he  returned  home.  We  was  so  much 


interested  in  what  he  read  he  went  out 
to  see  if  he  could  obtain  a  Book  like  that 
from  which  the  charred  leaf  came.  He 
succeeded,  and  as  a  result  the  members  of 
that  family  were  converted,  and  there  is 
now  in  that  town  a  church  of  over  fifty 
members.  —  From  the  Sunday  School 
Chronicle.  .;:    .;;    .;; 

I  want  you  to  add  my  name  to 
your  list  of  Reading  Circle  members. 
Would  it  be  practical  to  have  the  Read- 
ing Circle  members  send  in  each  month 
or  quarter  the  list  of  books  they  had 
read  during  that  period,  and  then  from 
that  list  you  select  and  publish  the  ten 
most  popular  books  for  that  period?  I 
thought  it  might  help  some  who  do  not 
know  just  what  books  to  choose  when 
they  want  good  reading  matter. — lone 
Self,  Wimauma,  Fla. 


This  is  fine  and  will  be  very  inter- 
esting. Lee  Ella  Brown  of  Knoxville,  is 
another    new    meniber    this    month. — Ed. 

Suggested  Books 

"Pandita  Ramabai"  is  one  of  the  most 
interesting  missionary  books  published. 
She  had  a  fine  mind,  a  richly  sympathet- 
ic heart,  an  intimate  acquaintance  with 
the  problem  she  handled,  great  spiritual 
insight,  shrewd  business  ability,  and  a 
daring  faith  in  God.  You  should  have 
this   among  your   books.   Price    $1.00. 

Then  we  are  suggesting  George  Midler , 
another  wonderful  book.  When  you  read 
these  two  books  you  will  be  ashamed  of 
the  little  faith  some  of  us  have  today. 
Price  $1.00.  Order  these  books  from  The 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House,  Cleve- 
land,  Tenn. 

Sister    Eunice    Hefner    writes: 
Dear   Sister    Harrison: 

t  am  reading  another  book,  "The 
Prince  of  the  House  of  David."  I  am 
enjoying  the  Circle. 

•;:    >;s    -J: 

We  get  used  to  certain  books  and  pa- 
pers and  come  to  feel  that  we  cannot  do 
without  them.  When  God  tells  us  not 
to  read  them  any  more  we  may  feel  that 
we  are  making  a  sacrifice,  but  that  is 
not  so.  For  the  reading  matter  that  we 
shall  have  in  place  of  what  we  are  giv- 
ing up  will  be  much  better  than  the  read- 
ing matter  we  give  up. 
*    *    * 

A  Sure  Reward 

A    little   kindness   here   and   there, 

A  favor  now  and  then, 
Will    reap    for    us    a    hundredfold, 

And  then  return  again. 
A  little  smile,  a  kindly  tear, 

That  checks  the  blinding  tears, 
Will  find  its  passage  back  again 

To   us   in    after   years. 

—A.  J.  Verrill. 
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CHRISTIAN 
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EAGLE  SAINTS 

BY  MAY  BELL  BALLINGER 

Deuteronomy  32:11-12.  "As  an  eagle 
stirrctb  up  her  nest,  flnttereth  over  her 
young,  spreadcth  abroad  her  wings,  tak- 
eth  them,  beareth  them  on  her  ivings: 
So  the  Lord  atone  did  lead  him,  and  there 
was  no  strange  god  with  him. 

God  calls  His  people  by  the  names  of 
cattle,  sheep,  doves  and  eagles.  There  are 
many  places  in  the  Bible  where  God 
mentions  eagles,  and  in  such  a  way  as  to 
indicate  that  the  term  applies  to  a  class 
of  the  servants  of  God  who  have  in 
them  those  qualities  that  correspond  with 
eagles  in  the  rank  of  nature.  Just  as  there 
are  sheep  among  human  saints  which  are 
not  four-legged  animals,  so  there  are 
eagles  in  human  character  which  are 
distinct  from  rapacious  birds.  God  com- 
pares Himself  to  a  great  eagle  and  His 
saints  to  eaglets. 

STIRRING  UP  THE  NEST 
The  first  step  in  making  an  eagle  saint 
is  to  stir  up  the  nest.  The  eagle  builds 
its  nest  on  a  high  mountain  of  sticks 
and  branches  of  trees,  and  then  lines  it 
with  soft  material.  When  the  eaglets  have 
become  large  enough  to  fly,  the  mother 
bird  tears  the  soft  lining  out  and  leaves 
nothing  but  the  sharp  sticks  and  thorns. 
The  young  birds  become  dissatisfied  with 
their  nest  and  are  willing  to  move  else- 
where. This  is  the  way  God  deals  with 
His  servants  that  He  calls  into  service. 
He  stirred  up  the  nest  of  the  Israelites  in 
the  land  of  Egypt.  When  they  first  went 


to  Egypt  God  had  a  fine  nest  for  them 
under  the  administration  of  Joseph  and 
when  it  came  time  for  them  to  leave  God 
had  to  remove  all  the  soft  lining  in  order 
to  make  them  leave.  The  early  Church 
had  its  nest  stirred  in  the  beheading  of 
James  and  the  infant  Church  was  ap- 
parently torn  to  pieces,  so  they  went  ev- 
erywhere preaching  the  Word.  If  their 
nest  had  not  been  stirred  they  might  not 
have  gone  fifty  miles,  but  when  their 
nest  was  stirred  they  were  scattered  to  the 
four  corners  of  the  earth.  All  great  re- 
formers, evangelists,  and  every  one  that 
ever  amounted  to  any  thing  for  God  have 
had  their  nest  stirred  until  they  were 
willing  to  obey  God.  When  God  stirs  our 
nest  we  are  then  ready  to  move  out  into 
a  new  realm  of  thought,  work,  prayer, 
experience,  or  change  our  locality  if  God 
demands  it. 
FLUTTERETH  OVER  HIS  YOUNG 
The  next  thing  the  mother  bird  does 
is  to  flutter  over  her  young  to  draw 
their  attention  away  from  the  sharp 
sticks  that  are  in  the  nest,  and  draw 
their  attention  to  her.  There  is  a  lan- 
guage in  the  sound  of  those  wings  which 
is  perfectly  intelligible  tu  the  young  eag- 
lets. When  God  allows  trouble  of  all  de- 
scriptions to  come  upon  us  and  we  weep 
and  cry,  get  blue  &u<X  discouraged,  and 
look  around  us  for  something  to  lean  on, 
hunt  for  comfort  in  the  creature  and 
find  nothing  but  sharp  briars  and  pierc- 
ing trials  then  God  flutters  over  us  and 
we  hear  the  sound  of  His  wings.  God 
does  this  to  cause  us  to  look  unto  Him 


and  away  from  all  our  sorrows  and  bur- 
dens, trials  and  disappointments.  God 
draws  us  to  look  unto  Him  with  sounds 
not  heard  before,  and  like  the  prophet 
Ezekiel  God  causes  us  to  hear  the  sounds 
of  wings. 

SPREADETH  ABROAD  HIS  WINGS 
After  the  mother  bird  gets  the  atten- 
tion of  her  young,  she  spreads  abroad 
her  wings.  No  bird  in  all  the  world  has  a 
wing  like  the  eagle  and  her  wings  are 
larger  than  the  male  bird's.  There  are  a 
great  number  of  eagles  that  have  wings 
measuring  fourteen  feet  from  tip  to  tip, 
when  spread  out.  When  the  wings  are 
folded  up  they  do  not  seem  so  very  long 
but  when  they  are  spread  out  it  is  amaz- 
ing how  long  those  wings  seem.  The  mag- 
nitude of  the  eagle  is  not  known  until 
the  eagle  spreads  abroad  her  wings.  And 
thus  God  not  only  fluttereth  over  us  but 
He  spreads  abroad  His  wings.  He  un- 
folds to  our  earnest  faith  the  marvelous 
strength  of  His  perfections.  He  gives  us 
a  vision  of  His  infinite  providence,  the 
vastness  of  His  resources,  the  revelation 
of  His  care  over  us.  How  truly  wonder- 
ful it  is  when  we  can  look  up  and  see 
those  great  wings  spread  over  us,  those 
great  wings  of  infinite  love  that  have  no 
beginning  and  no  ending  but  stretch 
from  eternity  to  eternity,  those  wings 
whose  feathers  are  the  attributes  of  the 
Almighty  God,  are  stretched  out  for  our 
safety,  our  security  and  our  salvation. 
We  never  know  the  infinite  merit  of  Je- 
sus until  revealed  to  us  by  the  Holy 
Ghost  in  the  outspreading  wings  of  the 
atonement  of  the  precious  blood.  When 
God  spreads  abroad  His  wings  it  reveals 
to  us  His  unlimited  perfections  and 
shows  us  He  is  greater  than  anything  in 
nature  or  anything  in  our  air  castles  or 
dreams,  greater  than  we  could  ever  imag- 
ine Him  to  be.  We  see  that  He  has  suf- 
ficiency in  Himself  beyond  all  our  wants 
and  all  that  we  will  ever  need.  The  sight 
of  the  great  wings  of  our  Savior  and 
King  will  make  us  forget  the  tearing  up 
of  any  earthly  nest. 

HE  TAKETH  THEM,  AND  BEAR- 
ETH THEM  ON  HIS  WINGS 
The  eaglets  are  glad  to  step  out  of 
their  uncomfortable  nest  on  their  moth- 
er's soft  wing.  The  mother  bird  takes 
them  one  at  a  time  and  soars  up  into  the 
blue  sky  four  or  five  thousand  feet  above 
the  earth.  She  then  shakes  the  young  bird 
off  and  it  tumbles  and  rolls  over  and 
flaps  its  wings  as  it  falls;  but  the  mother 
bird  is  watching,  and  when  the  eaglet  is 
half  way  to  the  earth  she  sweeps  under 
it  and  catches  it  again.  She  repeats  this 
process  until  the  eaglet  has  learned  to 
fly.  After  it  learns  to  fly  it  is  able  to 
fight  its  way  through  great  and  terrific 
storms  and  beat  its  way  up  against  the 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Contributions  By  Young  jWriters 

No  Uncleanness  Can  Enter 
There 


Col.   3:1-6 

"//  ye  then  be  risen  with  Christ,  seek 
those  things  which  are  above,  where 
Christ  sitteth  on  the  right  hand  of  God." 

"Set  your  affection  on  things  above, 
not  on  the  things  on  the  earth." 

If  we  are  risen  with  Christ  we  should 
seek  things  which  are  above — not  earthly 
things,  but  heavenly  things.  If  we  seek 
things  of  the  earth  we  are  not  risen  with 
Christ  because  Christ  is  not  of  the  earth 
but  of  heaven.  Therefore,  if  we  want  to 
be  with  Christ  we  must  leave  all  the 
earthly  things  behind  and  seek  to  gain 
heavenly   things. 

"When  Christ  who  is  our  life,  shall  ap- 
pear, then  shall  we  also  appear  with  Him 
in  glory."  If  He  is  our  life  we  have  cer- 
tainly got  to  be  clean,  because  Christ 
Himself  is  clean  and  He  will  not  stay  in 
an  unclean  place,  and  if  He  is  our  life, 
He  will  appear  and  we  shall  appear  with 
Him  in  glory.  If  we  are  with  Christ  we 
will  not  do  any  of  the  worldly  things  like 
drinking,  cursing,  smoking  or  using  to- 
bacco in  any  form.  We  won't  use  the 
make-up  of  this  world,  but  will  leave  it 
all  behind. 

Some  women  and  girls  think  that  if 
they  are  not  painted  and  fixed  up  to  the 
top  notch  they  can't  go  anywhere.  People 
think  they  have  to  curse,  drink,  smoke 
and  gamble  to  be  in  society,  but  I'm 
telling  you,  we  can't  do  this  and  gi 
where  Jesus  is.  He  didn't  do  any  of  it 
when  He  was  here  on  this  earth  and  He 
won't  allow  anyone  who  does  it  to  enter 
into  heaven. 

The  Bible  teaches  us  that  everything 
will  be  clean  up  there  and  if  we  ever  ex- 
pect to  go  to  heaven  we  have  got  to  be 
clean  too.  Everyone  who  enters  then  will 
have  ..to  have  on  a  spotless  garment  and 
I'm  sure  that  if  we  do  the  things  of  thi-> 
world  our  garments  will  not  be  spotless. 
God  said  for  us  to  cleanse  ourselves  from 
all  the  filthiness  of  the  flesh,  and  if  us- 
ing tobacco  and  such  as  that  is  not  filthy 
I  don't  know  what  is.  He  said  for  us  to 
be  clean,  and  if  we  are  not  clean  He  wili 
say  to  us  on  the  day  of  judgment,  "De- 
part from  me,  I  never  knew  you."  I'm 
sure  that  will  be  an  awful  time  for  those 
who  are  unprepared  to  meet  God.  Heav- 
en is  cheap  at  any  cost,  so,  dear  sinners, 
let  me  beg  you  as  one  who  loves  your 
souls  to  come  across,  pay  the  price  and  let 
God  save  you  and  take  you  home  to  heav- 
en wnen  the  time  comes  for  you  to  leave 
this  world. 


"For  ye  are  dead,  and  your  life  is  hid 
with  Christ  in  God."  This  does  not  mean 
that  we  cease  breathing,  but  it  means 
that  we  are  dead  to  the  world  and  the 
things  of  the  world  and  are  living  for 
Christ  and  doing  the  things  He  wants  us 
to  do. 

"Mortify  therefore  your  members 
which  are  upon  the  earth;  fornication, 
uncleanness,  inordinate  affection,  evil 
concupiscence,  and  covetousness,  which  is 
idolatry."  God  wants  us  to  put  all  these 
things  away  from  us  and  turn  our  backs 
on  them  because  they  are  all  of  the  devil 
and  we  can't  serve  God  and  the  devil 
both.  If  we  are  going  to  serve  God  we 
can't  serve  the  devil,  and  if  we  are  going 
to  serve  the  devil  we  can't  expect  any 
blessings  from  God.  "For  which  things 
sake  the  wrath  of  God  cometh  on  the 
children  of  disobedience."  If  we  go  on 
and  disobey  God  and  do  the  things  of 
this  world,  God's  wrath  will  be  poured 
out  upon  us  and  we  will  be  punished  in 
some  way  for  disobeying  God.  When  it  is 
too  late,  we  will  see  our  mistake  and  beg 
God  for  mercy  but  it  will  be  no  use  be- 
cause He  said  His  Spirit  would  nor  al- 
ways strive  with  men,  and  His  Spirit  will 
have  ceased  striving  with  us  and  we  will 
have  to  go  down  into  the  fiery  lake  of 
hell  and  be  burned  and  tormented 
throughout  eternity,  when  we  could  have 
easily  obeyed  God  and  gone  to  heaven  to 
enjoy  the  things  He  is  preparing  for  those 
who  will  live  for  and  serve  Him. — Rubye 
Boone,  Lake  Park,  Ga. 

Where  There  is  no  Vision 

By  Mildred  Griifis 
B.  T.  S.  Student 

"Where  there  is  no  vision,  the  people 
perish:  but  he  that  keepeth  the  law,  hap- 
py is  he."  Prov.  29:18.  We  ask  ourselves 
the  question,  What  is  this  vision?  The 
vision  every  child  of  God  should  have 
today  is  of  poor  lost  souls  going  down 
to  destruction.  If  we  would  only  think 
of  the  great  number  dying  every  day 
without  God,  who  have  never  known  the 
joy  and  happiness  of  serving  a  true  and 
living  God.  If  we  could  only  wake  up  to 
the  fact  that  God  is  needing  you  and  me 
to  labor  for  His  cause.  "The  harvest  truly 
is  ripe  but   the  labourers  are  few." 

God  needs  more  young  people  to  put 
on  boldness  and  endure  hardships  and 
make  good  soldiers  for  His  cause.  Micah 
3:6  says,  "Therefore  night  shall  be  unto 
you,  that  ye  shall  not  have  a  vision." 
Every  one  of  us  should  pray  for  the  vis- 
ion of  the  lost.  O  God,  help  us  to  keep 


the  vision  of  the  unsaved  before  us.  Help 
us  to  see  our  duty  and  do  it. 

Paul  says  in  Acts  26:19,  "I  was  not 
disobedient  unto  the  heavenly  vision." 
And  in  Rom.  1:14  he  says,  "I  am  debtor 
both  to  the  Greeks,  and  to  the  Barbari- 
ans; both  to  the  wise,  and  to  the  un- 
wise." Therefore,  we  are  debtors  to  the 
world  today.  The  world  is  looking  for 
something  better  than  what  they  have. 
We  must  be  an  example  to  them.  If  we 
live  a  clean  life  unspotted  from  the 
world,  we  are  a  good  example  and  can 
help  bring  many  souls  to  Christ,  but  if 
we  neglect  to  pray  and  keep  the  vision 
before  us  we  will  be  a  hindrance  instead 
of  a  help.  "Where  there  is  no  vision  the 
people  perish."  If  there  is  no  vision,  there 
are  no  souls  being  saved. 

Dear  young  people  everywhere,  let's 
purpose  in  our  hearts  to  be  better  serv- 
ants for  the  Master  and  keep  this  vision 
of  the  lost  before  us,  so  that  we  may  say 
at  the  end  of  our  journey  as  Paul  said  just 
before  he  died,  "I  have  fought  a  good 
fight,  I  have  finished  my  course,  I  have 
kept  the  faith:  Henceforth  there  is  laid 
up  for  me  a  crown  of  righteousness, 
which  the  Lord,  the  righteous  judge,  shall 
give  me  at  that  day."  2  Tim.  4:7,  8. 

Please  pray  for  me,  everyene,  as  I  de- 
sire your  prayers. 

Give  Your  Heart  to  Jesus 

At  the  close  of  this  glad  day, 

When  the  shadows  are  drawing  near; 

Flow   we   welcome  everyone 
To  our  Y.  P.   E.  so  dear. 

Now  with  all  your  happy  smiles, 
And  faces  shining  bright; 
We   will  entertain  you 

In   our   Y.   P.   E.    tonight. 

Singing  so.^gs  about  our  Savior, 

Speaking  words  of  His  great  love; 

How  He  gave  His  life  to  save  you, 
And  has  prepared  a  home  above. 

And  now  if  you  will  just  be  faithful, 
And  ever  walk  in  His  great  light; 

Freely  give  your  heart  to  Jesus, 
In  our  Y.  P.  E.   tonight. 

Then  some  day  just  over  yonder. 
Where  the  sky  is  always  bright; 
You  will  see  the  blessed  Savior 

The  One  of  whom  we'll  learn  about, 
In  our  Y.   P.   E.   tonight. 

— Viola  Cassadv,  Davis,  W.  Va. 

Be  Cheerful 

As  you  travel  from  day  to  day, 

Scatter  sunshine  along  your  way. 
Forget   the  faults,  forget  the  wrongs, 
Forget    the   grudges   you   have   held    so 
long. 

(Continued  on  page  15) 
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Personal  Evangelism 


How    Charles    Spurgeon    Was 
Won 

Bertram  Williams 

A  dapper  young  lad  sixteen  years 
of  age  started  one  night  to  church  where 
he  might  meet  with  his  friends  for  a 
social  hour;  but  due  to  a  sudden  storm 
he  was  unable  to  make  his  way  down- 
town. A  nearby  Methodist  chapel  in  Lon- 
don attracted  his  attention.  He  entered 
the  little  door.  Eight  people  had  gathered 
for  the  meeting,  and  when  the  minister 
did  not  arrive,  a  swarthy  faced  and 
grimy  handed  blacksmith  arose  and  said 
that  he  would  read  and  speak  a  little  be- 
fore they  dismissed.  He  turned  to  Isaiah, 
"Look  unto  me  and  be  ye  saved,  all  the 
ends  of  the  earth,"  and  with  a  firm 
voice  touched  with  pathos,  he  went  to 
the  heart  of  the  verse,  and  invited  the 
young  man  to  seek  the  Lord. 

Among  other  things  he  said,  "Well,  a 
man  needn't  go  to  college  to  learn  to 
look.  Anyone  can  look.  You  may  be  a 
fool  and  yet  you  can  look.  You  will 
never  find  comfort  in  yourself.  Look  to 
Christ.  Young  man,  you  look  very  mis- 
erable. You  always  will  be  miserable,  if 
you  don't  obey  the  text;  but  if  you  obey 
now,  this  moment,  you  may  be  saved." 
The  boy  looked  at  once  and  was  saved. 
He  wrote  of  the  experience,  "I  could 
dance  all  the  way  home.  I  understand 
what  Bunyan  meant  when  he  declared 
that  he  wanted  to  tell  the  crows  on  the 
plowed  land  all  about  his  conversion." 

The  name  of  the  blacksmith  passed  in- 
to oblivion.  But  at  seventeen  the  lad  be- 
gan his  preaching  career.  When  twenty- 
one  he  was  called  to  a  London  pastorate. 
Before  this  he  had  already  preached  six- 
hundred  and  seventy  sermons.  He  be- 
came the  talk  of  the  citv,  and  thousands 
flocked  to  hear  him.  His  building  be- 
came far  too  small  to  accommodate  the 
crowds.  At  one  time  he  spoke  in  the 
Crystal  Palace  to  more  than  2  3,000  peo- 
ple. The  Metropolitan  Tabernacle  was 
built  by  his  congregation,  with  more  than 
a  million  folks  contributing  to  its  con- 
struction. 

During  his  3  8  years  in  the  London 
pastorate  he  baptized  and  took  into 
his  church  14,460  people.  By  all  methods 
it  is  estimated  that  he  took  20,000  into 
his  church  during  this  time.  He  said  he 
believed  that  there  was  not  a  seat  in  the 
Tabernacle  but  some  one  had  been  saved 
in  it.  When  he  died  the  membership  was 
5, 3 11.  With  all  this  work  he  conducted 
a  pastor's  college  for  the  training  of 
preachers;  opened  through  his  workers 
36  chapels  in  London;  conducted  an  or- 


phanage with  as  many  as  5  00  children 
in  it  at  one  time;  and  wrote  scores  of 
volumes.  It  is  true  that  his  sermons  have 
had  a  greater  sale  than  those  of  any 
preacher  in  the  Christian  era. 

The  lad,  who  became  the  sensation  of 
his  generation,  was  none  other  than 
Charles  Spurgeon;  but  the  name  of  his 
spiritual  father  is  unknown.  Doubtless 
the  smithy  achieved  nothing  else;  but  the 
one  convert  will  prepare  for  him  a 
mighty  reception  in  the  land  above. 
Horny  handed  he  was;  but  a  crown 
everlasting  will  be  placed  upon  the  brow 
of  this  personal  worker.  Preachers  will 
rise  up  and  call  him  blessed;  orphans  will 
sing  his  praise  in  heaven;  and  thousands 
will  thank  God  for  the  man  who  won 
their  spiritual  sire. 

Such  is  the  glory  of  the  man  who  wins 
his  one.  He  might  have  been  just  a  brush 
arbor  preacher,  but  he  won  a  fifteen- 
year-old  boy,  destined  to  become  James 
B.  Chapman,  write,  preacher,  leader.  It 
was  Averill  who  won  Chapman.  It  was 
just  a  little  Wesleyan  chapel  in  Notting- 
ham, England,  and  an  unmarked  minis- 
ter, but  his  life  was  holy  and  charged 
with  God,  and  in  his  visits  in  the  slum 
homes  of  the  city,  he  found  a  boy  named 
William.  At  grips  with  the  soul  of  the 
individual,  he  won  out  for  the  Lord.  A 
chapel  preacher  became  God's  instrument 
to  win  Wil'iam  Booth,  founder  of  the 
Salvation  Army.  Then  may  our  names  be 
unnoted  but  let  us  win  our  one  to  Jesur. 
by  the  personal  touch. — The  Young  Peo- 
ple's Journal. 

•'e     Jt-    -'e 

How  John  Wesley    Was    Won 

Bertram  Williams 

One  of  the  greatest  trophies  of  per- 
sonal evangelism  was  John  Wesley,  noted 
founder  of  the  Methodist  church.  As  a 
young  lad  John  attended  Oxford,  where 
he  became  a  youthful  instructor  in  Greek 
and  logic.  He  early  gave  himself  as  a 
missionary  and  sailed  to  Georgia  to  con- 
vert the  Indians,  and  as  he  expresses  it, 
"I  went  to  convert  the  Indains  who  my- 
self had  never  been  converted."  On  ship- 
board while  making  the  voyage,  during 
a  terrific  storm  he  noticed  a  number  of 
Moravians  calmly  singing  and  praying 
while  others,  even  the  sailors,  were  in  the 
clutches  of  a  dreadful  fear.  Conversation 
with  the  Moravians  convinced  him  that 
they  steadfastly  served  the  Master  in  a 
manner  wholly  foreign  to  himself. 

Spangenberg,  Moravian  pastor  in 
Georgia,  became  a  close  confidant  of  the 
Anglican  missionary  Wesley.  On  return- 
ing to  England,   John  met  another  Mo- 


ravian named  Peter  Bohler.  Bohler,  as  was 
his  life's  habit,  began  to  tell  Wesley  about 
the  deeper  things  of  the  Lord.  He  in- 
structed both  of  the  Wesleys,  Charles  and 
John,  in  piety,  perceiving  that  neither 
of  them  knew  the  Lord  in  His  convert- 
ing grace.  Several  long  journeys  were 
taken  in  and  about  London,  during  which 
time  Peter  continued  his  personal  work 
with  John.  Finally  Wesley  became  con- 
vinced that  he  had  never  been  converted, 
and  knew  nothing  of  the  experience  of 
soul  rest  of  his  Moravian  friend. 

Diligently  he  began  the  study  of  the 
Bible,  searching  out  those  truths  con- 
cerning conversion.  Later  he  sought  God 
as  his  personal  Savior.  At  times  despair 
would  overwhelm  him;  but  one  night  on 
May  24,  1737,  in  a  little  hall  off  Alders- 
gate  Street  in  London,  while  one  was 
reading  Luther's  Preface  to  the  Epistle 
to  Romans,  John's  search  suddenly  came 
to  an  end.  His  heart  was  "strangely 
warmed."  The  Methodist  revival  then  had 
its  birth.  Border's  personal  work  had  won. 
Though  the  name  of  that  insignificant 
Moravian  preacher  is  but  scarcely  known, 
that  of  his  famous  convert  is  a  household 
word. 

At  once  Wesley  began  preaching  "dead 
in  earnest."  He  was  forced  to  tell  the 
story  of  Jesus  from  his  father's  tomb- 
stone, for  the  churches  were  shut  to  him. 
In  nothing  daunted,  he  kept  true  to  that 
"strangely  warmed  heart  experience." 
Here  and  there  groups  arose  among  his 
converts,  which  were  organized  into 
classes.  Conferences  were  later  formed. 
Coke  was  ordained  as  superintendent  ot 
America;  later  he  laid  his  hands  on  As- 
bury  in  ordination,  and  he  became 
America's  prophet  of  the  long  trail. 
Methodism  was  in  full  swing.  Under  As- 
bury  alone  in  this  country  from  1771 
until  1816  Methodism  grew  from  300  to 
214,000.  All  this  came  about  through  a 
personal  worker,  Peter  Bohler. 

Wesley's  life  reads  like  fiction.  He 
preached  40,000  times;  rode  more  than 
200,000  miles — more  than  any  man  wh® 
bestrode  a  beast,  as  his  biographer  wrote. 
He  authored  more  than  200  books,  and 
became  the  father  of  the  world's  greatest 
revival.  He  ordained  more  than  six  hun- 
dred preachers  with  his  own  hands.  He 
gave  birth  to  a  great  movement  destined 
to  circle  the  globe  and  to  control  the 
centuries. 

Hail  then,  Peter  Bohler,  simple  hearted 
Moravian  preacher,  who  could  not  reach 
the  masses,  but  who  was  content  to  spend 
your  time  in  contact  with  unconverted 
Anglican  preachers,  and  by  personal  con- 
tact won  the  man  who  died  leaving  the 
world  "two  silver  teaspoons,  a  silver  tea- 
pot, a  well-worn  clerical  robe,"  and  the 
Methodist  church! 
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fy.  2\  (S.   Programs 

OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more   impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  in  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  bf 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
in    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
handed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach   a   sermon    in    a   Y.    P.    E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and 
accept    Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    friends. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:    "BLOOD  ATONEMENT" 

Scripture  text:    1   Peter   3:15. 
THOUGHTS   FOR   LEADER 

Every  man  should  be  able  to  give  a 
reason  for  the  hope  that  is  in  him.  No 
man  can  give  a  reason  for  his  hope  beyond 
the  grave,  who  is  a  stranger  to  the  blood 
of  Christ.  "For  it  is  the  blood  that  mak- 
eth  atonement  for  the  soul." 

The  first  portion  of  scripture  I  want  ro 
mention  is  from  the  first  book  of  the 
Bible — Genesis,  3:21.  "Unto  Adam  also 
and  to  his  wife  did  the  Lord  make  coats 
of  skin  and  clothed  them."  In  this  verse 
we  get  the  first  glimpse  of  the  blood. 
Surely  God  could  not  have  clothed  them 
with  the  skins  of  beasts  unless  they  had 
shed  blood.  It  was  a  case  of  the  innocent 
slain  for  the  guilty.  As  they  are  driven 
from  the  garden,  it  seems  I  can  hear 
Adam  saying  to  Eve,  "Well,  even  though 
God  has  driven  us  out  of  Eden,  He  loves 
us  and  this  coat,  as  a  covering  that  we 
may  not  see  our  nakedness,  is  a  token  of 
His  love." 

After  Adam  and  Eve  were  driven  out 
of  the  garden,  God  came  no  more  to  talk 


with  them  in  the  cool  of  the  day,  but 
immediately  God  had  marked  out  a  way 
that  man  might  come  to  Him. 

THE  ACCEPTABLE  SACRIFICE 

We  read  in  Gen.  4:4,  5,  "And  Abel, 
he  also  brought  of  the  firstlings  of  his 
flock  and  of  the  fat  thereof.  And  the 
Lord  had  respect  unto  Abel  and  to  his 
offering.  But  unto  Cain  and  to  his  of- 
fering he  had  not  respect." 

Here  we  see  two  boys,  both  of  the 
same  parents,  both  brought  up  outside 
the  garden  of  Eden,  both  brought  up 
under  the  same  teaching  and  the  same 
influence.  And  we  find  no  difference  be- 
tween these  two  boys  until  they  go  to 
offer  sacrifice  unto  the  Lord.  When  Abel 
came  with  his  sacrifice,  he  came  God's- 
way,  with  a  bloody  sacrifice  and  was  ac- 
cepted. Cain  came  his  own  way  and  was 
rejected. 

Many  today  are  trying  to  find  peace 
with  God  by  coming  their  own  way, 
bringing  of  the  works  of  their  hands  or  a 
little  of  their  money.  You  can  not  buy  or 
merit  your  way  into  the  kingdom.  Those 
who  come  this  way  are  rejected,  but  those 
who  come  God's  way,  repent  and  plead 
His  atoning  blood,  God  accepts. 

From  this  time  down  through  the 
ages,  there  have  been  Abelites  and  Cain- 
ites.  The  Abelites  come  by  the  way  of 
the  blood.  The  Cainites  come  their  own 
way.  They  want  to  do  away  with  the 
blood  doctrine.  "Any  religion  that  makes 
light  of  the  blood  is  of  the  devil." 

SECOND  DISPENSATION 

Now,  this  has  been  a  small  view  of 
the  first  dispensation.  The  second  is  also 
founded  upon  the  blood.  Gen.  8:20. 
"And  Noah  builded  an  altar  unto  the 
Lord;  and  took  of  every  clean  beast,  and 
of  every  clean  fowl;  and  offered  burnt- 
offerings  on  the  altar."  The  first  thing 
Noah  does  is  to  shed  blood  for  an  offer- 
ing, thus  putting  blood  between  him  and 
his  sins.  And  all  God's  people  have 
walked  that  way  ever  since.  For  it  is  the 
blood  that  maketh  atonement  for  the 
soul. 

THE  BLOOD  AS  A  TOKEN 
Let  us  turn  next  to  Exodus  12:13, 
where  God  puts  all  Israel,  a  whole  nation, 
behind  the  blood.  "And  the  blood  shail 
be  to  you  for  a  token  upon  the  houses 
where  ye  are;  and  when  I  see  the  blood, 
I  will  pass  over  you,  and  the  plague  shall 
not  be   upon   you  to  destroy  you." 

If  we  had  been  in  Egypt  at  that  time 
and  had  taken  a  little  trip  through  the 
land  of  Goshen,  we  would  have  found  a 
happy  people.  It  was  not  the  crack  of 
the  lash  nor  the  cruel  hand  of  the  task- 
masters that  caused  them  to  rejoice,  but  it 
was  because  they  knew  they  were  behind 
the  blood,  and  God's  smile  and  approval 
was  upon  them.  It  matters  not  how  hard 
the  task,  or  how  heavy     the  load,     nor 


how  great  the  persecution,  if  we  keep 
close  to  the  Master.  Through  faith  in  His 
atoning  blood,  we  will  go  through  re- 
joicing. 

It  seems  I  can  see  some  of  those  great 
Egyptians  as  they  rode  through  Goshen 
at  that  time  and  Pharaoh  with  them. 
And  when  they  saw  those  Israelites 
sprinkling  blood  on  the  door  posts,  I  hear 
them  laughing  and  jeering,  and  saying, 
What  foolishness.  But  the  night  the  death 
angel  went  through  the  land,  it  was  the 
blood  that  kept  him  from  the  homes  of 
Goshen. 

APPLYING  THE  BLOOD 
Turn  for  a  moment  with  me  to  Lev. 
8:23,  "And  he  slew  it;  and  Moses  took 
of  the  blood  of  it,  and  put  it  upon  the 
tip  of  Aaron's  right  ear,  and  upon  the 
thumb  of  his  right  hand,  and  upon  the 
great  toe  of  his  right  foot." 

Blood  upon  the  ear,  that  man  may  hear 
the  voice  of  God.  When  Moses  was  on 
Sinai,  the  people  heard  God's  voice  and 
said  it  thundered.  They  did  not  know 
the  difference.  Before  I  was  converted,  I 
heard  people  testify  that  they  were  talk- 
ing with  God  and  God  was  talking  with 
them.  I  could  not  understand  how  this 
could  be  possible,  but  when  the  blood  was 
applied,  1  could  hear  and  know  the  voice 
of  God.  Jesus  says,  "My  sheep  know  my 
voice."  With  most  people,  what  goes  in 
at  the  ear  romes  out  at  the  mouth,  and 
to  hear  and  know  the  voice  of  God  is 
to  testify  to  the  glory  of  God  and  the 
power  in  the  blood. 

Blood  upon  the  hand,  that  a  man  may 
work  for  God.  Preacher  or  people  who 
think  they  are  working  for  God,  and  yet 
ignoring  the  blood  are  deceiving  their 
own  souls.  If  the  devil  can  get  you  to  be- 
lieve you  are  doing  exploits  for  God  with- 
out having  the  blood  applied  he  is  well 
pleased.  "Therefore  it  is  no  great  thing  if 
his  ministers  (the  devils)  also  be  trans- 
formed as  the  ministers  of  righteousness," 
2   Cor.    11:1  J. 

Blood  upon  the  foot  is  to  walk  with 
God.  God  did  not  walk  with  the  Israel- 
ites ustil  the  blood  was  sprinkled  in 
Goshen  according  to  His  Word.  Then 
God  went  with  them  out  of  Egypt, 
through  the  Red  Sea,  through  Jordan, 
around  Jericho,  and  as  long  as  they  were 
obedient  and  walked  with  God,  God 
walked  with  them.  And  God  will  walk 
with  every  blood-washed  sinner,  and  give 
victory. 

There  are  many  other  pictures  of  the 
blood  in  the  Old  Testament,  but  we  will 
notice  a  few  things  the  New  Testament 
teaches.  Read  the  following  scriptures: 
Heb.  9:13,  14;  1  Peter  1:18;  Eph.  1:7; 
Rom.  5:9;  Acts  20:28;  Eph.  2:13;  1 
Peter   1:19;   1  John  1:7. 

ILLUSTRATION 

A  certain  man  lay  upon  his  death-bed 
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gradually  sinking  away.  The  wife,  being 
a  Christian,  kept  calling  Christian  work- 
ers and  ministers  to  pray  and  talk  with 
him  about  his  soul.  But  he  would  always 
say,  "I  have  always  worked  hard,  at- 
tended my  own  business,  was  always 
good  to  my  family,  paid  my  debts  and 
robbed  no  man.  Therefore  I  stand  as  good 
a  chance  as  anybody,"  until  one  day  a 
little  old  woman  went  in  to  see  him.  Be- 
fore she  went  into  the  room,  she  prayed 
that  she  might  say  something  that  would 
stir  his  heart.  After  talking  with  the 
man  for  a  few  minutes  she  said, 
"Brother,  did  you  ever  think  of  heaven?" 
He  said,  "Yes,  it  must  be  a  wonderful 
place,  I  believe  there  will  be  lots  of 
music  and  singing  there."  She  said  to 
him,  "What  do  you  think  they  are  going 
to  sing  about?"  He  said,  "Oh,  I  never 
thought  of  that."  She  said,  "Let  us  open 
the  Bible  and  see  what  they  are  going  to 
sing."  So  she  opened  to  Revelation  and 
read,  "And  they  sing  the  song  of  Moses 
and  the  Lamb.''  "And  they  sang  a  new 
song,  saying,  Thou  wast  slain,  and  has  re- 
deemed us  to  God  by  thy  blood,  out  of 
every  kindred,  and  tongue,  and  people, 
and  nation,  and  hast  made  us  unto  our 
God  kings  and  priests."  She  then  turned 
to  him  and  said;  "What  are  you  going 
to  sing  about?"  He  thought  a  moment, 
then  said,  "I  won't  have  any  song,  will 
I?  My  moral  life  will  not  take  me  there. 
I  must  have  the  blood."  And  that  faith- 
ful little  woman  pointed  him  to  the 
Lamb  of  God  that  taketh  away  the  sins 
of  the  world.  He  died  with  a  lively  hope 
and  a  new  song  upon  his  lips. 
*    *    * 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:     "THINGS   WORTH    KNOW- 
ING ABOUT  THE  BIBLE 

Scripture  Lesson:  Psa.    119:9-16. 

Note:  We  are  giving  in  this  lesson  ma- 
terial for  a  program  on  the  Bible  hoping 
that  it  may  stimulate  Bible  study  among 
our  young  people.  We  would  suggest  to 
the  leader  that  you  use  "What  the  Bible 
means  to  me  alphabetically,"  by  distrib- 
uting them  among  your  members  and  call 
for  them  by  letter.  Use  other  material 
given  as  you  see  best.  You  might  offer 
a  prize  for  the  one  who  gives  the  largest 
number  by  memory. 

WHAT  THE  BIBLE  IS  TO  ME 
ALPHABETICALLY 

The  Bible  is  to  me — 

A — The  Book  of  Authority.  It  is  the 
authority  on  God,  man,  sin,  salvation, 
heaven  and  immortality. 

B — The  Book  of  Books.  "Bring  me  the 
Book,"  said  Sir  Walter  Scott.  "Which 
book?"  asked  his  attendant.  "There  is  bur 
one  Book,"  was  the  reply. 

C — The  Book  of  Christ.  Christ  is  the 
center  and  circumference  of  the  Bible. 
He  is  its  light  and  power,  its  hope  and 


peace  for  mankind. 

D — The  Book  of  Directions.  It  tells 
the  way  to  success,  to  real  wealth,  to 
happiness,  to  God  and  heaven.  Jesus  is  the 
way. 

E — The  Book  of  Eternity.  Its  begin- 
ning touches  eternity  past,  and  its  end- 
ing touches  eternity  future.  It  is  both 
timeless  and   time-ful. 

F — The  Book  of  Faith.  It  tells  what 
faith  is,  what  it  does.  It  tells  of  the  he- 
roes of  faith,  and  the  glories  of  a  life  of 
faith  in  God. 

G — The  Book  of  God.  It  reveals  God, 
His  personality,  His  love,  His  power,  His 
purpose  in  the  world,  His  redemption  and 
His  home  on  high. 

FI — The  Book  of  Heaven.  It  is  of  heav- 
en, it  stoops  heaven  to  earth,  and  it  lifts 
earth  to  heaven.  Its  religion  is  the  re- 
ligion of  heaven. 

I — The  Book  of  Inspiration.  It  is  God- 
inspired,  and  it  inspires  men.  "How  pre- 
cious is  the  Book,  by  inspiration   given." 

J — The  Book  of  Joy.  It  tells  of  the  joy 
of  the  Lord,  the  joy  of  salvation,  the  joy 
of  service,  the  joy  unspeakable  and  full 
of  glory. 

K — The  Book  of  Knowledge.  It  tells 
of  the  knowledge  that  is  highest,  the 
knowledge  of  Him  in  whom  are  hid  all 
the    treasures  of   wisdom. 

L — The  Book  of  Life.  It  reveals  eter- 
nal life,  abundant  life,  and  it  is  itself  a 
life-giving  Book,  its  truths  are  life-filled. 

M — The  Book  of  Miracles.  It  is  itself 
a  miracle  of  unity  in  diversity.  It  records 
miracles,  and  it  works  spiritual  miracles 
today. 

N— The  Book  of  the  New  Birth.  "Ye 
must  be  born  again,"  it  says.  It  tells 
how  ye  are  born  anew,  and  if  we  are  in 
Christ  we  are  new  creatures. 

O — The  Book  of  Obligations.  It  tells 
us  our  obligations  to  God,  to  each  other 
and  to  ourselves.  It  gives  the  rewards  of 
duties  done. 

P — The  Book  of  Prayers.  The  prayer 
of  Solomon  and  the  prayer  of  Jesus  we 
find  here,  and  God's  answers  to  the 
prayers  of   His   believing   people. 

Q — The  Book  of  Questions.  Great 
questions  there  are:  "What  think  ye  of 
Christ?"  "What  shall  I  do  then  with 
Jesus?"  "Where  art  thou?" 

R — The  Book  of  Religion.  Other  books 
of  religion  there  are,  but  this  is  the  ex- 
clusive book  on  the  only  religion  that 
came  from  heaven. 

S — The  Book  of  Salvation.  It  tells  of 
Jesus  in  whom  alone  is  salvation.  It  says, 
"Neither  is  there  salvation  in  any  other." 

T — The  Book  of  Thanksgiving.  It 
rings  with  the  spirit  of  thanksgiving. 
"Enter  into  his  gates  with  thanksgiving." 
"Be  thankful  unto  him." 

U — The  Book  of  Unity.  Written  by 
forty  different   writers,      through    1,600 


years  of  time,  yet  unified  in  one  person- 
ality, Jesus.  Wonderful! 

V — The  Book  of  Voices.  The  voice  of 
God,  of  praise,  of  conscience,  of  duty,  of 
the  Spirit — these  are  heard,  and  we  see 
people  obeying. 

W— The  Book  of  Worship.  It  tells  us 
the  nature  and  glory  of  worship,  the 
greatest  and  highest  act  of  the  soul  on 
earth  or  in  heaven. 

X — I  let  X  stand  for  the  unknown 
quantity,  for  the  unknown  answers  to 
questions  and  problems,  whose  solutions 
are  reserved  for  heaven. 

Y — The  Book  of  Youth.  Jesus  was  a 
young  man.  The  apostles  were  young 
men.  Youthfulness  and  vigor  thrill  its 
truths  and  purposes. 

Z — The  Book  of  Zeal.  It  tells  of  the 
zeal  and  enthusiasm  that  marked  the 
Master,  the  prophets  and  apostles.  It  in- 
spires zeal  today.  Therefore  commit  it, 
admit  it,  submit  to  it,  transmit  it. 
— Henry  E.  Hodge,  in  The  Watchman- 
Examiner. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:     "A   COMFORTING   CON- 
SUMMATION" 

Scripture  Lesson:   First  Thess.    5. 
THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER 

The  Apostle  in  closing  this  letter  gives 
them  to  understand  that  the  Lord  will 
come  suddenly,  and  encourages  them  to 
maintain  their  walk  of  separation  in  view 
of  that  solemn  consummation.  The  Lord 
shall  come  "as  a  thief"  in  the  night.  No 
dates  mentioned,  so  that  His  people 
should  be  always  ready  to  hear  His  call. 
The  children  of  "light  in  the  Lord," 
should  walk  as  children  of  the  Light. 
The  High  Priest,  when  he  went  into  the 
Holiest  of  all,  carried  on  his  breast  the 
names  of  the  tribes  of  Israel.  Our  Sav- 
ior Christ  carries  our  names  on  His 
heart,  and  ever  liveth  "to  make  inter- 
cession for  us."  We,  too,  must  put  on 
the  "breastplate  of  faith  and  love;  and 
for  an  helmet,  the  hope  of  salvation." 
Thus  clad  and  equipped,  we  shall  stand 
and  withstand   in   the  evil  day. 

God  has  appointed  us  to  obtain  salva- 
tion, and  therefore  we  shall  be  given 
grace  to  continue  faithful  unto  the  end. 
Whether  we  wake  or  sleep,  we  shall  be 
the   Lord's. 

1.  The  Sudden  Appearance  of  the 
Savior    (v.   2). 

2.  The  Striking  Analogy  of  Separa- 
tion (v.  5). 

3.  The  splendid  Armor  of  the  Saved 
(v.    8). 

4.  The  Special  Appointment  of  Sal- 
vation   (v.  9). 

5.  The  Sweet  Accompaniment  of  the 
Savior  (v.  10). 

Note  also — 

1.  The  Sign  of  the  Christ  life  (v.  16). 
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Rejoicing. 

2.  The  Secret  of  the  Christ  life  (v. 
17).  Prayer. 

3.  The  Strength  of  the  Christ  life  (v. 
18).   Submission. 

4.  The  Satisfaction  of  the  Christ  life 
(v.    22).   Abstention. 

5.  The  Security  of  the  Christ  life  (v. 
23,  24).   Sanctification. 

Note  also — 

1.  A  Precious  Relationship  (v.  23): 
"God  of  peace  Himself." 

2.  A  Powerful  Operation:    "Sanctify." 

3.  A  Perfecting  Consummation: 
"Wholly." 

4.  A  Pleasing  Intercession:  "I  pray*** 
your  whole  spirit." 

5.  A  Princely  Manifestation:  "The 
coming  of  our  Lord  Jesus." 

Note:  Select  about  four  speakers  and 
give  one  of  them  the  first  group  of  sub- 
jects to  speak  from.  Give  another  per- 
son the  second  group  of  subjects  and  an- 
other person,  the  third  group  of  sub- 
jects. Ask  the  fourth  person  to  give  the 
closing  message  on  the  lesson  as  a  whole. 
Have  plenty  of  good  songs  appropriate 
for   the   subject. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Top1C:  "THINKING  THINGS 
"THROUGH" 

Scripture:  Luke  14:28-30;  Prov.  16: 
22-25. 

THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER 

Ever  since  the  days  of  Jesus  people 
have  been  putting  their  hands  to  the 
plow  and  turning  back,  laying  the  foutir- 
dation  for  a  house  and  failing  to  build 
thereon.  One  of  the  common  failings  is 
to  start  a  thing  and  not  finish  it.  It  is 
not  surprise,  therefore,  to  find  a  great 
many  people  who  fail  to  think  their  way 
through  to  a  final  conclusion.  Persis- 
tence in  thought  is  as  essential  as  per- 
sistence in  other  things.  It  is  said  that  an 
Englishman  and  a  Frenchman  were  dis- 
cussing the  comparative  merits  of  Brit- 
ish and  French  soldiers.  The  Frenchman 
said,  "The  French  soldier  is  the  bravest 
soldier  in  the  world."  The  Englishman  re- 
plied, "It  may  be  that  the  French  sol- 
dier is  the  bravest  in  the  world,  but  the 
British  soldier  is  brave  for  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  longer  than  any  soldier  on 
earth."  Hanging  on  just  a  little  longer 
than  others  is  one  of  the  essentials  of 
great  and  full  thinking  as  well  as  of 
brave  fighting. 

SHALLOW  THINKING 

Much  that  passes  for  thought  is  little 
more  than  the  expression  of  first  or  sur- 
face ideas.  Dr.  Lewis  Perry,  principal  of 
Phillips  Exeter  Academy,  says  that  he 
frequently  asks  boys,  "What  are  the 
Seniors  in  school  thinking  about?"  He 
usually  receives  this  reply,  "Why,  Mr. 
Perry,    most    of    us    are    not    thinking    at 


all."  His  comment  is,  "The  young  men 
and  women  in  our  colleges  today  do  not 
find  in  college,  as  a  rule,  the  impulse  to 
meditate,  to  find  or  even  seriously  to  seek 
their  way  through  the  problems  of  life." 
Bertrand  Russell  says,  "Men  fear 
thought,  as  they  fear  nothing  else  on 
earth — more  than  ruin,  more  even  than 
death."  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  once  said, 
"There  is  no  expedient  to  which  a  man 
will  not  resort  to  avoid  the  real  labor  of 
thinking."  A  careful  look  into  our  own 
mind  will,  doubtless,  convince  us  ci  the 
truth  of   both  utterances. 

THINKING  THROUGH 

Reading  books  is  a  worthy  occupa- 
tion. But  thinking  thoughts,  provoked 
by  books  read,  and  thinking  them 
through  is  worthier.  Most  of  us  accept 
what  is  read  instead  of  carrying  on  our 
own  thoughts  about  what  is  read 
through  to  their  conclusion.  Few  things 
are  needed  more,  in  these  days  when  so 
many  kinds  of  people  are  throwing  out  so 
many  kinds  of  half-baked  ideas,  than 
thinking  through  to  the  end.  Scientific 
thought  and  religious  thought  play  on 
the  outskirts  of  things.  Psychologists 
take  one  phase  of  truth  and  exaggerate 
it  out  of  all  proportion,  refusing  to  bal- 
ance it  up  with  other  truths  of  equai 
value.  If  one  thinks  his  way  through  to 
the  end  he  usually  ends  in  safe,  sound, 
practical,  helpful  truths,  truths  substan- 
tiated   by    the    experience    of    the       race. 

Thought  is  a  means  to  an  end,  not  in 
end  in  itself.  It  is  supposed  to  give  us 
truth  by  which  to  live,  to  act  out.  When 
thinking  prevents  such  living,  such  ac- 
tion, it  may  well  be  called  over-thinking. 
The  end  of  thought  is  truth  and  the 
function  of  truth  is  to  help  us  live  wise- 

ly- 

Behold  the  ant,  Prov.  6:6-8. 

Thoughtlessness,  Prov.  22:3. 

Look  to  the  end,  Mark   8:3  6. 

Shallow  impulse,  Luke  9:57-62. 

Nehemiah's  survey,  Neh.  2:11-18. 

We  are  able,  Matt.   20:22,   23. 

Suggestion  for  meeting:  In  prepara- 
tion for  the  meeting  let  the  leader  ask  a 
selected  group  of  young  people,  "What 
are  you  thinking  about  these  days?"  and 
carefully  record  their  answers.  Let  these 
answers  be  the  basis  for  the  discussions  in 
the  meeting. 

A   Y.  P.  E.    Play 
"BOB  CHANGES  HIS  MIND" 

Beatrice  Roberts 

Jane  looks  at  her  watch,  picks  up  her 
purse  to  go,  speaking  as  she  does  so: 
"Well,  it's  about  time  for  Y.  P.  E.  1 
guess  I  had  better  go  if  I  am  going  to 
stop  for  Mae."  (She  walks  along  and 
knocks  on  Mae's  door.) 

(Mae,  opening  door) — "Hello,  Jane,  I 


am  so  glad  to  see  you.  Here,  have  a  chair 
what's  all  the  news?" 

Jane — "Nothing  new  that  I  know  of 
I  am  on  my  way  to  Y.  P.  E.  and  though 
I  would  stop  and  see  if  you  were  going.' 

Mae — "I  guess  not,  Jane.  I  would  lit 
to  go  but  I  have  some  work  I  want  ti 
finish    tonight." 

Jane — "Mae,  do  you  think  Jesus  wouli 
take  an  excuse  like  that?  You  used  d 
never  miss  Y.  P.  E.  but  you  haven't  beei 
one  time  since  you  and  Bob  married, 
believe  there  is  some  other  reason  thai 
the  weak  little  excuses  you  always  offe 
for  you  once  loved  the  Y.  P.  E.  and  ha< 
the  work  so  much  at  heart.  Tell  me,  Mae 
is  there  anything  wrong?"  (Mae  begin 
to  cry.  Jane  goes  to  her  side  and  puts  he 
hand  on  her  arm.)  "Listen  Mae,  I'm  you 
friend,  if  there  is  any  way  I  can  hel] 
you  I  would  be  glad  to.  Don't  cry  now 
I  didn't  mean  to  hurt  you.  I  was  onr; 
trying  to  wake  you  up  to  your  duty  & 
our  Y.  P.  E." 

Mae — "I  know  it,  Jane,  but  I  was  a 
sad.  Bob  and  I  have  been  married  twi 
months  and  every  Friday  night  I  hav 
begged  him  to  go  to  Y.  P.  E.  with  m 
but  he  refuses  and  will  not  agree  for  m 
to  go  with  any  one  else." 

Jane — thoughtfully — "I  see.  I  though 
there  was  something  else." 

Mae — "Oh,  I  don't  mean  that  Bob  l 
mean  or  anything.  He  just  don't  un 
demand.  He  has  never  been  to  Y.  P.  E 
and  he  only  knows  what  others  say  abou 
it." 

Jane — "And  some  people  don't  like  i 
and  have  said  something  that  wasn' 
right." 

Mae — "You  know  how  old  Brothe 
Shelley  is.  He's  a  good  old  man  but  jus 
don't  understand  young  people,  he  is  ver 
bitter  about  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  has  sue! 
a  great  influence  over  Bob.  Why  when  w 
had  our  old  folks  program  in  behalf  o 
our  aged  ministers  he  had  some  might; 
hard  things  to  say  about  making  actresse 
out  of  our  young  people  and  turning  th 
church  into  a  show  room,  and  Bob  think 
that  because  I  am  young  I  am  just  car 
ried  away  with  the  wrong  thing  and  wil 
soon  see  where  it  is  leading  to." 

Jane — "And   Brother   Shelley   has   suci 
an   influence  over  Bob   that   he   will   no 
go   and   see   for   himself.    (She  pauses.) 
wonder  if  there  is  not  some  way  we  couk 
get  Bob  to  go  just  one  time." 

Mae — "If  we  could  get  him  to  go  onl; 
one  time  I'm  sure  he  would  never  mis 
another  Y.  P.  E.  service.  I'll  tell  yoi 
what,  Jane.  He  thinks  a  lot  of  you,  yoi 
see  if  you  can  get  him  to  go." 

Jane — I'll  do  my  best,  Mae." 

Mae — "Here  he  comes  now.  I  do  hop< 
he  will  go." 

(Bob  enters) — Hello,   girls,   who      an 
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you  plotting  against  this  time? 
Mae — "You,  of  course." 


Bob — "I      might       have 
What's  it   all  about?" 


known       it. 


you 
You 


Jane — "We  want  you  to  go  to  Y.  P. 
E.  with  us  tonight.  You  have  never  been 
with  us." 

Bob — "No,  and  as  long  as  they  have 
things  like  they  do  now  I  don't  intend 
to  go." 

Mae   (pleadingly) — "Now  Bob." 

Jane — "Tell  me,  Bob,  how  do 
know  what  goes  on  down  there? 
have   never   been   to   see." 

Bob — "But  Brother  Shelley  has  told  me 
plenty  and  I  don't  want  to  get  mixed  up 
in  it." 

Jane — "But  why  take  Brother  Shelley's 
word  against  all  of  ours?  He  is  the  only 
one  that  says  such  things." 

Bob — "Well,  he  is  the  oldest  Church  of 
God  member  around  here  and  he  ought 
to  know  more  about  it  than  any  one 
else." 

Jane — "Listen  Bob,  I  don't  want  to 
get  in  an  argument  but  I  do  want  you 
to  see  that  our  Y.  P.  E.  is  for  the  welfare 
of  our  young  people.  Why  it  has  been 
the  cause  of  many  being  saved  around 
here.  Just  think  for  one  minute,  Bob,  our 
young  people  are  shouting  the  victory. 
Yovt  were  at  the  Assembly  last  year  when 
God  put  His  approval  on  our  Y.  P.  E. 
program  and  heard  the  wonderful  mes- 
sage given  out,  so  how  can  you  harden 
your  heart  when  you  have  only  one 
man's  word  for  all  that's  been  said?" 

Bob — "That  is  something  to  think 
about,  Jane.  I  had  never  looked  at  it  that 
way  before." 

Mae  (anxiously) — "Oh,  Bob,  will  you 
go  just  tonight?" 

Jane — "I'll  tell  you  what,  Bob,  if  you 
will  go  tonight  I'll  never  ask  you  to  go 
again  if  you  don't  want  to  go  back." 

Bob — "That's  fair  enough,  wait  until 
I  get  my  hat  and  I'll  go." 

(He  goes  out.) 

Mae — "O  Jane,  I  believe  this  is  the 
happiest  I've  ever  been." 

(All  three  go  out.  Curtain  closes  and 
a  Y.  P.  E.  program  can  be  carried  out 
here.)         (Curtain  closes.) 

(Curtain  opens.) 

All  three  come  on  platform  as  though 
they  were  walking  home  together.  They 
stop  and — 

(Jane  speaks) — "Well,  I  guess  this  is 
where  we  part.  That  was  a  fine  Y.  P.  E. 
service."  (She  looks  at  Bob.)  "Well,  Bob, 
what's  the  verdict?  Do  you  go  again  or 
stay  at  home?" 

Bob — "You  were  right,  Jane.  I  never 
intend   to  miss  a   chance  to   go  to  Y.   P. 


E.  1  may  not  take  a  leading  part  like  the 
others  but  I  intend  to  be  there  any  way." 

Jane — "Well,  let's  always  remember 
the  little  slogan  in  the  Lighted  Pathway: 
'I'm  only  one,  but  I  am  one.  I  can  not 
do  everything  but  what  I  can  do  I  ought 
to  do,  and  by  the  grace  of  God  I  will  do 
it.'  " 

Mae — "Thar  is  right,  Bob,  we  can  on!)' 
do  our  best,  then  God  will  finish  the 
rest." 

Jane — "Let's  all  repeat  our  Y.  P.  E. 
motto  together,  "I  can  do  all  things 
through  Christ  which  strengthened! 
me,"  Phil.  4:13.  Let's  try  as  never  be- 
fore to  co-operate  and  always  be: 

Ready  to  sing,  ready  to  speak, 

Ready  our  place  to  fill; 

Ready  to  pray,  ready  to  shout, 

Ready  to  do  His  will. 

Ready  to  go,  ready  to  warn, 

Ready  oe'r  souls  to  yearn; 

Ready  to  fight  till  the  victory's  won. 

Ready  with   flag  unfurled. 

Ready  to  lift   the  standard  high, 
Of  holiness  unto  the  Lord; 
Ready  to  yield  my  members  all 
Unto  the  will  of  the  Lord." 

BE  CHEERFUL 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

Be  kind  to  everyone  you  meet, 

Along    the    highway,      or    along       the 
street. 
Don't  ever  frown,  but  always  smile, 
So   your   life   to   others   may   be   worth 
while. 

Just  one  little  smile  may  keep  back  a  tear, 
And  carry  happiness  throughout  the 
year. 

Don't  care  what  the  world  thinks  of  you, 
God  knows  every  kind  act   you  do. 

— Hazel  Stover. 


A  Call  for  Missionaries 

In  some  far  distant  land, 

There's  some  one  longing  to  shake  your 
hand ; 
Go  to  the  field,  and  form  a  band, 

Of    willing    workers    that   are   able    to 
stand. 

Everywhere  there's  a  work  to  do, 

Be  it  great  or  small; 
God  may  just  put  the  task  on  you, 

For  its  not  required  for  all. 

It   makes   no    difference   if   you're    across 
the  sea, 
You'll  have  a  crown  in  Eternity; 
For  the  work  that  you  have  done, 
At   the   setting  of   the   sun. 

— Lillian  Ledbetter. 


Flowers  Over  There 

Della  Hyberger 

Shall   I    find    flowers    round   my   mansion 

door, 
When   I   have   crossed   to      the     heavenly 

shore; 
To  that  land  where  we'll  part  no  more, 
Shall  I  find  flowers  at  my  mansion  door? 

Flowers  with  fragrance  sweet,  with  color 

so  fair, 
Growing  to  brighten  my  home  over  there; 
Yes,  I  believe  when  I  reach  my  mansion 

door, 
I'll  find  beautiful  flowers  that  fade  never 

more. 

My  Savior  gave  me  a  glimpse  last  night, 
Of  a  beautiful  mansion  fair,  and  bright; 
Sweet  flowers  were  swaying  in  the  breeze, 
And  sunlight  gleamed  in  beautiful  tree.-:. 

There  are  beautiful  places  in  this  world 
below, 

Sometimes  covered  with  flowers,  some- 
times snow; 

But  I  know  nothing  here  can  ever  com- 
pare, 

With  what  I  saw  last  night  round  my 
mansion  over  there. 

Remember  Thy  Creator  in  the 
Days  of  Thy  Youth 

Composed  Oct.   16,  1936 

Have  you  found   the  Savior 

Precious    to  your  soul; 
To  guide  your  youthful  footsteps 

And  cheer  you  when  you're  old? 

In   Him   you'll   find  great   consolation, 
A  companion  for  every  need; 

He'll  guide  your  youthful  footsteps, 
And  help  you  sow  good  seed. 

When  youth  makes  life's  vocation, 

What  path  will  you  choose? 
If  you  seek  the  comfort  of  this  world, 

Destruction  you'll  reap  and  life  you'll 
lose. 

When  you're  seeking  for  a  companion, 
Do  you  take  the  Guide  along; 

To  choose  for  you  a  friend  in  Christ, 
Who'll  never  treat  you  wrong? 

When  you're  sad  and  your  heart  is  ach- 
ing, 
You're  seeking  rest  and  finding  none; 
Just  remember  how   the  scripture  says, 
Serve-God-while-you're-young. 

— Elsie  Tinsley. 


Not  one  Quaker  has  been  on  govern- 
ment relief  during  the  depression,  it  is 
learned  from  a  reliable  source.  One  of  this 
group's  religious  tenets  being  the  care  of 
those  in  unfortunate  circumstances,  the 
Quakers  have  provided  for  their  own 
poor,  independent  of  the  government's  re- 
lief plans. — War  Cry. 
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ADDA'S  WRONG    CHOICE 

l  Continued  from  page  3) 

son! 

The  recognition  was  mutual,  and  Adda 
drew  to  the  curb.  She  was  surprised  at 
her  own  feelings.  They  were  a  mixture 
of  pleasure  and  regret.  She  felt  that  she 
must  appear  cordial! 

"This  is  great,"  cried  Clara,  when 
Adda  had  explained  the  situation.  "The 
girls  are  coming  over  for  bridge  this  af- 
ternoon. Marylon  Gordon  can't  come  so 
we  are  one  short.  That  breaks  up  a  table, 
so  you  will  fit  in  just  right.  Suppose  we 
lunch  at  the  Woman's  City  Club  and 
then  you  take  me  out." 

This  program  did  not  appeal  to  Adda. 
Her  conscience  protested,  but — reluctant- 
ly— she  yielded. 

At  the  Club  Adda  was  surprised  to  see 
the  number  of  young  women  who  smoked 
after  the  meal-    The  air  was  fairly  blue. 

With  a  start  she  realized  that  Clara 
was  holding  out  a  silver  case  and  saying 
to  her,  "Have  a  cig?" 

"N-o-o,"  she  stammered,  "Thank  you, 
but  I  haven't  learned  yet." 

"I  didn't  know  there  was  one  left  that 
didn't  use  them,  unless  it's  Helen  Nelson. 
She  is  too  snobbish  for  our  crowd,"  said 
Clara,  indifferently. 

At  the  bridge  party  Adda  met  sonic 
of  the  old  bunch  of  girls  that  she  had 
known  before  going  away  to  school.  This 
was  her  first  real  contact  with  them  since 
coming  back  to  the  city  to  live.  It  was 
brought  home  to  her  very  forcibly  that 
there  was  a  strong  contrast  between  her 
college  life  and  her  home  life — and  this. 

The  girls  not  only  smoked  cigaret  after 
cigaret  but  the  cocktails  were  passed  and 
they  drank  freely.  Adda  refused,  of 
course,  but  the  ridicule  and  the  gibes 
became  more  pointed  and  at  last  she  put 
a  glass  to  her  lips.  To  her  surprise  it 
did  not  taste  like  poison!  In  fact,  was  not 
bad  at  all.  The  sensation  was  distinctly 
pleasing.  She  felt  a  glow  of  self-satisfac- 
tion. Her  glass  was  refilled  again  and 
again  and  when  Clara  once  more  offered 
her  a  "light"  she  felt  no  repugnance,  and 
soon  she  was  puffing  with  the  rest. 

By  the  time  the  party  broke  up  some 
of  the  girls  were  a  bit  maudlin — and 
Adda  found  that  her  head  was  dizzy,  lc 
really  did  not  seem  to  matter.  The  divan 
was  more  comfortable  anyway.  Then  a 
dreadful  nausea  overcame  her. 

Hazily,  she  thought  she  was  going  to 
die,  and  the  only  thing  she  could  think 
of  was  the  Scripture  quotation,  "The 
wages  of  sin  is  death."  Over  and  over 
she  repeated  it  and  she  babbled  it  in  her 
delirium.  For  she  was  delirious  that  night. 
Sorely  did  she  pay  for  her  wrong  decis- 
ion. 

Mrs.  Davidson  scolded  Clara  roundly 
for  allowing  her  guest  to  get  into  such  a 


condition,  but  her  daughter  reminded 
her  that  "all  the  girls  are  doing  it."  How 
was  she  to  know  that  Adda  was  so  hope- 
lessly "old-fashioned." 

Next  morning  Adda  awoke  to  a  reali- 
zation of  what  she  had  done.  She,  Adda 
Matteson,  had  been  drunk!  Plain,  dis- 
gracefully drunken!  Oh,  what  would  Bob 
say?  What  would  he  do?  What  sort  of  a 
wife  was  she  making  him? 

Something  seemed  to  float  through  hei 
memory.  It  was  elusive,  and  yet  it  was 
something  she  ought  to  bring  to  mind. 
She  couldn't  be  sure,  but  it  seemed  to 
have  something  to  do  with  gambling! 
They  did,  at  first,  agree  to  play  for 
money.  It  was  not  much.  "Just  to  make 
it  more  interesting,"  the  girls  had  said. 
She  had  consented,  and  she  was  almost 
sure  that  she  had  lost!  And  Bob  had  no 
money  to  lose  in  gambling  debts. 

What  was  the  matter  with  her?  Was 
her  backbone  a  tow  string?  she  scathing- 
ly asked  herself.  She  didn't  have  to  play 
cards.  Nor  smoke,  nor  drink,  but — she 
had  done  them  all.  And — Bob  didn't  be- 
lieve in  any  of  them.  What  would  he  do? 
she  wondered. 

It  would  serve  her  right  if  he  got  a 
divorce,  she  thought  miserably.  She  was 
paying  dearly  for  a  momentary  pleasure. 
This  cup  had  dregs  of  gall  and  worm- 
wood. 

Clara  interrupted  her  bitter  reflec- 
tions. "Come  on,  Ad,  old  girl,  be  a  sport. 
Take  this,"  holding  out  a  dainty  glass, 
"It'll   put  you  right  in  no  time." 

But  quite  suddenly  Adda  felt  strength 
come — from  somewhere.  Belated  indigna- 
tion, perhaps.  She  had  learned  her  lesson 
she  hoped.  Not  any  more  of  the  stuff 
for  her.  "No,"  she  said,  positively,  "bring 
me  some  coffee,  please,  black." 

"Don't  take  it  so  hard,"  admonished 
Clara.  "We  all  have  to  go  through  'the 
morning  after'  experience.  A  sip  of  this — 
or  a  cigarette  will  work  wonders.  If 
you're  ever  going  to  get  used  to  them 
you'll  have  to  stand  a  little  unpleasant- 
ness." 

"Thank  you,  Clara.  Perhaps  you  mean 
well,  but  I've  already  had  all  the  un- 
pleasantness that  I  want.  I'd  no  idea  that 
your  'fun'  included  all  of  this.  I  still 
prefer  the  coffee." 

"But,  Adda,  you  drank  too  much  for 
the  first  time.  I  tried  to  stop  you  but  you 
wouldn't  listen.'' 

"So  much  the  more  reason  for  not  be- 
ginning again,"  said  Adda  wearily,  and 
Clara   brought  her   the   coffee. 

Adda  felt  that  she  must  get  home,  but 
what  would  her  husband  say?  She  knew 
his  attitude  toward  both  liquor  and  to- 
bacco. And  as  soon  as  his  back  was  turned 
she  had  used  both!  He'd  never  trust  her 
again.  Oh,  why  had  she  yielded. 

She  was  so  restless  and  homesick  that 
in  the  late  afternoon  Mr.  Davidson  took 


her  over  to  her  little  apartment.  He 
helped  her  up  the  stairs  and  she  let  her- 
self in  with  her  key. 

She  dropped  down  on  the  davenport 
and  buried  her  head  in  the  cushions  and 
gave  way  to  a  storm  of  sobbing.  All  the 
pent-up  emotions  were  released.  This  was 
her  very  own  home  and  she  felt  that  she 
had  a  perfect  right  to  cry  all  she  wanted 
to. 

So  absorbed  was  she  that  she  did  not 
hear  the  key  in  the  lock,  nor  the  open- 
ing of  a  door.  Bob  had  returned  earlier 
than  he  had  anticipated  and  wondered 
where  he  would  find  his  wife.  But  all  his 
imaginings  had  not  included  that  forlorn 
little  heap  in  the  cushions. 

"Adda,  darling,  what  is  the  matter!" 
and  Bob's  strong  arms  enfolded  her,  and 
his  tender  voice  was  in  her  ears. 

For  a  long  moment  she  clung  to  him 
and  then  bravely  she  pushed  him  back. 
"Wait,  Bob,"  her  voice  was  tremulous, 
"wait.  Maybe  you  won't  want  me  any 
longer.  I've  been  very,  very  bad." 

Fie  held  both  hands  gently  and  said, 
"Tell  me  all  about  it,  dear,"  and  she  did, 
withholding   nothing. 

His  heart  sank  as  she  unfolded  her 
story.  "Why  did  you  come  back  here?" 
he  asked. 

"Why,  I  had  to  tell  you,"  she  said  in 
surprise. 

'Was  that  the  only  reason?" 

"No,  not  at  all.  Our  little  home  fair- 
ly pulled  me  back,"  she  said.  "It  seemed 
to  beckon  and  say  there  was  safety  here. 
Oh,  if  only  I  had  gone  to  the  minister 
and  found  your  Christ  all  this  would 
never  have  happened,"  and  she  sighed. 

"Yes,  dear  heart,  these  'if s*  can  cause 
a  lot  of  grief.  But  you  have  learned  one 
lesson.  The  Good  Book  says,  'It  is  not  in 
man  that  walketh  to  direct  his  steps." 
You  need  a  guide,  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ." 

"Oh,  but,  now  I  feel  so — so  defiled," 
she  said  with  a  shudder. 

He  quoted  softly,  "Though  your  sins 
be  as  scarlet  I  will  make  them  as  snow. 
Though  they  be  red  like  crimson,  I  will 
make  them  as  wool.'  ' 

"Can  you  forgive  me?"  she  asked  won- 
deringly.  "I've  gone  contrary  to  a  whole 
lot  of  your  principles.  Can  you  forgive 
and  ever  trust  me  again?" 

"What  does  the  Lord's  Prayer  say? 
'Forgive  us  ...  as  we  forgive.'  I  don't 
want  the  Lord  to  forgive  me  and  then 
dangle  my  sins  before  my  eyes  all  of  the 
time  as  a  reminder.  That's  not  forgiving 
at  all.  No,  let's  clasp  hands  and  walk  to- 
gether down  the  King's  Highway.  We'll 
only  remember  this  to  make  us  more  sym- 
pathetic to  other  poor  souls  that  may 
get  entangled  in  the  meshes  of  sin.  We 
know,  now,  how  easy  it  is  to  make  a 
wrong  choice  and  to  take  the  first  wrong 
steps." 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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PRODIGAL  JIM 

"Jim — Jim — O,  Jim — where  have  you 
been?  Father  and  I  have  been  up  all  night 
waiting  for  you." 

Jim,  paie  as  a  ghost,  and  trembling 
with  emotion,  had  just  stepped  inside  the 
door  of  the  small  home  in  a  suburb  of 
Detroit.   It  was   five  a.   m. 

"Mother,  I'm  going  to  have  to  leave 
home;  I  got  drunk  again  last  night,  and 
I — I — did — something — something  terri- 
ble. If  it  is  found  out  it  will  go  hard 
with  me.  And  mother,  I'm  going  to  have 
to  leave  and  not  even  let  you  and  father 
know  where  I  am." 

Mother  was  weeping  and  greatly  agi- 
tated. When  she  got  a  measure  of  control 
over  herself,  she  said,  "Why,  oh  why,  did 
you  start  in  with  that  terrible  drinking? 
We  tried  to  bring  you  up  in  the  Sunday 
School  and  church,  but  Jim,"  and  she 
could  say  no  more  for  a  few  moments. 
"Oh,  how  I  wish  you  had  never  started 
in  with  the  drinking  crowd." 

"There,  mother,  now  don't  worrv^ 
about  me;  I'm  no  good  anyhow.  But  it's 
not  your  fault.  But  I  must  go  at  once." 

"But  Jim,  can't  you  wait  till  father 
gets  back?  He  went  down  to  the  police 
station  to  inquire  if  they  had  seen  you  or 
heard  about  you." 

Jim's  face  got  considerably  paler. 
"How  long  has  father  been  gone?" 

"About   forty-five  minutes,  I  guess." 

"I'll  have  to  go  at  once.  Gocd-bye, 
mother  dear.  Perhaps  I'll  see  you  again," 
and  he  was  off. 

"Do  leave  that  drink  alone,  and  start 
reading — ,"  but  Jim  was  already  out  of 
sight,  and  so  she  didn't  finish  the  sent- 
ence. 

Months  passed,  and  not  a  word  from 
Jim.  Every  morning  and  every  evening 
both  mother  and  father  prayed,  and 
prayed  earnestly  for  their  Jim.  Months 
grew  into  years,  and  still  no  word  from 
Jim. 

"I  heard  this  morning  that  Sam  Had- 
ley,  of  New  York,  is  to  speak  at  a  noon 
meeting  downtown  today,  Mary.  I'd 
kinda  like  to  hear  him,"  said  Jim's  fathei 
one  day  to  his  wife. 

"I  would,  too;  I've  heard  so  much 
about  him.  Let's  go." 

Sam  Hadley,  converted  drunkard,  told 
what  Christ  had  done  for  him.  And  Sam 
Hadley  had  a  truly  wonderful  testimony. 
"You've  often  heard  testimonies  of  folks 
telling  how  they  found  the  Lord.  I  can't 
tell  of   anything   like    that,"      said   Sam. 


"I  never  found  Him.  I  was  not  looking 
for  Him.  He  just  sought  me  when  I  was 
a  stranger,  wandering  from  the  fold  of 
God;  rescued  me  from  danger,  inter- 
posed His  precious  blood."  Hearts  were 
touched  and  souls  were  saved. 

After  the  meeting  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ackers 
(Jim's  parents)  walked  up  to  speak  to 
him. 

"May  we  talk  with  you  for  about  five 
minutes?"  asked  the  father. 

"Awful  sorry,  but  I'm  not  well;  I'd 
rather  be  excused." 

But  mother  saw  a  ray  of  hope,  a  possi- 
bility of  interesting  some  one  in  her 
son,  and  so  she  said,  "But  can't  we  see 
you  a  little  later,  after  you  rest?"  This 
meeting  with  Mr.  Hadley  was  arranged. 

When  they  met,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ackers 
told  Sam  the  story  of  their  wayward  boy. 
"God  saved  you  from  drink,  and  He  can 
save  our  boy.  Mr.  Hadley,  won't  you  pray 
for  him?"  asked  mother. 

"Indeed  I  will." 

"You  may  run  across  him  when  you 
go  to  the  coast;  he's  out  there  some- 
here.  I  got  a  letter  from  an  old  friend 
of  mine  not  long  ago  and  he  told  me  he 
was  sure  he  saw  Jim  in  San  Francisco. 
Mother  and  I  have  prayed  for  years  for 
him.  Let's  be  definite,  Mr.  Hadley,  and 
pray  unitedlv  for  him  every  morning  at 
9:00  o'clock,  Detroit  time." 

Mr.  Hadley  was  deeply  moved  by  the 
affection  and  earnestness  of  the  parents. 
"Yes,  I  will,  God  willing,  pray  with  you 
every   morning  at   that   hour." 

When  Mr.  Hadley  reached  the  coast, 
Dr.  J.  Wilbur  Chapman  was  holding  a 
great  union  evangelistic  meeting  in  Oak- 
land. One  night  Dr.  Chapman  saw  Sam 
Hadley  sitting  in  the  audience.  The  idea 
occurred  to  him  to  hold  a  midnight  meet- 
ing that  night  with  Sam  Hadley  as 
speaker,  the  meeting  to  be  held  in  one 
of  the  largest  public  buildings  in  the 
city,  with  the  hope  of  reaching  the  class 
of  people  who  had  gone  down  deep  in 
sin,   with    the    gospel. 

When  the  hour  arrived,  every  seat  in 
the  great  hall  was  taken.  Dr.  Chapman 
got  up  to  make  announcement.  Just  then 
a  man  came  on  the  platform  from  the 
rear;  he  stood  to  one  side,  behind  one  of 
the  wings,  but  evidently  he  had  difficulty 
hearing,  for  he  tried  to  make  his  way  up 
closer  to  the  speaker,  without  being 
noticed. 

When  Mr.  Hadley  began  to  speak,  Dr. 
Chapman,  now  seated,  saw  the  man  try- 
ing to  hear.  So  he  stepped  over  to  him, 


and  asked  him  to  take  the  seat — the  only 
one  vacant  in  the  house — that  Sam  Had- 
ley, the  speaker,  had  just  got  up  from. 
The  young  man  sat  down. 

Sam  was  at  his  best  that  night,  and 
the  saving  grace  of  God  was  magnified. 
When  the  sermon  was  over  Dr.  Chapman 
arose  to  address  the  crowd  for  a  few 
minutes,  and  Hadley  took  the  seat  left 
by  Chapman. 

He  edged  his  chair  over  to  where  the 
young  man  was,  stuck  out  his  hand,  and 
said,  "My  name  is  Sam  Hadley." 

"I'm  Jim  Ackers,"   was   the   response. 

"Jim  Ackers!"  thought  Sam  to  him- 
self. "Why,  that's  the  man  we  have  been 
praying  for!  And  here  he  is  right  by  me." 
"Glad  to  know  you,"  he  said  to  Jim.  Fie 
thought  it  would  be  better  not  to  tell 
him  of  his  acquaintance  with  his  parents. 

"How  did  you  happen  to  come  in  the 
back  way?" 

"I  heard  about  this  service,  and  just 
thought  1  would  come  to  hear  how  a 
drunkard  got  saved.  I  came,  and  couldn't 
get  in.  Just  my  luck,  I  thought;  when 
I  do  want  to  go  to  church,  I  can't.  But 
I  went  around  back,  and  got  in.  And  you 
know  the  rest."  With  that  introduction 
it  was  easy  for  Hadley  to  lead  the  young 
man   to   Christ. 

Dr.  Chapman  was  about  to  pronounce 
the  benediction,  when  Hadley  stepped  up 
and  asked  permission  to  say  a  few  words 
more.  Then  he  told  the  remarkable  story 
of  the  redemption  of  the  wayward  son, 
starting  with  his  conversation  with  the 
parents  in  Detroit  some  time  before.  The 
vast  crowd  was  deeply  moved.  Turning 
around,  Hadley  said,  "Jim,  haven't  you 
got  a  word  for  us?" 

"Friends,  tonight  I'm  saved,  through 
the  grace  of  Christ.  For  years  I've  lived 
a  drunkard's  miserable  existence.  I've 
been  a  fugitive  from  the  law.  My  past 
is  dark  and  sinful.  But  tonight,  through 
the  prayers  of  mother  and  father,  through 
the  prayers  of  this  man,  as  I  have  just 
learned,  I  have  been  led  here  in  a  most 
unusual  way,  and  I  have  accepted  Christ! 
My  desire  now  is  to  live  wholly  for  Him, 
and  right  the  wrongs  of  the  past  as  far 
as  I  can.  Pray  for  me." 

Imagine  the  joy  in  the  little  Ackers' 
home  that  night  when  they  got  the  tele- 
gram that  Jim  was  saved! — Christian 
Victory  Magazine. 

Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page     2) 

abundance  of  natural  food  had  been  sup- 
plied. So  the  lad  or  lassie  who  will  hand 
over  all  he  has,  however  small,  may  show 
forth  God's  power  in  a  greater  way  than 
the  one  who  has  much  of  the  natural 
talents  to  give. 

God  bless  you  and  cause  His  face  to 
shine  upon  you  and  give  you  peace. 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Hello  little  Y.  P.  E.  family.  May  I 
sound  the  trumpet  for  Jesus  and  a  load 
of  praise  for  the  Lighted  Pathway?  I 
recommend  it  next  to  the  Bible  as  a  book 
for  our  young  people.  I  can  hardly  wait 
for  the  Pathway  and  it  makes  me  sad 
when  I  read  it  through  for  it's  a  month 
until  it  comes  again. 

We  have  a  little  Y.  P.  E.  organized 
here  at  Cawood,  Ky.  We  have  just  a  few 
young  people  that  are  Christians,  but  we 
love  the  Lord.  There  is  a  host  of  sinners 
that  take  part  in  our  services.  We  have 
two  groups  of  children.  "The  Sunshine 
Band"  and  the  older  ones  known  as  "The 
Willing  Hearts."  We  have  a  great  zeal 
for  God  and  are  trying  to  reach  the  goai 
we've  set.  We  are  striving  to  raise  the 
standard  of  holiness  and  accomplish  a 
work  for  the  Master's  cause. — Elsie  Tins- 
ley. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  let  you  know  how  I  thank 
you  and  God  for  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
Through  its  reading  I  have  found  God 
once  more  after  five  months  of  sinning. 
Jesus  is  a  merciful  Savior  for  He  has 
brought  me  back  again. — Francis  Robin- 
ett,  Freeze  Fork,  W.  Va. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  was  just  reading  the  April  Lighted 
Pathway  and  noticed  where  you  were  re- 
questing prayer.  I  am  praying  for  you 
and  sincerely  believe  that  God  will  touch 
your  body,  because  I  believe  you  are  do- 
ing a  great  work.  Surely  the  young  peo- 
ple of  today  need  attention,  protection 
and  encouragement.  I  think  the  Lighted 
Pathway  is  a  wonderful  blessing  to  the 
young  people. 

A  couple  of  months  ago  we  had  a 
contest  here  in  our  Y.  P.  E.,  our  meet- 
ings grew  interesting  and  the  membership 
increased.  They  decided  to  have  a  candy- 
making  at  the  end  of  the  contest.  During 
the  contest  Brother  Short  and  I  were 
called  to  Clinton,  111.  for  a  revival.  The 
Y.  P.  E.  waited  until  we  returned  to 
have  the  candy  making,  so  last  night  we 
had  a  fine  time  out  at  Brother  and  Sis- 
ter Higgerson's,  about  one  and  one- 
fourth  miles  in  the  country,  and  lots  of 
fine  candy.  I  also  believe  the  young  peo- 
ple enjoyed   themselves. 

Just  a  word  for  Clinton  Y.  P.  E.  They 
have  a  splendid  Y.  P.  E.,  lots  of  good 
talent  and  the  main  thing  several  of  the 
young  people  got  saved,  sanctified  and 
filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost  in  the  last  re- 
vival.  A   great   opportunity    is    there   and 


I  believe  the  Y.  P.  E.   is   taking  advan- 
tage of  it. 

Let  us  not  forget  to  stand  behind  them 
with  our  prayers. — Evelyn  Short,  Wilhs- 
ville,  111. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  tell  you  how  much  we  en- 
joy the  paper.  We  started  out  with  one 
yearly  subscription.  Then  I  sent  two  six 
months'  subscription.  I  then  became  a 
Gideon  and  secured  you  another  yearly 
subscription  about  two  months  ago.  Dur- 
ing our  revival,  which  just  closed,  I 
thought  it  a  good  plan  to  send  for  an 
extra  roll.  I  had  no  trouble  selling  those. 
Now  the  people  love  the  paper  so  that 
I  am  sending  you  another  name  to  place 
on  your  Gideon  list.  Mr.  Lincoln  Pyle 
will  be  our  other  Gideon. 

We  use  the  precious  paper  in  our  meet- 
ings and  God  blesses  us. 

Surely  your  different  topics  are  in- 
spired by  the  Holy  Ghost  as  we  get  so 
much  help  from  them. 

We  thank  God  for  our  Y.P.E.  superin- 
tendent, Alva  Mae  McClure.  She  has  the 
work  at  heart  and  is  a  great  booster  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  God  is  blessing  our 
young  folks.  Our  attendance  is  increas- 
ing almost  every  service. 

We  had  the  privilege  of  having  a 
brother  minister  visit  our  Y.  P.  E.  meet- 
ing last  Saturday.  He  told  me  he  surely 
enjoyed  our  program. 

I  am  praying  that  God  will  bless  ail 
the  young  people  everywhere. — Mrs. 
Clara  Koshewitz,  Markleysburg,  Pa. 

S-    :;-    «• 
Dear   Sister   Harrison    and   Lighted   Path- 
way Readers: 

Recently  I  walked  into  a  grocery  store 
to  make  some  purchases  and  I  noticed 
several  peop'e  in  the  store,  some  of  whom 
I  knew  and  some  strangers.  While  mak- 
ing my  purchases  I  heard  the  strains  of 
that  familiar  old  song,  "Let  the  Lower 
Lights  Be  Burning,"  and  looking  around 
I  saw  a  stranger  that  I  supposed  was  a 
salesman  doing  the  singing  while  going 
about  his  work.  On  my  way  home  1 
noticed  myself  singing, 

"Brightly  beams  our  Father's  mercy, 
From  His  lighthouse  evermore; 

But  to  us  He  gives  the  keeping, 
Of  the  lights  along  the  shore." 
And  again  my  mind  drifted  to  the  sales- 
man.   He   probably    thought   that   no  one- 
had  heard  his  song.  Then  I  thought  of  the 
poem  by  Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow: 

I  shot  an  arrow  into  the  air 

It  fell  to  the  earth  I  knew  not  where; 


For  so  swiftly  it  flew  the  sight 
Could  not  follow  it  in  its  plight. 

I   breathed   a   song   into   the   air 
It  fell  to  the  earth,  I  knew  not  where 
For  who  has  sight  so  keen  and  strong 
That   it   can    follow    the   flight   of   song 

Long,  long  afterward  in  the  heart  of  ai 

oak 
I  found  the  arrow  still  unbroke; 
And  the  song  from  beginning  to  end 
I   found  again  in  the  heart  of  a  friend. 

The  poem  conveys  the  thought  that 
want  to  bring  forth,  a  thought  that  ; 
school  teacher  of  mine  passed  along  to  he; 
pupils  years  ago,  that,  "By  words  alon* 
we  may  make  a  lifelong  friend  or  a  life 
long  enemy."  How  careful  we  should  tx 
that  our  words  aren't  harsh  and  hurtfu 
but  kind  and  soft,  because  the  wises 
king  said,  "A  soft  answer  turneth  awa} 
wrath  but  grievous  words  stir  up  anger.' 
Prov.   15:1. 

Now  just  a  few  words  about  tht 
Lighted  Pathway  and  our  Y.  P.  E. 
think  the  Lighted  Pathway  just  can't  b< 
beat.  I  think  it  is  the  best  literature  tha1 
parents  can  place  before  their  childrer 
and  I  think  you  are  doing  a  great  work 
Sister  Harrison.  May  God  crown  youi 
every  effort  with  success. 

We  have  a  very  good  Y.  P.  E.  here  at 
Desdemona,  Texas.  The  young  people  al 
have  a  mind  to  work.  Long  ago  we  de- 
cided to  bring  Mr.  Can't  and  replace  hin 
with  Brother  Can  and  Brother  Try.  W< 
find  so  many  good  things  in  the  Lightec 
Pathway  for  our  programs.  One  inter- 
esting feature  on  our  program  is  oui 
Scripture  finding.  The  program  commit- 
tee appoints  one  person  to  call  out  thi 
scriptures  and  the  ones  who  have  thei: 
Bibles  try  to  see  which  one  can  find  thi 
scripture  and  read  it  first.  It  is  usuall) 
a  close  race  and  sometimes  there  are  tw< 
on  the  floor  reading  the  same  scripture  a 
the  same  time,  word  for  word.  This  i 
also  helpful  in  aiding-  us  to  find  scrip 
tures  quickly  and  easily  at  other  times. 

Pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  to  be  a  blessing 
to  all. — Captola  Browning,  Desdemona 
Texas. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Here  comes  the  best  news  for  you 
While  at  Davis  Creek,  W.  Va.  recenth 
I  noticed  how  the  young  people  wer* 
struggling  on  and  I  asked  permission  t< 
have  a  special  night  for  the  young  peo 
pie.  This  was  during  the  revival.  Thi 
church  let  me  have  Tuesday  night,  Apri 
20.  We  organized  a  Y.  P.  E.  according 
to  your  advice.  Here's  some  more  gooc 
news,  too — I  am  sending  you  one  dolla 
for  a  roll  of  Lighted  Pathways  for  thi 
Y.  P.  E.  I  carried  my  Pathway  with  mi 
and  was  certainly  surprised  to  know  tha 
rot  a  single  one  had  ever  read  it.     I  tol< 
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them  about  it  and  after  service  a  Naza- 
irene  preacher  said  he'd  pay  the  first  dol- 
lar for  the  first  roll.  Thank  God.  They 
seemed  eager  to  begin  reading  it.  I  gave 
them  my  Pathway  to  pass  around  while 
the  new  ones  were  coming  in. 

I  am  giving  God  all  the  praise  and  hon- 
or for  these  opportunities.  I  love  the 
Young  People's  Endeavor.  It  has  been  a 
great  help  to  me.  I  am  glad  that  you 
have   taken  such   an  interest  in   us. 

Pardon  me,  but  when  I  think  of  you  I 
think  of  mother.  Your  kind  advice  and 
suggestions  have  boosted  me  on  for  God 
many   times   and  say!    the  Lighted  Path- 


way is  the  best  young  people's  paper  that 
I've  ever  read.  I  am  not  trying  to  be  a 
flatterer  but  I  am  speaking  the  truth. 
I  Everyone  that's  acquainted  with  our  lit- 
tle, no,  I'll  say  Great  Big  paper  always 
has  a  smile  for  it.  They  greet  it  just  like 
a  nice  juicy  apple. 

Dear  sister  in  Christ,  I  don't  have 
much  of  this  world's  goods  but  I  do  have 
God,  the  Son,  and  the  precious  Holy 
Ghost  and  I  am  willing  to  lay  down  my 
life  for  His  cause.  I  make  mistakes  and 
have  faults  but  I  love  the  Lord. 

Sometimes  I  wonder  why  I  can't  go  to 
B.  T.  S.  and  be  trained  for  better  service. 
I've  tried  and  prayed  so  hard  to  go  but 
always  it  falls  my  lot  to  be  one  of  the 
disappointed  ones. 

May   you  ever   be   kept     in   the   work 
you're  engaged  in  now.  May  God's  rich- 
est  blessings  be  on  you   is   my  prayer. — 
I  Stanley  Prescott. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

This  is  my  first  time  to  write  to  you, 
although  I  have  been  a  reader  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  for  over  a  year  and 
surely  enjoy  it.  There  are  so  many  won- 
derful things  in  it  that  I  can't  tell  which 
page  I  like  best.  I  like  them  all.  The 
dialogue,  "The  Value  of  a  Single  Soul,' 
surely  was  a  blessing  in  our  service. 

From  the  start,  I  wasn't  so  interested 
in  the  paper  untii  I  was  in  the  Y.  P.  E. 
service  at  the  1936  Annual  Assembly  in 
Chattanooga,  Tennessee  and  really  saw 
what  the  Y.  P.  E.  means  to  others  and 
have  learned  to  know  some  of  the  people 
who  write  the  messages,  especially  Sistei 
Harrison,  the  Editor  of  the  paper. 

Since  then  I  have  had  the  privilege  oi 
getting  a  year's  subscription  from  one  of 
the  girls  in  the  factory  where  I  work. 
She  likes  it  very  much  and  brings  it  along 
to  work,  and  you  can  find  her  reading 
when  she  has  no  work.  I  also  have  spent 
some  time  reading  my  Lighted  Pathway 
at  work,  and  I  give  one  to  my  forelady 
every  month.  She  also  likes  to  read  it. 
So  we  find  that  this  paper  is  liked  by  all 
who  get  the  privilege  of  reading  it.  By 
the  help  and  grace  of  God  I  want  to  get 


many  others  to  read  it. 

Some  time  ago  I  got  a  roll  of  the 
Lighted  Pathways  and  sent  them  to  some 
of  my  friends.  I  expect  to  do  this  some- 
more  so  that  I  may  be  able  to  touch 
souls  and  bring  them  to  Jesus  where  they 
will   find   Him   precious   to   their  souls. 

Now  to  the  souls  that  are  yet  out  of 
the  ark  of  safety,  I  would  say  prepare  to 
meet  thy  God,  for  the  time  is  coming 
when  you  won't  have  the  privilege  to 
worship  the  Lord  and  see  Him  as  you 
can  now,  so  why  not  get  right  for  to- 
morrow will  be  too  late.  Now  is  the  ac- 
cepted time. 

To  the  readers  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way I  say,  keep  on  with  the  good  work 
and  let's  see  how  many  souls  can  be 
brought  to  Christ  through  our  help  and 
means  of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  and  to 
you,  Sister  Harrison,  I  say,  press  on  for 
the  day  is  soon  coming  when  we  can  go 
home  and  see  for  ourselves  what  we  have 
really  done  for  the  salvation  of  souls  and 
the  upbuilding  of  God's  kingdom. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  and  help  you 
in  Jesus'  name  is  my  prayer. — Sylvia  Don- 
moyn,  Ephrata,  Pa. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  very  glad  to  report  that  Ken- 
tucky is  coming  on  well.  The  young  peo- 
ple work  willingly.  I  am  enjoying  the 
work  fine.  We  have  a  number  of  new  Y. 
P.  E's  for  the  state. 

It  isn't  so  often  that  I  am  very  bold  in 
my  compliments  of  anyone,  but  being  sc 
favorably  impressed  by  the  prestige  which 
our  Brother  Lowell  McCoy  holds  in  this 
state,  I  can't  help  telling  our  young  peo- 
ple about  him. 

I  have  already  covered  a  large  part  of 
Kentucky  and  haven't  heard  a  voice 
raised  against  him.  I  am  told  every  place 
of  his  fine  Christian  character  and  per- 
fect manners.  It  hasn't  been  my  privilege 
to  associate  with  him.  I  have  only  met 
him  at  the  Assembly,  but  since  enjoying 
the  pleasure  of  following  such  a  splendid 
young  man  it  seems  that  he  is  close  to  me 
and  I  hope  to  have  a  personal  association 
with  him  some  day. — Sparkman  Cooper, 
state  Y.  P.  E.  superintendent,  Somerset, 
Ky. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Y.  P.  E.  work  in  Illinois  is  comr 
ing  along  nicely  so  far  and  we're  gaining 
new  members  all  along.  I  think  the  re- 
port blanks  are  just  the  thing  and  I  have 
recommended  them  for  use  in  our  state. 
Several  churches  have  already  ordered 
them  and  others  will  see  the  need  of  them 
later,  I'm  sure. 

We  are  praying  for  you  and  are  so 
thankful  that  the  Lord  has  blessed  us 
with    such    a    jewel    as    our   leader.    Many- 


times,  no  doubt,  you  get  discouraged  and 
feel  that  your  work  is  unnoticed,  but  if 
you  could  only  look  into  the  hearts  of 
the  many  young  people  in  the  Church  of 
God  and  ser  che  love  and  gratitode  they 
have  for  you,  I'm  sure  your  dear  heart 
would  be  made  extremely  glad.  Yes,  wc 
do  love  you  and  appreciate  you,  Sister 
Harrison. 

Pray   for   the  Y.   P.   E.     in   Illinois. -- 
Evelyn  Scogin,  Illinois  Y.  P.  E.  Supt. 
*    «■    » 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  enclosing  one  dollar  for  a  single 
subscription  to  The  Lighted  Pathway.  I 
enjoy  your  little  paper — I  accidentally 
found  one  and  read  it  from  cover  to 
cover.  It  was  so  comforting  and  inter- 
esting that  I  immediately  decided  to  sub- 
scribe.— Ruby  Thompson,  Morristown, 
S.  Dak. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Lately  I  have  been  privileged  to  attend 
Y.  P.  E's  in  various  churches  and  I  find 
that  very  few  of  our  young  people  know 
our  National  Song,  Motto  and  Scripture. 
To  me  those  are  very  important  and  I 
wish  that  if  it  were  possible  you  would 
reprint  them  every  once  in  awhile.  One 
quarter  in  Tampa  we  opened  every  Y- 
P.  E.  service  by  singing  our  song,  and  re- 
peating the  motto  before  the  choir  was 
seated. — lone  Self. 

Suggested    National    Y.  P.  E. 
Program 

Taken    from    booklet    on    "How    to    Or- 
ganize and  Conduct  Y.  P.  E." 

Song,  "Send  Me",  by  C.  M.  Trues- 
dell,  in  "Revival  Favorites." 

Scripture:    Isa.    6:1-9. 

Motto:    Phil.   4:13. 

All  Y.  P.  E.  members  should  memorize 
these  and  be  ready  to  respond  at  all  con- 
ventions when  called  upon.  This  will  be 
very  interesting,  especially  at  our  General 
Assembly  when  we  come  from  the  east, 
west,  north  and  south  to  mingle  our 
voices  together.  It  will  make  us  feel  that 
oneness  that  all  Y.  P.  E's  should  feel. 
Y.  P.  E.  UNIFORM 

In  all  of  our  churches  we  have  some 
who  are  not  able  to  dress  as  others,  and 
we  are  suggesting  a  uniform  for  our 
young  people,  so  that  all  will  appear  alike 
on  special  occasions  and  at  our  conven- 
tions. The  uniform  is  to  be  white  with 
dark  blue  ties,  the  white  standing  for 
purity  and  the  blue  for  loyalty.  Any 
plain,  simple  white  goods  will  be  suitable 
for  these  occasions.  This  is  very  beauti- 
ful and  will  make  any  service  the  young 
people   may   give   more   impressive. 

LET  EACH  STATE  come  to  the  As- 
sembly this  year  prepared.  Also  prepare 
for  your  own  state  and  district  meetings. 
— Editor. 
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Glints  of  Knowledge 


Conducted  by 

"Over  2,000,000  copies  of  the  scrip- 
tures were  circulated  in  China  during 
193  5  by  the  American  Bible  Society,  ac- 
cording to  a  report  received  from  the 
China  agency  of  the  Society.  For  the  fifth 
year  in  succession  more  complete  Bibles 
were  put  in  circulation  last  year  by  the 
three  Societies  at  work  there  than  in  any 
earlier  year.  The  total  number  issued  was 
83,3  89." 


From  the  April  issue  of  the  Defender 
Magazine  we  quote:  "Never  before  has 
the  United  States  been  so  torn  with 
strikes  and  mob  violence  as  today.  Every 
time  John  Lewis,  Sidney  Hilman  and 
David  Dubinsky  and  other  leaders  in  the 
Lewis  Program  win  a  'sit-down'  strike 
the  public  has  to  pay  the  raise  in  wages. 
In  the  last  analysis  the  consumer  pays 
through  an  advance  in  prices  for  the  ne- 
cessities of  life.  This  is  already  resulting 
in  a  decided  tendency  toward  inflation. 
In  periods  of  inflation  money  always 
loses  its  value  and  blood  flows  in  gut- 
ters." 


"In  1626  Manhattan  Island  was  sold 
for  $24.  Today  the  total  assessed  valua- 
tion of  Manhattan  is   $8,252,020,105." 


"Americans  like  to  move.  There  are 
700,000  people  in  250,000  trailers  that 
follow  the  sun  at  a  speed  as  near  suicidal 
as  possible." 


"The  State  Hospital  for  the  Insane  at 
Fergus  Falls,  Minn.,  reports  that  alcoholic 
admissions      increased    300    per    cent    the 

first   year  of  repeal." 


"It  takes  $3  3  of  the  tax  payers'  money 
to  keep  a  boy  in  jail  one  year,  and  $90 
to  keep  him  in  school  one  year,  according 
to  the  United  Presbyterian.  Not  all  the 
boys  who  go  to  school  keep  out  of  the 
jail,  but  the  idle  boys  and  girls  furnish 
most  of  the  delinquents.  Two-thirds  of 
the  arrests  for  crimes  in  this  country  in- 
volve persons  between  the  ages  of  16  and 
24.  The  age  of  19  is  the  most  perilous 
period.  The  school  is  cheaper  than  the  jail. 
A,  fence  at  the  top  of  the  precipice  is 
better  than  an  ambulance  at  its  foot." 


"In  1927  the  United  States  contributed 
to  the  work  of  The  Church  $833,000,- 
000  and  to  armaments  $680,000,000. 
In  193  3  contributions  to  the  work 
of  the  Church  had  dropped  to  $5  50,- 
000,000  while  the  armaments  bill  had 
gone  up  to  $788,000,000.  Thus  it  will 
be  seen  that  during  the  depression  the  ex- 
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penditures  for  armaments  increased  by 
more  than  $100,000,000  while  the  con- 
tributions to  the  Church  decreased  by 
nearly  $300,000,000." 


"America  has  2  5  0,000  square  miles  in 
national  forests,  an  area  almost  as  large 
as  France.  We  have  2  5,000  square  miles 
in  National  Parks  which  is  almost  as  large 
as  Scotland.  We  also  have  seventy-seven 
regions  of  5  00  square  miles  each  that 
have  not  been  penetrated  by  motor 
roads.  Yet,  the  United  States  has  only  six 
per  cent  of  the  world's  acreage,  and  seven 
per  cent   of   the   world's   population. 


The  Bible  has  been  translated  into  991 
languages   and   dialects. 


According  to  Bible  Banner,  it  was 
found  that  2,9  5  3  out  of  7,646  homes 
visited  by  one  worker  within  a  year  had 
no  Bibles.  Another  worker  found  a  fam- 
ily who  for  four  generations  never  owned 
a  Bible.  These  discoveries  were  made  not 
on  the  edge  of  a  primeval  forest,  nor  in 
the  neglected  interior  of  a  far-away  con- 
tinent, but  in  our  own  United  States. 


The  American  Prison  Association  in 
its  recent  convention  in  Chicago  stated 
that  in  the  last  year  there  has  been  an  in- 
crease of  6,000  in  prison  population,  with 
an  all-time  high  of  15  2,000  inmates.  The 
total  cost  of  crimes  to  the  people  of  the 
United  States  was  stated  at  1 5  billion  dol- 
lars per  year,  a  staggering  total  which 
would  pay  our  swollen  national  debt  in 
three  years.  Alcohol  is  responsible  for  a 
large  proportion  of  this  crime. 

If  additional  proof  is  needed,  Canada 
affords  corroborating  evidence.  The 
crime  record  jumped  in  immediate  re- 
sponse to  repeal.  Violation  of  liquor  laws, 
which  the  Canadian  repealists  promised 
would   vanish,  shot  up   92   per  cent. 

CANADA'S  EXPERIENCE 
Population  increased  10  per  cent;  con- 
sumption of  liquor  of  all  kinds  increased 
8  8  per  cent;  consumption  of  liquor  on 
the  basis  of  absolute  alcohol  increased 
105  per  cent;  convictions  for  drunken- 
ness increased  51  per  cent;  for  violations 
of  liquor  laws  92  per  cent;  convictions 
for  vagrancy  and  disorderly  conduct  in- 
creased 115  per  cent;  offences  against 
childhood  increased  115  per  cent;  other 
minor  offenses  increased  153  per  cent; 
convictions  for  felonious  assault  in- 
creased 91  per  cent;  convictions  for 
crimes  of  violence  against  property  in- 
creased 180  per  cent,  and  convictions  for 
other  major  crimes  increased  77  per  cent. 


The  graph  tells  these  facts  to  the  eyes. 

A  Message  to  Our  Gideon 
Bands 


Our  Sentiment 

How    dear    to    my    heart    is    the    prompt 

Gideon, 
Who  pays  on  the  dot  twelve  months     in 

the   year, 
Who   lays   down   the   money    and   does  it 

quite  gladly, 
And    casts    round    the   office      a    halo   of 

cheer. 
He  never  says,  "Stop  it,  I  cannot  afford 

it," 
But  always  says,  "Send  it.  Ovir  people  all 

like  il. 
In   fact,    we    all    think   it    a    help      and   a 

need." 
How   welcome  his  check  when  it  reaches 

our   sight. 
How  it  makes  our  pulse  throb  and  brings 

joy   and  delight. 
Yes,  we  want  you  to  know   you  help  us 

a    lot, 
That   prompt   Gideon   who   pays  on      the 

dot. 

As  we  go  to  press  we  owe  the  Publish- 
ing House  $243.69.  When  this  issue  is 
out  we   will  owe    $439.69. 

Our  Gideons  owe  us  $903.69.  We  hope 
this  will  stir  your  hearts  and  make  you  a 
faithful    Gideon    band. 

Pastors  and  Y.  P.  E.  presidents,  will 
you  not  assist  your  Gideons  in  raising  this 
money  ? — Editor. 

New  Gideons 

Jessie  C.  Hurdle,  Whistler,  Ala. 

Edna  McCinney,  High  Spire,  Pa. 

Mrs.   Ora   Phillips,   Cromona,   Ky. 

Zanna  E.  Wright,  Rugby,  Tenn. 

W.  V.  Wellmaker,  LaFrance,  S.  C. 

Albert  Thompson,  Louisville,  Ky. 

Charles  Singo,  Acosta,  Pa. 

Rev.    H.   M.    Duck,   Lavonia,   Ga. 

Mrs.  Rose  Logsdon,  Moundsville,  W. 
Va. 

Daisy  Mae  Lord,  Wimauma,  Fla. 

Juanita   Dixon,  St.   Louis,  Mo. 

Ruby  Alexander,   Edinburg,  Texas. 

Miss  Era  Linn,  Mt.  Union,  Pa. 

Elmer  Owens,  Lavonia,  Ga. 

Miss  Texie  Thompson,  Chattaroy,  W. 
Va. 

Mrs.  E   C.  Mize,  West  Hillsboro,  N.  C. 

Mrs.  Cereta  Reeder,  Iowa  Park,  Texas. 

Mary  E.  Windish,  East  Rainelle,  W. 
Va. 

Miss  Pauline  Mooney,  Farraday,  Ky. 

Miss   Alverta   Lindeman,   Boynton,   Pa. 

To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  $1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  three  hundred  who  are  going  to  put  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year? 
Read    the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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*       Prayer  Page       * 


The  Soul  of  Prayer 

By  William  L.  Stidger 

I  meditate  on  Thee,  and  know 

Dear  God,  the  way  Thy  star-tides  flow; 

The  lift  of  light,  the  curve  of  grace; 

The  vast  and  voiceless  sweep  of  space. 

Then  suddenly,  a  hush  of  heart 

Has  drawn  me  sacredly  apart 

And  I  am  wistfully  aware 

That  silence  is  the  soul  of  Prayer! 

I  lift  a  hopeful  heart,  and  through 
The  shadows  keep  my  rendezvous 
With  Thee,  amid   the  trysting  trees. 
I  hear  Thy   whisper   in   the   breeze; 
I  know  Thy  tender  voice — and  feel 
The  beauty  through  the  twilight  steal, 
And  all  about  me,  everywhere 
I  know  Thy  presence  as  a  Prayer! 

The  Gothic  greatness  of  the  groves, 
The  little  fishes  and  the  loaves 
Where  rivers  run  and  Nature  lifts 
The  stately  dignity  of  cliffs; 
Cathedraled  canyons  shot  with  fire 
In  every  lofty,  living  spire; 
I  lift  my  love  in  silence  here, 
And  know,   for  ever,  Thou   art  near! 

Nor   speak   no   word,   nor   voice   a   hope, 
But  ever   through   this  beauty  grope 
My  way  to  Thee  in  earnestness. 
And  wait  in  wistful  loneliness 
The  miracle  and  majesty 
Of  meditation's  mystery 
Until  my  heart  is  made  aware 
That   silence   is    the   soul   of    Prayer. 

— Northwestern  Christian  Advocate. 


Quicker  Than  Telegraphy 

When  the  wires  in  Shetland  were  being 
erected  a  half-witted  Christian  boy  stood 
looking  at  the  wires  on  the  poles,  and  a 
shrewd  man  of  business  said  to  the  boy, 
"What  a  wonderful  thing!  When  the 
wires  are  finished  you  will  be  able  to 
send  a  message  two  hundred  miles  or 
more,  and  get  an  answer  within  an  hour." 

"Nothing  very  wonderful  about  that." 

"Why,"  said  the  keen  man  of  the 
world,  "do  you  know  anything  more 
wonderful?" 

"I  should  think  I  did.'' 

"What  is  it?" 

"Did  you  ever  hear  of  people  getting 
an  answer  before  they  send?" 

"What  do  you  mean?"  asked  the  man. 

"I  only  mean  Isaiah  65:24,  'And  it 
shall  come  to  pass,  before  they  call,  I  will 
answer;  and  while  they  are  yet  speaking, 
I  will  hear'." — Glad  Tidings. 


Prayer  and  Murmuring 

Prayers  born  of  murmuring  are  al- 
ways dangerous.  Therefore,  when  we  are 
in  a  discontented  mood,  let  us  take  care 
what  we  cry  for,  lest  God  give  it  us 
and  thereby  punish  us. — Wm.  M.  Taylor. 
*   *   * 

Be  Not  Afraid  to  Pray 

Be  not  afraid  to  pray;   to  pray  is  right. 
Pray,  if  thou  canst,  with  hope;  but  ever 

pray, 
Though  hope  be  weak  or  sick  with  long 

delay; 
Pray  in  the  darkness  if  there  be  no  light. 
Whate'er   is   good   to   wish,      ask    that   of 

Heaven, 
Though  it  be  what  thou  canst  not  hope 

to  see; 
But  if  for  any  wish  thou  darest  not  pray, 
Then   pray   to    God   to   take   that      wish 

away. — Hartley  Coleridge. 

The  Cure  for  Worry 

A  great  statesman  was  noted  for  the 
perfect  calmness  with  which  he  met  ev- 
ery emergency  of  his  exacting  life.  No 
situation,  however  perplexing,  no  diffi- 
culty, however  great,  could  disturb  the 
quiet  confidence  of  his  spirit. 

Asked  the  secret  of  his  freedom  from 
worrying  care,  he  replied  that  it  was  very 
simple.  Each  morning  he  laid  all  duties 
and  engagements  for  the  day  before  the 
heavenly  Father,  seeking  His  guidance 
and  help.  Having  done  that,  he  put  aside 
all  anxiety  and  went  steadily  forward, 
sure  that  the  help  he  had  sought  would 
not  fail  him. 

A  busy  mother  and  housekeeper,  whose 
perfect  poise  of  spirit  never  seemed  to 
fail  her  amid  her  many  responsibilities, 
had  the  habit  of  shutting  herself  in  he.v 
room  every  morning  for  a  half  hour's  un- 
disturbed communion  with  God,  and  this 
was   the  secret  of  her  strength. 

"In  nothing  be  anxious,"  wrote  the 
great  apostle.  And  he  went  on  to  declare 
the  secret  of  freedom  from  anxiety  by 
bidding  his  Philippian  readers  in  every- 
thing to  let  their  "requests  be  made 
known  unto  God."  Whatever  the  cir- 
cumstances may  be,  the  cure  for  worry 
is  prayer  that  lays  every  burden  on  the 
One  whose  strength  never   fails. 

The  Work  of  Prayer 

Prayer  is  not  the  foe  to  work.  It  does 
not  paralyze  activity.  It  works  mightily. 
Prayer  itself  is  the  greatest  work.  The 
lazy  man  does  not,  will  not,  cannot  pray, 
for  prayer  demands  energy.  Paul  calls  it 
a  striving,  an  agony.  With  Jacob  it  was 
a  wrestling.  With  the  Syrophoenician 
woman    it    was    a    struggle    which    called 


into  play  all  the  higher  qualities  of  the 
soul,  and  which  demanded  great  force  to 
meet  .  .  .  The  energy  for  work,  the 
mastery  over  self,  the  deliverance  from 
fear,  all  spiritual  results  and  graces,  are 
much  advanced  by  prayer. — Purpose  in 
Prayer. 

What  is  Prayer? 

Prayer  is  helplessness  casting  itself 
upon  power.  It  is  infirmity  leaning  on 
strength,  and  misery  wooing  bliss.  It  is 
unholiness  embracing  purity,  hatred  de- 
siring love.  It  is  corruption  panting  for 
immortality,  and  the  earth-born  claim- 
ing kindred  in  the  skies.  It  is  the  flight 
of  the  soul  to  the  bosom  of  God,  and 
the  spirit  soaring  upward,  and  claiming 
nativity  beyond  the  stars.  It  is  the  rest- 
less dove  on  drooping  wing  turned  to  its 
loved  repose.  It  is  the  soaring  eagle 
mounting  upward  in  its  flight,  and  with 
steady  gaze  pursuing  the  track  till  lost 
to  all  below.  It  is  the  roving  wanderer 
looking  towards  his  abiding  place,  where 
are  all  his  treasures  and  his  gold.  It  is 
the  prisoner  pleading  for  release.  It  is  the 
mariner  of  a  dangerous  sea,  upon  the 
reeling  topmast,  descrying  the  broad  and 
quiet  haven  of  repose.  It  is  the  soul,  op- 
pressed by  earthly  soarings,  escaping  to  a 
broader  and  purer  sphere,  and  bathing  its 
plumes  in  the  ethical  and  eternal. — £. 
R.   Wells. 

Three  Times  a  Day 

"He  kneeled  upon  his  knees  three  times 
a  day,  and  prayed,  and  gave  thanks  be- 
fore his  God." — Dan.  6:10.  Beautiful 
sight!  this  white-haired  old  man,  the 
great  Prime  Minister  of  the  Empire  of 
Darius — Daniel,  the  man  greatly  beloved, 
with  windows  open  towards  Jerusalem, 
bending  his  knees  three  times  a  day! 
How  often  do  we  kneel  three  times  a 
day!  How  often  do  we  kneel  a  day  in  His 
presence,  looking  not  towards  an  earthly 
Jerusalem,  but  upward  to  the  Father's 
house  where  He  is?  Though  Daniel's  vis- 
ions were  great,  how  much  greater  is 
the  vision  of  grace  and  glory  which  is  our 
blessed  portion  in  Christ.  Should  we  not 
be  greater  worshipers  than  Daniel  and 
kneel  often  seeking  His  face?  How  much 
we  neglect  the  greatest  and  most  blessed 
privilege  we  have  on  earth!  How  easy 
it  is  to  become  slack  in  secret  prayer!  All 
about  us  in  life  today  tends  that  way. 
Yet  never  was  the  need  of  prayer  greater 
than   today.   And   the  possibilities! — Srf. 

CURE  FOR  ALL  MALADIES 

Work  is  the  grand  cure  for  all  the 
maladies  and  miseries  that  ever  beset 
mankind — honest  work,  which  you  in- 
tend getting  done. — Carlyle. 
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Youth  to  Arms 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

Heb.  4:12.  A  thorough  knowledge  of  the 
Bible  is  necessary  in  order  to  be  able  to 
wield  its  truths  effectually. 

"Praying  always  with  all  prayer  and 
supplication  in  the 

to  pray  always.  Prayer  keeps  the  warrior 
in  communion  with  his  captain  and  com- 
mander. To  fail  to  pray  disconnects  the 
contact  with  heaven's  headquarters  and 
the  warrior  will  become  lost  and  divested 
of  his  honor.  Christ,  our  captain,  has  set 
the  example  and  leads  us  on.  Are  we 
ready  to  die  in  His  service? 

Nathan  Hale,  about  to  be  hanged  as 
a  spy  during  the  Revolutionary  War, 
said,  "I  regret  that  I  have  but  one  death 
to  die  for  my  country."  Can  we  as  rep- 
resentatives   of    a    heavenly    country    ex 
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than  great  riches. - 


Composed    and    sent    in    by    Mrs.    Hattie 
Utz,  Olney,  111. 

A   LL  around  us  falls  the  sunlight 
-*■  ^  Of  God's  wondrous  grace  to  men. 
spirit."  Do  not  forget  IGHTING  up  the  rugged  pathway, 

vpr  U-ppnc  the  wirrini-       *~j    Shining  like  a  diadem. 

RIVING  out  the  doubts  and  worries 
That  do  vex  us  on  our  way. 
LWAYS   sending    beams   of    gladness 
As  we  travel  day  by  day. 

T>UT   there   comes  strife   and    turmoil, 


July,  193. 

-The  Bible. 

— Paul  Stallings. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Enclosed  is  $1.25  for  a  subscription  t 
our  missionary  in  India.  Our  Y.  P.  I 
wants  to  send  the  Lighted  Pathway  t 
Miss  Blossom  Cook,  Chengannur  P.  O 
Travancore,   South  India. 


■  .      v         i       ,  V>    j        "D  ESTING  on   the  faithful   promise 
nibit   the   same  spirit?      Yes,   thank   Cod.       f\  ,  r 

Youth  to  arms! 


The  Heart  of  My  Lord  is 
So  Kind 

By  Winnie  Gyes 

I  am   thinking  tonight  of  the  life  of  my 
Lord, 
How   He    looked   down   from      heaven 
above, 
And  as  He  beheld  our  sin  and  distress, 

His  heart  beat  with  infinite  love. 
So  He  left  His  dear  Father  and  angels  so 
fair, 
Left  the  song  land  of  peace  so  refined, 
And  came  here  to  ransom  a  sinner  like 
me. 
Oh,  the  heart  of  my  Lord  is  so  kind! 

I'm  following  down  the  long  years  as  they 
pass, 
I   behold   Him    through   childhood   and 
youth, 
And  I  fancy  I  hear  the  sweet  tone  of  His 
voice 
As,  He    speaks    words   of    blessing    and 
truth. 
I  can  see  the  new  hope  in  the  eyes  of  the 
poor 
As  His  way  'mong  their  dwellings  He 
winds; 
He   hears   every   cry  of   the  sin-burdened 
soul, 
For  His  heart  is  so  wondrously  kind. 

I  behold  Him  again.  The  night  is  so  dark 

Scarce  a  star  shines  from  out  heaven's 
blue; 
My  Master  is  praying  in  anguish  alone, 

He  is  pleading  for  me  and  for  you. 
Dear   friend,   can't   you  see  Him? 

Oh,  don't  leave  Him  now, 
For  He  loves  you  with  love  so  divine 

That    He   pleads    for  vour   soul 
Till   blood  drips  from  His  brow. 

Oh,  I  marvel  His  heart  is  so  kind! 
I   look   once   again      on      My   Savior,    my 
Friend. 


Last  year  I  gave  my  sister,  the  mis 
sionary  in  India,  one  of  our  Lighte 
Pathway  Yearbooks  and,  Sister  Harrisor 
I  just  wish  it  would  be  possible  for  yo 
to  read  the  letter  I  got  from  her  las 
week,  telling  that  she  just  finished  read 
ing  it  and  how  much  she  enjoyed  it.  I'n 
sure  we  can  do  more  good  by  giving  o 
selling  worth  while  literature  than  th 
many  words  we  can  say. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  here  has  the  missionary 
spirit  and  we  want  to  spread  the  gospe 
"O  OUGH  and  lonely  would  our  journey      in  every  way  we  can  and  we  believe  th' 
-"-^-  Be  without  His  love  and  grace;  J-  -'-  '  -J         1" 

TF  His  steps  we  sweetly  follow, 


As  the  foe  we  daily  meet; 
TTERE  and  there  a  bitter  conflict, 

a' 


■Ere  the  victory  sure  and  sweet. 
ND  our  guide  is  ever  near  us 
To  inspire  us  as  we  go; 
iSTING  on  the  faithful 
Of  the  One  who  loves  us  so. 


Then    we'll    see   His   smiling   face. 
QO  we  climb  the  upward  pathway 
^     Blest  with  sunlight  so  divine; 
/"~\NWARD,  Upward     be  our  motto, 


VJ 


And  our  feeble  lights  let  shine. 


rVTOT   a   cross  we  bear  unnoticed, 
■*•  ^  But  the  Master  knows  the  pain, 

Giving  joy  for  our  earthly  sorrow, 
Balm   to  heal  our  hearts  again. 

Getting  Out  a  Paper  is  No 
Picnic 

If  we  print  jokes,  folks  say  we  are 
silly. 

If  we  don't,  they  say  we  are  too  seri- 
ous. 

If  we  publish  original  matter,  they  say 
we   lack   variety. 

If  we  are  rustling  news,  we  are  not 
attending  to  business  in  our  own  depart- 
ment. 

If  we  don't  print  contributions,  we 
don't  show  proper  appreciation. 

If  we  do  print  them,  the  paper  is  full 
of  junk. 

Like  as  not  some  fellow  will  say  we 
swiped  this  from  another  paper. 

Well,   we  did. 

Collected  Gems 

Whosoever  is  contented  is  rich. — Fir- 
dasi. 

A  miser  grows  rich  by  seeming  poor; 
an  extravagant  man  grows  poor  by  seem- 
ing  rich. — Shenstone. 

Riches  are  for  spending,  and  spending 
for  honor  and  good  actions — Bacon. 

Lack  of  desire  is  the  greatest  riches. — 
Reneca. 

A  propensity  to  hope  and  joy  is  real 
riches;  one  to  fear  and  sorrow,  real  pov- 
erty.— Hume. 

A    good    name    is    rather    to   be    chosen 


best  way  to  do  it  is  get  good  reading  u 
where  others  can  enjoy  it  too. 

If  some  people  could  only  get  ; 
glimpse  of  how  the  devil  is  placing  hi: 
books  and  papers  out,  lots  of  it  is  free 
surely  they'd  open  their  eyes.  It's  higr 
time  to  wake  up,  stir  out  the  old  copie: 
of  our  Lighted  Pathway,  get  them  intc 
circulation  and  spread  the  gospel  to  ev- 
ery nook  and  corner  until  He  comes  or 
calls  us. — Eva  E.  Martin,  Ephrata,  Pa. 

Note:  After  your  Y.  P.  E.  has  ordered 
three  rolls  you  may  have  the  privilege 
of  ordering  as  many  as  you  like  at  two 
cents  each  for  jails  and  hospitals,  pro- 
vided you  get  your  order  in  by  the  10th 
of  the  month  so  we  can  run  off  as  many 
as  yon  order.  East  Chattanooga,  Tenn. 
church  is  taking  three  rolls,  and  then 
one  hundred  and  fifty  extra  for  dis- 
tribution in  hospitals.  We  hope  others 
will   do   likewise. 

::-    ::-   * 

SILVER  LINING 

Come  on,  young  people,  and  earn 
$15.00  by  selling  100  Silver  Linings.  You 
order  them  and  sell  them  at  2  5c  each. 
Send  us  $10.00  in  thirty  days.  You  can 
divide  them  among  your  people  and  let 
your  whole  church  help  in  selling  them. 
Please  have  your  pastor  recommend  you 
when  you  send  for  the  books.  They  can- 
not be  returned.  Send  order  to  Alda  B. 
Harrison,   Cleveland,   Tenn. 

THE  SPRING 

What  delights  us  in  the  spring  is  more 
a  sensation  than  an  appearance,  more  a 
hope  than  any  visible  reality.  There  is 
something  in  the  softness  of  the  air,  in 
the  lengthening  of  the  days,  in  the  very 
sounds  and  odors  of  the  sweet  time,  that 
caresses  us  and  consoles  us  after  the  rigor- 
ous weeks  of  winter. — P.  G.  Hamerton. 
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MARY  ELIZABETH    HARRISON 


"Today  is  the  tomorrow  I  worried 
bout  yesterday  and  that  dreadful  thing 
bat  didn't  happen,  did  it?" 

"When  a  woman  really  has  more  sense 
han  a  man,  she  uses  part  of  that  sense 
d  conceal  the  fact  from  him." 

"There  are  two  things  to  do  when  you 
re  imposed  upon,  one  is  to  stand  it  and 
he  other  one,  I  can't  think  of  right 
ow." 

"In  every  life  there's  a  door  marked, 
private'." 

"It  is  not  always  the  squarest  man 
hat  moves  in  the  best  circles." 

"A  moral,  sensible,  and  well-bred  man 
vill  not  affront  me  3nd  no  other  can." 

"Friendship  above  all  ties  does  bind  the 
leart,  and  faith  in  friendship  is  the  nob- 
est  part." — Earl  of  Orrery. 

"The  world  we're  living  in  is  mighty 
lard  to  beat,  you  get  thorns  with  roses 
—but  ain't   the  roses  sweet?" 

It  was  Robert  E.  Lee  who  said,  "A 
gentleman  is  one  who  feels  humiliated 
vhen  it  becomes  necessary  to  humiliate 
>thers." 

"The  truest  words,  save  God's,  that 
were  ever  spoken  are  these,  that  the  big- 
jest  hearts  are  the  quickest  broken." 

"The  most  tremendous  danger  that 
nan  has  to  face  is  the  power  of  his  ideas." 

"There  is  a  difference  in  love  and  fall- 
ng  in   love." 

"Happiness  is  not  in  doing  the  things 
we  want  to  do  but  in  wanting  to  do  the 
things  we  have  to  do." 

— O— 
'Whosoever  has   not   suffered,   has    lived 
but  half, 
Who  never  failed,   he  never  strove  or 
sought; 
Who  never  wept  is  stranger  to  a  laugh, 
And  he  who     never     doubted     never 
thought." 

— O— 
Some  murmur  when  their  sky  is  clear 

And  all  is  bright  to  view, 
If  but  one  speck  of  cloud  appear 

In  their  great  heaven  of  blue; 
While  some  with  thankful  love  are  filled, 

If  but  one  ray  of  light, 
One  beam  of  God's  good  mercy  guild 
The  darkness  or  their  night. 
— O— 
Once  I  thought  the  world  was  small 

But  now  I  know  it  isn't; 
Cause  you  has  gone  to  where  I  ain't 


And  left  me  where  you  isn't. 
— O— 
The  Transient 
By  Helen  Welshimer 

He  did  not  have  a  house  where  He  could 

S° 
When  it   was  night — when  other  men 

went  down 

Small   streets   where      children      watched 

with  eager  eyes, 

Each  one  assured  of  shelter  in  the  town, 

The    Christ    sought    refuge    anywhere    at 

all. 

A    house,    an    inn,    the    roadside,      or   a 

stall! 

He  borrowed  the  boat  in  which  He  rode 
that  day, 
He  talked  to  throngs  along  the  Eastern 
lake; 
It  was  a  rented  room  to  which  He  called 
The  chosen  twelve  the   night   He     bid 
them  break 
The  loaf   with   Him,   and   He   rode,   un- 
afraid, 
Another's  colt  in  that  triumph-parade. 

A  man  from  Arimathea  had  a  tomb 
Where    Christ    was    placed    when    nails 
had  done  their  deed. 
Not  ever  in  the  crowded  days  he  knew 

Did  He  have  coins  to  satisfy  a  need. 
They    should    not      matter — these      small 
things  I  crave 
Make  me  forget  them,  Father,   and  be 
brave! 

KEEP  UP  YOUR  CHIN 
You're    sick   of    the    game?    well,    now 
that's  a  shame; 
You've  had  a  new  deal  I  know  but  don'r 
squeal ; 
You're    young    and    you're    brave    and 

you're  bright, 
Buck  up,  do  your  best — and  fight. 
It's  the  plugging  away  that  will  win  the 
day, 
Don't  be  a  piker,  old  pard; 
Just  draw  on  your  grit — 'tis  so  easy  to 
quit — 
'Tis  keeping  your  chin  up  that's  hard. 
— R.  W.  Service. 
— O— 

Courage  to  Live 

By  Brace   Noll  Crowell 

To  those  who  have  tried  and  seemingly 
have  failed, 
Reach  out,    dear  Lord,   and      comfort 
them  today; 
For  those  whose  hope  has  dimmed,  whose 
faith  has  paled, 
Lift   up   some   light  heavenly  torch,   I 
pray. 


They  are  so  frightened,  Lord;  reach  out 
a  hand. 
They  are  so  hurt  and  helpless;  be  their 
friend. 
Baffled   and   blind,      they   do   not   unde* 
stand — 
They  think  this  dark  and  tangled  road 
the   end. 

Oh,   touch  to  flame  their  hope  that  has 

burned  low, 
And  strike  with  fire  faith's  ashes  that 

are  dead. 
Let   them   walk  proudly  once  again,   and 

go 
Seeking   the  sure   and      steadfast    light 
ahead. 
Help   them   to  move   among   their  fellow 
men 
With    courage    to   live,    courage   to   try- 
again. 

— O— 
God  has  not  promised  skies  ever  blue 
Flower-strewn  pathways     always      for 
you; 
God  has   not   promised   sun    without   rain 
Joy    without    sorrow,    peace      without 
pain, 
But    God   has   promised      strength      from 
above 
Unfailing    sympathy,    undying    love. 
*    *    * 

Standing  By 

I  like   to  think  when  billows  roar 

And  clouds  are  in  the  sky, 
I  need  not  fear  how  weak  the  oar — 

My  God  is  standing  by. 

I   like   to  feel   when   shadows   creep 
And  sorrow's   climbing  high, 

I'll   lay  in  rest  my  soul  to  sleep 
For  God  is  standing  by. ' 

And  when  the  end  of  life  besets, 
Cold   death  is   drawing  nigh, 

I'll  leave  this  world  with  few  regrets 
For   God   is   standing   by. 

You 

You  are  the  fellow  who  has  to  decide 
Whether  you'll  do  it  or  toss  it  aside; 
You  are   the  fellow  who   makes  up   your 

mind 
Whether  you'll  lead  or  will  linger  behind, 
Whether  you'll    try   for   the  good   that's 

afar 
Or  be  contented  to  stay  where  you  are. 
Take  it  or  leave  it.  There's  something  to 

do! 
Just  think  it  over.  It's  all  up  to  you. 

jj.     »;.     ;;. 

Only  a  word  but  know  this  my  brother; 
A  word  may  bless  and  a     word     may 
blight; 
May  blot  the  sun  out  of  Heaven  for  an- 
other, 
Or   lead   him   into      God's   own   sweet 
light. 
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Alexia — Helper  of  Man 

(Continued   from  page    5) 

going  to,  and  some  other  things,  too. 
Guess  you  and  your  dad  are  sort  of  show- 
ing me  up  a  bit,  maybe.  I  have  to  live 
with  myself,  too,  you  know." 

Their  glances  clashed  as  swords  cross- 
ing, then  met  again  as  the  clasp  of 
friendly  hands  at  what  they  saw  in  each 
other's  faces.  "Seems  as  though  the  Farn- 
hams  will  be  my  job  from  now  on,"  he 
added.  They  felt  a  new  kind  of  gladness. 
Both  knew  the  Farnham's  would  be  well 
taken  care  of  now. 

But  there  was  father's  coat.  Near  the 
dress  goods  counter  was  a  rack  of  ready- 
made  garments,  marked  down  for  sale. 
On  it  Alexia  noticed  a  great  coat,  a 
heavy  garment,  poor  in  cut,  rough  in 
material,  cheap  in  price.  But  it  was  warm. 
There  were  wide  cuffs  and  a  deep  collar 
which,  turned  against  the  wind,  would 
defy  even   the  Sherman  weather. 

She  took  it  from  the  rack  and  felt  its 
coarse  warmness.  Just  father's  size.  She 
hesitated  a  moment,  then  said  half  coax- 
ingly,  half  apologetically,  sure  now  that 
he  would  understand  that  she  would  not 
keep  his  generosity  for  herself.  "Say,  Mr. 
Grisholm,  would  you  exchange  the  dress 
and  things  for  this?" 

For  a  moment  she  had  a  terrible  fear 
that  he  was  going  to  offer  to  give  it  to 
her  but  he  understood  too  well  for  that. 
He  blinked  a  moment,  then  turned  up 
his  hands  despairingly.  "Yes,"  he  said 
gravely,  "Yes,  I  think  I  would,  Lex." 

On  the  way  home,  the  coat  by  her 
side  on  the  seat  of  the  old  buggy,  Alexin 
once  more  found  the  brightness  of  the 
morning.  "I  must  hurry  home  if  I  get 
back  to  have  lunch  ready  before  father 
starts  calling,"  she  thought. 

She  clucked  to  Belinda,  who  was  con- 
tent to  jog  along  at  a  snail's  pace  if  she 
were  allowed  to  pick  her  own  gait. 
"Hurry  up,  Belinda,  hurry!"  said  Alexia, 
— "helper  of  man."  —  Lutheran  Young 
Folks. 

Eagle  Saints 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
channel  of  the  wind.  Thus  it  is  with  God. 
He  will  take  us  on  His  wings  and  carry 
us  into  new  and  rare  experiences,  and  then 
suddenly  seem  to  drop  us  and  leave  us  to 
ourselves.  It  is  then  that  we  learn  the 
divine  art  of  perfect  trust  against  all  dif- 
ficulties, it  is  then  we  learn  to  fly,  it  is 
then  the  perfect  believer  learns  to  trust 
in  God  without  leaning  on  friends  or  past 
experience  or  any  feeling  of  spiritual  emo- 
tion but  runs  the  risk  of  falling  help- 
less into  hands  of  infinite  love.  It  is  then 
that  God  turns  us  loose  in  a  thunder- 
storm or  to  face  a  blizzard  or  circum- 
stances   and    to    practice    that    seemingly- 


reckless  reliance  on  God's  Word  and  on 
His  character.  This  is  the  way  that  God 
makes  these  eagle  saints  which  are  to  take 
place   in   His   coming   kingdom. 

QUALITIES  OF  EAGLES 

There  are  certain  qualities  that  con- 
stitute a  fitness  for  rank  in  the  kingdom 
of  God,  and  there  are  certain  qualities  in 
the  eagle  which  are  typical  of  the  first- 
rank  saints.  Firstly,  the  eagle,  although 
there  may  be  larger  birds,  is  the  king 
of  the  air  and  over  all  other  birds.  There 
is  a  majesty  in  the  eagle  which  belongs  to 
no  other  bird.  This  is  true  of  the  eagle 
saints,  for  they  constitute  a  race  of  tul- 
ers  that  are  to  reign  in  the  coming  king- 
dom. 

Secondly,  the  eagle  has  a  great  vision. 
They  have  an  eye  which  is  both  tele- 
scopic to  discern  things  afar  off  and  mi- 
croscopic to  see  the  smallest.  It  is  said 
by  the  best  authority  that  an  eagle  can 
not  be  deceived.  Thus  it  is  with  eagle 
saints,  the  devil  cannot  deceive  them  with 
any  of  his  "ism"  or  anything  else  that 
he  has  to  deceive  them  with.  Satan  can- 
not  deceive    a   Holy   Ghost-filled   person. 

Thirdly,  the  eagles  prefer  great 
heights.  They  scorn  low  places  but  build 
their  nests  on  the  mountain  peaks  or  in 
the  highest  trees  they  can  find.  An  eagle 
saint  has  been  delivered  from  the  old 
Adam  and  filled  with  divine  love,  that 
love  that  rises  to  dwell  with  God  in  the 
heavenly  places.  Eagle  saints  have  high 
motives  and  lofty  prayers.  In  their  spirit- 
ual work  and  in  their  giving  they  are 
wider  than  sectarian  bonds,  and  higher 
than  sectarian  walls  and  far  above  self- 
ish  motives. 

Fourthly,  an  eagle  is  strong  of  wing. 
The  power  of  the  eagle  is  in  his  wing, 
he  can  knock  a  man  down  with  his  wing. 
The  power  of  the  eagle's  wing  is  seen 
in  his  flight,  in  the  great  speed  and 
strength  of  them.  This  power  sets  forth 
the  power  in  a  saint's  prayer,  in  his  en- 
durance, his  faith,  and  long  suffering. 
There  are  some  who  are  physically  ill  and 
weak,  but  who  are  giants  spiritually  and 
like  eagles  in  the  natural  world.  They  may 
be  staggering  under  great  burdens  and 
accomplishing  things  through  the  Holy 
Ghost  which  is  beyond  the  strength  of 
man  and  the  intellectual  greatness  of 
scholars  and  this  world's  great  ones.  This 
is  a  divine  strength  which  is  beyond  all 
fanaticism,  boasting,  or  self-conceit.  It  is 
higher  than  air  castles  and  stronger  than 
a  mere  notion,  but  is  firm  with  a  rock 
bottom  which  is  obtained  only  through 
the  Holy  Ghost.  These  qualities  of  eagle 
saints  arc  obtained  by  a  perfect  attitude 
of  abandment  and  obedience  and  faith 
that  waits  on  the  Lord  until  the  strength 
is  renewed  and  in  that  strength  the  soul 
mounts  up  with  wings  as  eagles  and  runs 
and  is  not  weary,  walks  and  is  not  faint. 


Adda's  Wrong  Choice 

(Continued   from   page    16) 

Adda  nodded  agreement  and  gave  her 
hands  in  solemn  covenant  while  her  hus- 
band led  her  to  the  throne  of  grace. 

— Sunday  School  Banner. 

The  Happy  Little  Girl 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
I  asked  her  what  part  of  the  Bible  she 
liked  best.  She  said  she  liked  all  the  his- 
tory of  Jesus,  the  chapters  she  was  most 
fond  of  were  the  last  three  chapters  of 
Revelation.  I  had  a  Bible  with  me,  and  I 
read  those  chapters  to  her  as  we  went 
along. 

When  I  was  through,  she  began  to  talk 
about  heaven.  "Think,"  she  said,  "how 
nice  it  will  be  to  be  there!" — Sunlight 
for  the  Young. 

"IF" 

If  you've  the  gift  of  Giving  for  the  love 
of   that    alone, 

Expecting  no  return  for  gifts  or  kindness 
you  have  shown; 

If  you've  the  grace  of  Gratitude,  can  see, 
when  day  is  done, 

A  vision  in  the  sunset  of  tomorrow's  ris- 
ing sun; 

Yours  in  a  fairy  garden,  that  is  fed  by 
hidden   springs, 

'Is  lit  by  fairy  sunlight  and  fanned  by 
fairy  wings. 

FAILURE  AND  SUCCESS 
When  the  faithful  man  has  done  his 
best  and  fails,  as  he  often  may,  he  can 
feel  assured  that  failure  no  less  than  suc- 
cesses, are  threads  of  the  warp  or  woof 
of   his   heavenly   raiment. 
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JESUS    THE    LIGHT    OF    THE    WORLD 


MY  HIGH  RESOLVE 

FAULT  FINDING  VERSUS  CONSIDERATION 

I  refuse  the  cheapening",  mildewing-,  spoiling;  power  of 
fault-finding.  I  refuse  to  dwell  upon  the  faults  of  others. 
I  refuse  to  think  of  them,  much  less  to  speak  of  them. 

I  will  constantly  say  when  tempted  to  look  at  or  speak 
of  human  faults,  frailities,  or  weakness — "what  would 
my  life  be  like  should  I  have  been  born  as  they,  environed 
as  they,  abused  as  they  have  been." 

I  will  seek  a  picture.  As  by  a  flash  of  a  divinely  illumi- 
nated imagination,  I  will  think  of  what  all  such  would  be 
should  they  all  be  what  the  Father  planned  them  to  be. 

It  shall  be  my  high  resolve  NEVER  to  criticize.  If  I 
must  speak  of  faults  it  shall  be  only  after  much  prayer 
and  with  the  motive  of  seeking  to  find  a  way  for  them 
out  into  larger  things. 

"He  knoweth  our  frame.  He  remembereth  that  we  are 
dust."  We  should  do  so  as  well. — Heart  Throbs  of  Truth. 


"Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  un- 
to my  path."  Psalm  119:105 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  Bless  You. 

"Isn't  it  too  bad  about  Grace?  She 
didn't  pass,  and  must  stay  in  the  same 
grade." 

Yes,  it  was  too  bad  about  Grace.  She 
thought  so  too.  She  felt  ashamed  that  the 
other  girls  would  get  ahead  while  she 
stayed  behind  with  the  younger  ones.  She 
made  up  her  mind  to  work  harder,  and 
never  be  left  behind  again. 

Living  the  Christian  life  is  like  going 
to  school.  The  experiences  you  have  from 
day  to  day  are  the  lessons  from  which 
you  are  to  learn  the  art  of  true  living. 
We  are  told  in  the  Bible  to  "grow  in  grace 
and  in  the  knowledge  of  our  Lord  and 
Savior,  Jesus  Christ." 

Jesus  wants  you  to  keep  going  ahead 
into  the  higher  grades.  You  do  not  care 
to  have  the  same  lessons  over  again  next 
year  that  you  had  this  year.  You  want 
to  be  able  to  take  harder  lessons.  You 
want  to  be  better  Christians.  You  shou'd 
be  able  to  do  bigger  tasks  every  year. 

You  should  be  able  to  control  your 
temper  better  as  you  grow  older.  You 
should  have  more  patience,  more  thought- 
fulness,  more  sympathy  for  others  than 
you  had  last  year.  In  all  the  qualities  that 
make  a  good  Christian  boy  and  girl  you 
should  be  making  real  progress.  If  yon 
are  not,  it  is  something  of  which  to  be 
■ashamed,  just  as  Grace  was  ashamed  be- 
cause she  had  to  stay  behind  in  school. 

But  you  say,  "I  am  trying  to  climb  to 
higher  heights  but  I  do  not  always  have 
the  joy."  I  remember  talking  to  a 
young  girl  one  time  about  the  wonder- 
ful joy  of  the  Lord.  "Well,"  she  said,  "I 
have  that  joy  at  times  but  at  other 
times  I  do  not  and  so  I've  about  decided 
that  I'm  not  right  or  that  joy  would  re- 
main." I  wonder  if  I  am  not  talking  to 
some  in  this  message  who  have  almost 
given  up  for  this  reason.  We  do  not  al- 
ways live  on  the  mountain  top.  In  the 
natural  world  we  do  not  always  see  the 
■sun  but  many  times  the  clouds  come  and 
the  rain  pours  down  in  torrents.  But, 
thank  God,  the  sun  still  shines  behind  the 
clouds.  I  feel  that  this  is  the  place  so 
many  give  up  and  go  down.  We  can  re- 
member the  first  few  times  when  we  were 
tempted  to  turn  back  for  this  reason. 
Yes,  it's  hard  for  us  to  go  on  in  this  hard- 
hearted world  without  the  wonderful  joy 
to  carry  us  through. 

Sometimes  we  are  called  of  God  to  do 
some  special  thing  for  Him.  We  know  the 
whisper  came  and  we  have  tried  to  launch 
out  in  obedience  but  discouragements 
came,  perhaps  through  some  of  our  best 
friends.  God  is  perhaps  calling  you  to  go 
out  and  explore  new  fields  and  countries 
for  Him.  I  believe  that  Kipling  has  some 


splendid  thoughts  for  us  in  his  poem, 
"The  Explorer."  On  our  Reading  Page  we 
are  giving  you  this  poem  and  we  want  to 
write  along  this  line  this  month. 

"There's,  no  sense  in  going  further — it's 
the   edge   of    cultivation." 

I  wonder  how  many  readers  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  have  ever  heard  these 
words.  You  are  anxious  to  press  out  into 
new  fields  for  God,  vou  have  heard  the 
call  of  God  but  friends  are  saying, 
"There's  no  use  of  going  further.  No, 
you  had  just  as  well  remain  where  you 
are,  there  is  plenty  of  work  at  home," 
when  new  fields  all  white  unto  the  harv- 
est  he  beyond  waiting  for  some  explorer 

This  Morning 

Life  begins  this   morning, 
To  use  it  as  you  choose; 

A   golden  opportunity 
For  you  to  win  or  lose. 

New  aims,  new  plans,  new  vistas, 
Now  open  wide  to  you; 

For  brain  and  hand  and  muscle 
There's  useful  work  to  do. 

Life  begins  this  morning, 
Be  up  and  strong  of  heart; 

Ignore  past  fears  and  failures. 
Today  fill  well  your  part. 

— Grenville  Klciscr. 

to  launch  out  into  the  deep.  We  have 
known  some  churches  where  workers  are 
so  thick  that  they  get  in  each  other's 
way. 

We  might  apply  it  to  a  call  to 
higher  education.  God  may  be  calling  you 
along  this  line  and  friends  are  saying, 
"There's  no  use  in  going  further"  but  you 
must  obey  that  inner  voice  against  their 
will. 

It  might  be  some  vocational  calling, 
friends  wanting  you  to  follow  a  certain 
line  of  work  and  that  inner  voice  calling 
another  way. 

"So  they  said,  and  I  believed  it — broke 
my  land  and  sowed  my  crop — 

Built  my  barns  and  strung  my  fences  in 
the  little  border  station, 

Tucked   away   below    the   foothills   where 

the  trails  run  out  and  stop." 

These  lines  just  quoted  show  how  the 
explorer  gave  in  to  the  voice  of  the 
tempter  and  settled  down  in  disobedience 
to  the  call  of  God. 

I  have  heard  some  folks  say  and  I  have 
one  yoving  woman  in  mind  who  said, 
"Yes,  I  feel  that  I  should  do  these  things 


but   I   feel  some  one  would   criticize  and 

say  I  was  pushing  myself."     When  this 

is  the  case  then  conscience  comes  and 
here  our  next  lines. 

"Till  a  voice,  as  bad  as  Conscience,  rang 

interminable  changes 
On  one  everlasting  whisper,  day  and  night 

repeated — so: 
Something  hidden.  Go  and  find  it.  Go  and 

look  behind  the  ranges — 
Something  lost   behind   the  ranges.      Lost 

and   waiting   for   you.   Go!" 

Yes,  something  keeps  whispering. 
The  voice  keeps  on  pleading.  Something 
lost  behind  the  ranges,  go  and  find  it.  I 
wonder  what  it  is  that   is  lost? 

Oh,  it's  the  soul  of  that  boy  or  girl, 
that  man  or  woman  hidden  away  out 
there  where  God  in  calling  you  to  go  for 
Him.  They  are  lost  and  waiting  for  you 
to  bring  them  the  story  of  salvation.  And 
then  the  voice  was  so  strong  and  the 
burden  so  heavy  that  this  explorer 
yielded  and  obeyed  the  call. 

'  So  I  went,  worn  out  of  patience;  never 
told  my  nearest  neighbors — 

Stole  away  with  pack  and  ponies — left 
'em  drinking  in  the  town; 

And  the  faith  that  moveth  mountains 
didn't  seem  to  help  my  labors, 

As  I  faced  the  sheer  main-ranges,  whip- 
ping  up   and   leading  down." 

So  he  made  up  his  mind  he  would  obey 
God,  live,  die,  sink  or  swim.  And  one 
thing  he  did  that  we  commend  him  for 
Was  that  he  didn't  even  tell  his  neigh- 
bors. Here  is  where  we  fail  so  many 
times.  We  have  communion  with  God 
and  He  speaks  to  us  and  we  tell  everj'- 
body  and  they  do  not  understand  for  they 
haven't  caught  the  vision  and  the  devil 
•uses  them  to  discourage  us.  God  wants 
us  to  "be  still  and  know  He  is  God," 
before  we  tell  even  our  friends. 

We  well  remember  when  we  started 
in  this  young  people's  work  how  definite- 
ly the  voice  of  the  Lord  called.  We  had 
many  things  to  discourage  us  at  this 
time.  We  almost  failed  God,  but  the  vis- 
ion was  too  plain,  the  call  too  strong  for 
us  and  we  launched  out  and  obeyed.  We 
saw  the  need  of  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
and  friends  said  we  were  crazy  because 
some  of  our  denominational  papers  were 
failing  with  all  the  wealth  of  tiieir  peo- 
ple behind  it.  But  the  Sp'int  was  calling 
louder  than  the  voice  of  our  opposers  and 
without  a  cent  back  of  us  we  launched 
our  little  paper. 

"March  by  march  I  puzzled  through  'em, 
turning   flanks   and  dodging  shoulders, 
(Continued  on  page   16) 
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A  CONTINUED  STORY 
Making  a  Choice 

In  the  corner  of  the  dimly  lighted 
room,  on  a  low  chair,  sat  little  Stephen 
Ludlow,  an  orphan  boy.  His  head  was 
resting  in  another  chair  before  him.  Four 
weeks  had  passed  since  his  father  had 
died.  He  was  lonesome,  tired  and  hungry. 
It  was  late  in  the  evening  and  he  had  not 
yet  partaken  of  his  scanty  evening  meal. 

"Sonnie,  you  will  have  to  vacate!  I 
have  rented  this  house  to  some  one  else. 
You  have  already  lived  here  several  weeks 
since  the  rent  was  due!" 

These  words  were  spoken  by  a  hard- 
hearted landlord  as  he  entered,  uninvited, 
the  half-open  door.  The  sudden  sound  of 
a  harsh  voice  in  the  room  startled 
Stephen.  He  lifted  his  head  and  looked 
frightened. 

When  the  man  saw  the  pathetic  look 
on  the  boy's  face,  his  voice  became  a  lit- 
tle more  tender  and  he  added,  "You 
should  not  live  here  alone  anyway:  you 
had  better  go  to  some  of  your  relatives;" 
then  standing  directly  in  front  of  Stephen 
and  eyeing  him  critically  he  added, 
"Where  is  your  mother?" 

"1  never  had  a  mother,"  he  answered, 
and  with  a  choking  voice  turned  his  face 
to  the  wall,  wiping  the  tears  away  with 
the  sleeve  of  his  threadbare  coat;  but  soon 
collecting  himself  he  said,  "I  guess  I'll  go 
to  Grandfather's  house  if  I  can  find  him. 
Will  you  please  let  me  stay  in  the  old 
shack  on  the  alley,  where  old  Tim  used  to 
live,  until  I  can  go  to  Grandfather's?" 

"No  objection  at  all;  I  will  tell  the 
family  moving  in  here  not  to  molest  you 
there,"  he  said,  his  conscience  feeling 
somewhat  more  at  ease  for  not  turning 
the  little  orphan  boy  out  without  a  place 
to  go. 

"You  will  find  the  shed  most  awfully 
dirty;  better  have  a  housecleaning  first 
— at  any  rate,  be  sure  and  move  out  to- 
morrow. The  Browns  are  going  to  move 
in  next  day."  With  these  words  the  land- 
lord hastened  away. 

Stephen  had  been  living  there  with  his 
father  ever  since  his  earliest  recollections. 
His  environment  was  quite  different 
from  that  of  his  father  when  he  was  a 
boy. 

Charles  Ludlow,  Stephen's  father,  was 
reared  in  a  beautiful  little  city  in  Illinois. 
His  father,  Stephen's  grandfather,  was  a 
very  prosperous  merchant  in  the  citv  of 
Elm  Point.  He  had  purchased  a  block  in 
the  outskirts  of  the  city  and  here  had 
built  their  beautiful  new  home.  He     had 


chosen  this  location  so  they  might  have 
the  advantage  of  pure  air  and  so  the  chil- 
dren might  have  room  to  play.  The  family 
consisted  of  Mr.  Ludlow,  his  wife  and 
their  two  children,  Charles  and  Elizabeth. 
The  home  and  surroundings  were  ideal. 
A  rippling  stream,  fed  by  a  spring  on  the 
hillside,  was  flowing  through  one  corner 
of  the  back  yard.  There  were  large  and 
beautiful  shade  trees,  flowers  and  a  well 
kept  lawn.  It  was  all  so  beautiful  that 
people  in  the  neighborhood  called  it  the 
Ludlow  Park. 

The  children,  Charles  and  his  sister, 
were  indeed  happy.  They  each  had  a  lit- 
tle garden  where  they  planted  flowers  of 
their  own.  They  often  made  little  boats 
and  floated  them  on  the  rippling  stream. 
Thinking  that  a  boy's  life  was  hardly 
complete  without  a  dog,  one  never-to-be- 
forgotten  day  Mr.  Ludlow  brought  a 
beautiful  fox  terrier  home  for  Charles, 
which  he  immediately  named  Spot  be- 
cause of  the  pretty  black  spot  on  his 
forehead. 

While  Spot  and  Charles  were  becoming 
fast  friends  and  constant  companions, 
Elizabeth  became  more  and  more  at- 
tached to  Muggins,  her  little  black  and 
white  kitten  that  Charles  had  rescued 
from  the  hands  of  some  rude  boys  who 
were  pelting  it  with  stones. 

Charles'  father  and  mother  were  very 
devoted  Christians  and  members  of  the 
church.  They  loved  their  children  dear- 
ly, and  their  constant  aim  in  life  was  to 
lead  them  to  accept  Christ  in  their  early 
childhood  and  become  useful  citizens  and 
a  blessing  to  humanity. 

When  Charles  was  twelve  years  of 
age,  their  pastor,  with  the  assistance  of 
an  evangelist,  conducted  a  revival  meet- 
ing in  their  church.  At  this  time  Charles 
saw  some  of  the  children  and  young  peo- 
ple, among  them  his  own  sister  Elizabeth, 
yield  their  lives  to  the  Lord,  and  his  soul 
became  awakened  to  his  own  need  of  God. 
His  parents  had  hoped  and  prayed  that 
the  time  had  come  when  he  also  would 
become  a  Christian.  One  day,  however, 
while  he  was  waiting  for  his  mother,  just 
outside  the  store,  where  she  was  purchas- 
ing a  few  articles,  he  overheard  a  conver- 
sation which  greatly  affected  his  state 
of  mind. 

A  very  dignified  looking  gentleman, 
whom  Charles  ra:ognized  as  one  of  the 
city  pastors,  and  another  man  were  en- 
gaged in  earnest  conversation,  discussing 
the  revival  then  in  progress.  The  minis- 
ter, with  iron  gray  hair,  who  in  the  eyes 
of  Charles  looked  very  wise,  made  some 


slighting  remarks  regarding  the  revival 
meetings,  especially  the  conversion  of 
children,  saying  that  he  thought  it  to  be 
the  height  of  folly  to  expect  children  not 
more  than  twelve  or  thirteen  years  of  age 
to  become  Christians  and  that  he  was 
convinced  that  it  was  all  merely  excite- 
ment. 

Charles'  big  brown  eyes  were  fastened 
on  the  speaker  and  for  a  moment  he  re- 
sented what  was  said;  but  the  man  looked 
so  wise  and  the  longer  he  listened  to  his 
argument  against  childhood  conversion 
the  more  he  began  to  waver  in  the  de- 
cision, he  had  made  the  previous  night,  to 
give  his  heart  to  God. 

Charles  said  nothing  to  his  parents 
about  the  conversation  he  had  overheard. 
But  he  now  seemed  utterly  indifferent  to 
all  that  was  said,  and  they  were  disap- 
pointed and  grieved  at  the  attitude  he 
took  at  the  service  that  night.  He  re- 
sented the  thought  of  anyone  saying  that 
he  was  excited  about  religion. 

Charles  developed  into  a  handsome, 
stalwart  young  man  physically.  He  was 
tall,  broad-shouldered  and  had  beautiful 
chestnut  brown  hair  and  large  brown 
eyes. 

Year  after  year  passed  by  and  Charles 
was  now  eighteen  years  of  age;  and  al- 
though he  was  kind  to  his  parents  and 
attended  church  services  and  Sunday 
School  regularly,  yet  the  time  had  never 
come  when  he  was  quite  ready  to  yield 
to  the  call  of  the  Master.  He  was  in  high 
school  and  was  now  keeping  company 
with  a  beautiful  young  woman,  Viana 
Harvey.  At  the  age  of  eleven  Viana  had 
given  her  heart  to  Jesus.  Charles  remem- 
bered well  when  she  arose  to  give  her 
testimony  after  the  Lord  had  spoken 
peace  to  her  soul.  He  could  almost  see 
heaven  in  her  soft  blue  eyes.  Her  beau- 
tiful golden  hair,  as  it  fell  in  curls  over 
her  forehead  and  shoulders,  reminded  him 
of  the  crown  the  Bible  says  the  saints  in 
heaven  shall  wear.  That  was  six  years  ago 
and  she  had  been  true  to  her  Master  in 
all  the  hard  problems  she  had  met  in  her 
school  life  and  elsewhere.  She  was  now 
pianist  in  the  church  and  had  a  sweet 
soprano  voice  and  frequently  sang  solos. 
She  often  spoke  to  Charles  about  spiritual 
things  and  urged  him  to  become  a  Chris- 
tian. He  always  agreed  that  it  was  the 
only  reasonable  thing  to  do,  but  invaria- 
bly deferred  the  matter  to  some  future 
time.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ludlow  had  always 
carefully  warned  their  children  regarding 
the  ?vil  influence  of  many  of  the  modern 
amusements,  and  thus  far  neither  Charles 
nor  Elizabeth  had  ever  asked  to  be  per- 
mitted to  attend  the  Sunday  baseball. 

Ore  dav  Charles  came  home  and  at  the 

supper  table   told  his  parents      that      the 

principal   of   the  high  school      demanded 

that   the   history   class,   as   a   body,   go   to 

(Continued  ®n  page  21) 
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Bible  Lessons 


©p&sf  TtiE  Doo^roe 

"Hallowed  Be  Thy  Name" 

From  the  Lord's  Prayer 
1.  What  are  His  names? 

Jehovah.  (Too  holy  to  be  spoken.)  — 
Ex.  6:3. 

Father  of  Lights. — James   1:17. 

God  of  Heaven — Neh.    1:5. 

Holy  One.— Hab.  1:12. 

I  am.— Ex.   3:14. 

Living  God.— Heb.   10:31. 

Mighty  God.— Jer.   32:18. 

Most    High    God.— Ps.    57:2. 

King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords. —  1 
Tim.   6:15. 

2.  Meaning  of  "hallow."  (See  Web- 
ster's Dictionary.) 

3.  How  may  we  help  to  answer  this 
prayer? 

By  not  taking  His  name  in  vain. 

By  keeping  His  day  holy.  (Illustrate 
by  the  honor  we  pay  to  Washington,  in 
celebrating   his    birthday.) 

By  obeying  His  commandment,  espe- 
cially t'ne  one  in   1  John  3:23. 

The  Whole  Armor 

Text — "Put  on  the  whole  armor  of 
God."   Eph.    6:11. 

Where  was  the  text  written?  Whom 
did  Paul  see  most  frequently  in  prison? 
Roman  soldier  to  whom  he  was  bound. 
Describe  the  armor  of  a  Roman  soldier. 

Use  of  an  armor?  Protection. 

Name  some  of  the  "good  fights"  which 
a  Christian  is  to  fight.  Intemperance  ev- 
erywhere; impatience,  ill-temper,  selfish- 
ness— all  ki-ds  of  sin  striving  to  enter 
our  own  hearts. 

How  to  become  God's  soldiers?  En- 
list.   Take    Jesus    for    our    Captain,      and 


obey.  He  met  sin  and  died  on  the  cross, 
that  we  might  conquer  sin  and  tempta- 
tion by  trusting  in  Him,  and  following 
His  example. 

THE  ARMOR 

After  enlisting,  put  on  the  whole  arm- 
or. The  Christian's  armor  is  not  of  iron, 
but   is   stronger   than  iron. 

Its  parts  are: 

The  Girdle — Truth.  (Saying  what  is 
right.)  Illustrate  by  story  of  some  noble, 
truth-loving  child. 

Breastplate  —  Righteousness.  (Doing 
what  is  right.) 

Shoes — Gospel  of  Peace.  Illustrate  by 
Achilles,  who  could  only  be  wounded  in 
the  feet.  Lose  their  souls  on  "slippery 
places" — going    to   balls,   saloons,  etc. 

Helmet — Salvation.  Protection  for  out- 
brains,  eyes. 

Shield — Faith. 

Some  Things  to  Remember 

DOCTRINE 

1.  We  Have  All  Sinned. 

God  takes  care  of  little  children.  After 
that  time,  all  who  are  not  Christians  are 
sinners.    (Matt.    12:30.) 

2.  God  Loves  Us  All. 

Not  the  good  only,  but  the  good  and 
bad.    (John   3:16.) 

3.  Jesus  Christ  Has  Died  to  Save  us. 
He   came    to   earth    that    we    might    go 

to  Heaven;  He  became  poor  that  we 
might  be  rich;  He  died  that  we  might 
live.    (Isa.    53:5.) 

4.  We   Must    Repent,    Forsake   Our    Sins, 
and  Trust  in  God. 

Then    God    will   forgive   our   sins,    and 
give  us  new   hearts.   This   is   conversion. 
(Acts  3:19.) 

5.  There  is  a  Heaven  and  a  Hell. 

But  the  Savior  came  to  open  the  way 
to  the  first,  ard  save  from  the  last,  if  we 
only  v/ill  come  to  Him.  (John  5:29  and 
40.) 

6.  Christians  Must  Grow  in  Grace. 
Conversion   is   only   the   beginning.    (2 

Peter    3:18.) 

7.  And  Strive  To  Bring  Other*  to  Christ. 
Even  children  may  do  this.    (Prov.   20: 

11.) 

8.  The  Holy  Spirit  Will  Guide  and  Help. 
We  need  never  work  alone.    (John    14: 

17.) 

ACROSTIC 

"FAITH" 

1.  F  ind 

2.  A  sk. 

3.  I   ncline. 


4.  T  ake. 

5.  H  old. 

I.  We  must  FIND  our  Savior.  But  He 
is  seeking  for  us.  It  takes  only  a  little 
while  for  a  SEEKING  SAVIOR  and  a 
SEEKING   SINNER   to   find  each  other. 

II.  Then  ASK  Him  to  save  you.  But 
He  has  already  ASKED  you  to  let  Him 
save  you.  (Quote  some  of  the  Gospel  in- 
vitations such  as  "Come  unto  me,") 

III.  You  must  INCLINE  your  hearts 
to  His  commands.  Illustrate  by  the  anx- 
ious listener  bending  toward  the  speaker. 
But  the  Savior  INCLINES  His  ear  to 
hear  our  call. 

IV.  Then  TAKE  His  hand.  But  the 
Savior's  hand  is  already  reached  out  to 
take  yours.  Illustrate  by  the  difference 
between  throwing  a  rope  to  a  drowning 
person,  and  reaching  a  hand  to  him.  The 
rope  cannot  grasp:  it  can  only  BE 
GRASPED. 

V.  Finally,  HOLD  on  to  the  Savior's 
hand,  as  though  it  all  depended  on  you, 
but  know  that  the  Savior  will  keep  His 
hold  upon  you.  The  child  on  a  slippery 
walk  holds  on,  with  all  its  little  might, 
to  its  father's  hand.  Contrast  the  police- 
man's hold  on  the  little  thief.  The  hold 
is  all  on  one  side.- — A.  S.  Garman. 

St-    :!■    sj« 

MARY  LOST  AND  FOUND 

When  I  was  a  girl  of  about  nine  years, 
I  was  staying  in  Buckinghamshire,  and 
often  went  to  see  a  little  girl  named 
Mary.  One  summer  evening,  her  mother 
had  to  go  out,  so  she  told  Mary  to  play 
in  the  garden  near  her  father,  until  she 
came  home.  Little  Mary  ran  about  the 
garden  chatting  away  to  her  father,  until 
some  one  came  to  speak  to  him. 

While  her  father  was  busy  talking  to 
his  friend,  Mary  ran  to  the  gate  and 
peeped  out. 

Presently  some  sheep  came  along,  and 
as  they  passed,  Mary  went  out  and  fol- 
lowed them  down  the  road.  When  they 
had  all  gone  out  of  sight,  she  found  her- 
self amongst  the  tall  trees  in  the  park, 
where  she  wandered  about  trying  in  vain 
to  find  her  way  home.  Poor  little  girl!  It- 
was  beginning  to  get  dark,  and  no  one 
near  to  take  her  home.  She  began  to  cry 
bitterly,  so  much  so  that  she  could  not 
see  where  she  was  going,  and  stumbled 
right  down  into  a  deep  ditch,  full  of 
stinging  nettles,  but  without  any  water 
in  it. 

Her  face  and  hands  were  badly  stung, 
and  she  was  covered  with  dirt,  for  she 
tried  very  hard  to  get  out,  but  could  not 
succeed;  and  at  last  she  grew  so  tired  that 
she  fell  fast  asleep. 

When  her  mother  returned  and  missed 

Mary,  she  asked  where  she  was.  "She  was 

here  a  little  while  ago,"  said  her  father. 

"I  think  she  must  be  in  the  house  or  in 

(Continued  on  page  19) 
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Thinking  Youth 


Note:  We  are  very  glad  to  announce  to 
the  readers  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  that 
we  have  permission  from  the  Zondervan 
Publishing  House,  Grand  Rapids,  Mich., 
to  use  material  from  their  book,  "Think- 
ing Youth,"  on  our  Inner  Circle  page. 
We  appreciate  this  and  trust  it  will  be  a 
great  blessing  to  all  of  our  readers,  both 
old  and  young.  We  trust  it  will  help  our 
older  people  to  understand  more  thor- 
oughly the  problems  we  are  facing  with 
our  boys  and  girls  and  that  your  young 
folk  may  understand  better  how  to  over- 
come  temptations  along   the   way. 

FOREWORD 

When  Mr.  H.  G.  Wells  reached  his 
seventieth  birthday,  the  P.  E.  N.  Club,  of 
which  he  is  International  President,  gave 
a  dinner  in  his  honor,  and  over  five  hun- 
dred distinguished  people  attended.  In 
trenchant  words  he  spoke  about  "this 
distraught  world"  in  which,  as  he  said, 
most  of  the  hideous  killing  going  on  all 
over  the  world  was  being  done  by  young- 
sters under  thirty,  and  so  on.  Then  he 
made  this  remarkable  observation: 

"Three-quarters  of  the  present  trouble 
of  the  world  is  due  to  the  moral  and  in- 
tellectual confusions  of  the  aimless  ado- 
lescent." 

Thinking  Youth — The  Aimless  Adoles- 
cent. What  a  contrast!  The  tragedy  of 
this  aimlessness  is  the  peril  of  all.  Youth 
is  distracted  and  confused — because  aim- 
less. But  "Thinking  Youth"  points  the 
way  to  that  knowledge  which  is  power. 
The  author  challenges  his  readers  to  face 
the  facts  courageously,  so  that  Christ-di- 
rected energy  may  result  in  victorious 
living.  This  book  is  not  a  casual  collec- 
tion of  sermons,  but  a  work  wrought  out 
by  years  of  thinking  with  youth.  It  is 
simple,  wise  and  strong.  In  contents,  style 
and  size  it  is  what  crowds  of  young  men 
and  women  have  been  waiting  for.  Seri- 
ous-minded and  sincere  folk  who  want 
to  know  the  reason  of  things  and  the 
purpose  of  God  for  their  lives,  will  find 
the  answer  here. 

Are  we  to  accept  our  faith  on  human 
authority?  That  brings  bigotry.  "The 
glory  of  the  lighted  mind"  will  come  to 
those  who  believe  Christ  and  know  why 
they  believe! 

May  "Thinking  Youth"  set  youth 
thinking.  It  will. 

Is  Youth  Thinking? 

Prologue 

Burrrr!  Burrrr!  Burrrr! 

"Johnson  speaking.  Is  that  you,  sir? 
There's  a  man  in  our  office  who's  a  great 
chap.  He's  been  opening  up  to  me  a  good 
bit  lately  and  I  think  you  could  help  him. 


To  put  it  frankly  he  wants  to  know  God. 
Sometime  ago  he  went  to  some  one  who 
was  supposed  to  know  all  about  that  kind 
of  thing,  at  least  it  was  his  job  to  know, 
but  he  was  a  'wash-out.'  Could  you  do 
anything?" 


A  scoutmaster — a  fine  specimen  of  a 
fellow,  brought  up  in  the  Sunday  School 
and  the  church,  found  it  wasn't  easy  to 
continue  to  go  when  other  boys  gave  it 
up,  but  his  mother  urged  it,  so  he  went. 
Friction  in  the  church  made  him  critical 
of  professing  Christians.  The  life  they 
lived  seemed  unattractive.  Among  the 
scouts,  where  the  Scout  Law  was  su- 
preme, he  found  more  fellowship,  and 
yet  there  was  something — he  didn't  know 
what — for  which  he  longed,  and  couldn't 
find.  The  urge  to  go  straight  was  all 
very  well,  but  he  found  he  hadn't  the 
power  to  overcome  evil.  Life  for  him  was 
a  fight.  He  was  up  against   things. 

It  hardly  seemed  possible  that  religion 
could  supply  the  clue. 


Hairdresser's  shop.  Exit  a  lady.  Young 
man  assistant  to  himself,  "Strange  cus- 
tomer that!  She  seemed  to  have  some- 
thing more  to  live  for  than  'perms'  and 
lipstick.  Don't  often  find  people  who  talk 
religion.  Interesting? — Yes!  She  seemed  to 
have  something  to  live  for.  I  haven't 
much.  Well,  there's  cricket  yet,  jolly, 
good,  clean  game,  but  when  all  is  said 
and  done,  there  must  be  something  more 
to  live  for  than  that.  I've  a  fairly  strong 
body,  but — what's  going  to  happen  to  it? 
War's  in  the  mind  of  everyone.  Ugh!  Is 
that  all  we  young  men  are  meant  for? 
War  doesn't  do  much  good  to  anybody. 
Men,  women  and  even  kids  are  just  fod- 
der for  guns! 

"That  lady  seemed  to  have  a  different 
outlook  on  life  altogether.  It  seems  to 
me  everything  and  everybody  lets  you 
down  these  days.  Used  to  think  it  was 
some  use  to  go  to  church,  but  too  many 
hypocrites  there!"  (and  then) — "Whu! 
She  was  a  great  little  girl!  But  that's  life! 
What  is  this  thing  called  'Love'?  To  me 
it  all  seems  to  be  a  make  believe.  What's 
the  good  of  it?  Sure  I  don't  know." 
(Enter  another  customer.) 


"Dear  Mr.  Wood: 

You  said  in  last  night's  meeting,  'God 
can   do  great   things   with  youth   if  only 
youth  will  let  Him.'  Will  you  please  ex- 
plain this?  It  puzzles  me.  I  am  seventeen. 
Yours  sincerely, 

Nan  T— " 


things. 

"I  want  to  be  of  some  use  in  the  world. 
Sometime  ago  I  got  desperate  about  it,  so 
I  started  to  go  to  a  church.  I  thought 
perhaps  they  would  give  me  something  to 
do.  I  really  didn't  understand  anything 
about  that  kind  of  thing,  but  I  sort  of 
thought  it  was  the  right  thing  to  do. 
Sure  enough  they  soon  asked  me  to  lend 
a  hand,  and  I  found  myself  with  a  whole 
crowd  of  kids  who  were  called,  'The 
Band  of  Hope.'  I  don't  know  where  the 
hope'  came  in.  They  were  a  gang  of  lit- 
tle ruffians.  Now  this  is  what  I  mean; 
I  don't  know  what  the  children  ought 
to  know,  so  for  the  life  of  me  I  can't 
teach  them!" 

I  asked  her  why  she  was  so  keen  on  do- 
ing something,  and  she  replied  that  she 
felt  it  was  not  right  to  use  all  her  spare 
time  for  herself.  "It  is  beastly  selfish." 
Then  we  went  on  to  talk  of  the  need  in 
the  world,  and  what  kind  of  service  was 
most  effective.  This  led  on  to  spiritual 
matters.  She  had  never  faced  up  to  them 

before "Christ?   who  is  He"   .    . 

"Loves  me?"  "Why?"  ....  "Because  of 
your  need."  "What?  My  need?  I  don't 
need  anything!"  "What  makes  you  want 
to  help  those  children?"  "I  suppose  I  love 
them."  "Fine!  But  do  you  love  God  too?" 
"Well,  I  don't  know  if  I  do.  How  can 
I?"  "Only  when  you  realize  you  owe 
Him  something  in  return  for  what  He 
has  done  for  you."  "What  has  He  done?" 
.  .  .  "The  Cross"  .  .  .  "Why?"  .  .  . 
"Because  of  sin."  .  .  .  "What's  that?" 
She  was  beginning  to  realize  that  she  had 
never  loved  God  and  was  therefore  a  sin- 
ner. As  this  truth  dawned  upon  her  she 
exclaimed: 

"That's  a  bit  of  a  biff!" 

No!  She  was  not  flippant,  only  in 
dead  earnest.  From  that  point  she  learned 
the  secret  of  the  only  true  motive  for 
effective  service. 


Later  in  conversation  we  got  down  to 


These  cross-sections  of  modern  youth, 
drawn  from  my  own  personal  contacts 
with  them,  reveal  that  indeed  they  are 
thinking.  Their  thinking  may  sometimes 
be  vague,  and  yet  vital  issues  lie  at  the 
back  of  it. 

"Is  there  a  God?  If  so,  can  I  know 
Him?" 

"Why  is  life  so  often   utterly  futile?" 

"How  can  I  be  of  any  use  in  the 
world?" 

"Is  religion  any  help  in  practical  life?" 

In  the  following  chapters  I  have  sought 
to  think  alongside  thinking  youth,  and 
to  examine  some  of  the  problems  which 
are  troubling  them. 

As  together  we  explore  various  avenues 
of  truth,  my  prayer  is  that  you  may 
think  through  until  you  make  the  great 
discovery  of  him  who  is  the  WAY,  the 
TRUTH,  the  LIFE. 

(Continued  next  issue) 
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OF    MY     BOY    ONCE    IN    A    WHILE 
AT     MEAL    TIME.  —  SOMETHING' 
WRONG    SOMEWHERE 


A  HOME  LIKE  THAT 

It  was  Saturday  morning,  and  the  ram 
was  pouring.  A  big  car  was  laboring  along 
through  the  rain  and  mud,  for  they  had 
left  the  main  highway  and  tried  a  short 
cut  across  country  roads.  As  they  dashed 
onto  a  small  bridge,  there  was  a  sudden 
crash,  and  the  engine  died.  The  young 
man  at  the  wheel  shut  off  the  gas  and 
jumped  out  on  one  side  as  an  older  man 
got  out  on   the  other. 

"Now  what's  happened?"  demanded  a 
woman's  voice. 

"This  is  all  Roger's  carelessness,"  said 
the  older  man. 

"No,  it  wasn't,  Dad,"  declared  Roger. 
"Don't  you  see  we've  nearly  broken 
through  the  bridge?" 

As  the  car  was  almost  standing  on  end, 
the  two  ladies  in  the  back  seat  had  spilled 
themselves  out  of  it  hurriedly  and  now 
stood   viewing  the  wreck. 

"This  is  what  comes  of  taking  short 
cuts  across  the  country,"  said  the  older 
woman.  "I  knew  how  it  would  be  all  the 
time." 

"Did  you,  mumsey,  dear?"  laughed  the 
girl."  I  wish  you'd  told  us." 

"Clare,  don't  annoy  mother,"  admon- 
ished her  father. 

"Am  I  to  stand  in  this  rain  till  I'm 
drenched?"   asked   the   mother. 

"There's  a  farmhouse  about  a  mile 
back,"  began   her  husband. 

Clare  laughed.  "And  there's  a  hotel  in 
Switzerland,  and  mother  could  get  to  the 
one  as  easily  as  the  other  in  all  this  mud 


and  rain." 

"Sh,"  hissed  Roger,  "here  comes  a 
young  fellow  on  a  horse.  Let's  see  if  he 
can't   tell   us  something." 

The  young  man  halted,  looked  the  situ- 
ation over  and  spoke  to  Roger. 

"It  seems  to  me  you're  in  the  middle 
of  a  bad  fix,"  he  said.  "Can  I  help  you?" 

"You  might  if  you  had  a  pair  of  big 
mules,"  was  the  answer.  "Is  there  a  ga- 
rage about  here?" 

"One   three  miles  away.   Shall    I — " 

"I'm  getting  drenched,"  said  Roger's 
mother. 

"Oh,  say,"  the  newcomer  was  alert  at 
once,  "there's  a  church  in  that  grove  of 
trees  to  your  left.  If  you'll  go  and  shelter 
there,  I'll  bring  our  car  for  you  as  soon 
as  I   telephone  the  garage." 

"Oh,"  smiled  Clare,  "do  you  have  tele- 
phones out  in  this  wild  place?" 

He  grinned  in  friendly  fashion.  "Most 
of  us  have.  And  this  place  wouldn't  look 
so  wild  any  other  day.  We  think  it's 
strictly  all   right." 

He  had  already  turned  his  horse  and 
was  guiding  them  to  the  church.  When 
they  reached  it,  he  had  dismounted  and 
was  opening  the  door.  They  trooped  into 
its  shelter  and  began  to  look  about  them, 
and  he  quickly  mounted  his  horse  and 
rode  away. 

"I  like  him  if  he  is  a  country  jakc," 
said   Roger. 

"He  used  as  good  language  as  you  do, 
or  better,"  his  father  reminded  him. 

Clare  was  looking  about.  "When  have 
we   been    in    a    church    before?"      she   de- 


manded. "Can  you  tell  me  that,  Dad? 
Say,  did  you  and  mother  ever  go  to 
church?'' 

Her  father  looked  startled.  "Why — 
— why — yes — a  few  times.  Your  mother 
was  a  member  when  we  were  married, 
but  she's  forgot  all  that  now,  what  with 
clubs  and  week-end  bridge,  and  all." 

"Whose  fault  is  it  I'm  not  a  church 
member  now?"  asked  his  wife. 

"I  know,  I  know,"  he  admitted  hastily. 
"I  convinced  you  there  was  nothing  in 
it.   There  wasn't,   was   there?" 

She  shook  her  head.  "It  seemed  that 
way,"   she   said   sadly. 

"Oh,  well,  who  cares?"  interrupted 
Roger.   "This  discussion  is  unpleasant." 

"I'm  not  so  sure  of  that,"  said  Clare. 
"Mother,  were  you  in  dead  earnest  then?" 

"I  thought  I  was,"  replied  her  mother. 

"Well,"  pursued  Clare,  "when  and  how 
did  you  find  out  you  weren't?" 

"I — married  a  man  with  money,  and  it 
simply  got  crowded  out.  That's  all." 

"Mother,"  said  Clare,  "this  is  the  first 
time  we've  had  a  chance  to  talk  about 
anything  but  what  to  wear  and  where  to 
go,  and  I'm  going  to  make  the  most  of 
it.  What  did  you  use  to  do  when  you 
were  a   girl   like  me?" 

"I  didn't  play  bridge,"  said  her  mother 
grimly.  "I  don't  feel  like  talking,"  she 
added. 

"Let  her  alone,  Clare,"  commanded 
Roger.   "You're  worse  than   a  mosquito." 

Just  then  a  horn  blew  outside  the  door 
and  they  all  rushed  out.  The  young  man 
who  had  been  riding  the  horse  was  now 
driving  a  car.  He  had  a  man  with  him 
whom  he  introduced  as,  "My  father,  Mr. 
Justice." 

"My  name  is  Warren,"  said  the  owner 
of  the  wrecked  car,  "and  this  is  my 
wife,  Mrs.  Warren,  and  these  are,  my 
son,  Roger,  and   my  daughter,   Clare." 

"I'm  James,"  smiled  the  young  man, 
"and  I  have  a  sister,  Grace.  You're  going 
to  our  house,  so  you'd  as  well  get  ac- 
quainted." 

"But  what  about  my  car?"  reminded 
Mr.   Warren. 

"I  phoned  the  garage,  and  they  said 
they'd  be  right  out,  and  a  lot  of  men 
will  be  at  work  on  the  bridge  as  soon  as 
we  get  the  car  off  it." 

"Good!"  cried  Mr.  Warren.  "You  are  a 
fine  business  man." 

Mr.  Justice  and  Mr.  Warren  stayed  be- 
hind to  get  the  car  off  the  bridge,  and 
James  drove  off  with  the  others.  On  ac- 
count of  the  trees  and  the  heavy  rain, 
they  had  no  idea  where  they  were  being 
taken  until  they  stopped  in  front  of  a 
beautiful  country  home  where  a  small 
power  plant  furnished  lights  and  water. 

Mrs.  Justice  received  them  graciously 
and  conducted  them  at  once  to  a  bed- 
room where  they  could  get  into  some  dry 
(Continued  on  page  U) 
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treasured  Qleanings  for  ^Ministers  and 
Ghristian  Workers 


What  is  in  a  Name? 

The  story  is  told  of  a  preacher  who 
started  to  build  a  church  house,  and  be- 
ing short  of  funds,  he  decided  to  canvass 
the  town  for  the  purpose  of  securing  suf- 
ficient funds  to  complete  the  project. 
One  lady  upon  whom  he  called  and  asked 
for  a  subscription  to  this  fund,  replieJ 
immediately  that  she  would  not  help  him 
any.  He  asked  her  the  reason  for  her  ab- 
rupt refusal  and  she  informed  him  that 
she  would  not  contribute  to  his  church 
because  she  did  not  belong  to  the  same 
denomination  as  he.  Whereupon  he  told 
her  that  he  did  not  believe  that  the  name- 
made   any   difference. 

"Very  well,  then,  I'll  give  you  a  check 
for  a  hundred  dollars,"  was  the  lady's 
reply  and  proceeded  to  write  the  check 
and  gave  it  to  the  surprised  and  weli- 
pleased  minister.  He  hurried  to  the  bank 
and  proudly  presented  the  check.  The 
cashier  looked  at  it  and  gave  it  back  to 
him  with  the  information  that  there  was 
not  sufficient  funds  to  cover  the  amount 
designated. 

The  minister  returned  somewhat 
downcast  to  the  house  of  the  lady  who 
had  given  him  the  check,  relating  to  her 
the  words  of  the  cashier  of  the  bank. 

"Yes,  but  I'm  sure  I  do  have  sufficient 
funds  to  cash  the  check.  I  have  a  large 
sum  of  money  in  that  bank,"  was  the 
lady's  prompt  reply. 

"Why,  then,  would  they  not  cash  this 
check?"  queried  the  minister. 

"Well,  for  this  reason,"  replied  the 
lady,  "You  informed  me  just  a  little 
while  ago  that  the  name  didn't  make  any 
difference,  so  I  just  signed  the  cook's 
name   to   this   check." 

The  Bible  as  the  Light  of  Man 
Still  Shines 

I  have  stood  on  the  beach  at  nighttime 
when  the  storm  was  raging,  and  the 
waves,  filled  with  the  fury  of  the  wind, 
foamed  and  raved  all  over  the  sea.  It 
seemed  as  if  the  tempest  had  annihilated 
the  queen  of  the  night,  and  its  dark 
legions  had  captured  the  whole  of  the 
heavens.  But  I  have  come  again  and  calm 
reigned;  for  the  storm  had  exhausted  its 
forces,  and  its  dark  battalions  had  all  re- 
treated, the  moon  shone  again  with  ap- 
parent greater  splendor,  making  by  her 
silvery  beams  a  pathway  on  the  placid 
waters,  as  if  for  angels  to  ascend  to  her 
throne.  So  has  it  been  with  the  Bible.  Ter- 
rific have  been  the  storms  of  opposition 
that  have  raged  against  it.  It  has  seemed 


as  if  it  would  be  annihilated  from  the 
belief  of  men.  But  the  tempests  ex- 
pended themselves,  and  in  the  calm  has 
been  seen  to  shine  again  this  Great  Light 
of  men,  as  if  with  greater  luster,  mak- 
ing with  its  resplendent  beams  a  pathway 
for  the  feet  of  souls  to  ascend  to  God. — 
D.,  in  The  United  Evangelical. 

God  Answers  Prayer 

"If  the  radio's  slim  fingers  can  pluck 
a  melody  from  out  of  the  night,  and  toss 
it  over  a  continent  or  sea;  if  the  petaled 
white  notes  of  a  violin  are  blown  across 
a  mountain  or  a  city's  din;  if  songs  like 
crimson  roses  are  pulled  from  blue  air; 
why  should  mortals  wonder  if  God  an- 
swers prayer?" 

Looking  for  their  Messiah 

A  writer  in  "The  King's  Business"  says: 
"Recently  in  one  of  the  orthodox  syna- 
gogues of  Brooklyn,  during  certain  days 
of  repentance  and  prayer,  Jews  were  seen 
lying  on  their  faces  crying  to  Him 
for  protection  upon  their  persecuted 
brethren,  especially  in  Russia.  One  elder- 
ly Jew  lifted  up  his  hands  toward  heav- 
en, and  in  agony  of  soul,  cried  out:  'Oh, 
that  thou  wouldst  rend  the  heavens  and 
come  down  ....  Lord,'  he  said,  'send 
Messiah,  and  should  Jesus  of  the  Gentiles 
be  the  one,  grant  us  a  sign  that  we  ma) 
be  sure  that  it  is  really  so,  and  forgive  our 
guilt    toward   Him.'  " 

Leon  Trotsky  was  born  in  the  east  side 
of  New  York — if  somebody  had  reached 
him  with  the  gospel  the  twenty-nine 
treason  trials  at  Moscow,  with  sentence 
of  death,  would  not  have  been,  nor  three 
million  Christians  may  not  have  been 
slaughtered!  Yes,  if  somebody  had  been 
faithful,  what  might  have  been  today  the 
story  of  Russia. 

Helping  One  Another 

A  man  who  was  one  day  crossing  some 
high  hills  in  Italy  was  overtaken  by  a 
snow  storm.  There  was  no  shelter  of  any 
kind  and  the  cold  became  intense. 

He  struggled  on  for  a  time,  but  beins' 
very  weary  and  drowsy  felt  he  must  lie 
down  in  the  snow  to  rest,  but  if  he  had 
done  so  he  would  surely  have  fallen  asleep 
and  been  frozen  to  death. 

Just  then  he  saw  another  traveler  com- 
ing along  who  seemed  to  be  even  more 
done  up  than  he  was  himself.  His  pity 
for  this  man  caused  him  to  do  what  he 
could  to  help  him,  by  rubbing  his  hands. 


head  and  other  parts  of  his  body,  speaking 
all  the  time  comforting  words,  till  the 
man  quite  revived. 

But  while  seeking  to  help  his  fellow 
traveler,  he  found  that  he  had  done  him- 
self good,  and  together  they  were  able  to 
continue  their  journey. 

Does  not  this  incident  teach  us  how 
good  it  is  to  seek  to  help  one  another?  It 
takes  our  thoughts  away  from  self  and 
while  occupied  with  the  n«eds  of  others 
and  seeking  to  lighten  another's  burden, 
we  get  help  and  blessings  ourselves. — 
Gospel  Stories  for  the  Young. 
*    *   * 

JIM 

Who  is  Jim?  Where  is  Jim?  What  is 
Jim?  Well,  this  is  the  way  it  happened. 
There  was  a  railroad  engineer  who  was 
living  a  quiet  Christian  life.  He  knew 
he  was  trusting  the  Son  of  God  as  his 
only  Savior,  but  he  was  anxious  to  have 
others  know  Him  also.  So,  finding  it  dif- 
ficult to  introduce  the  subject  of  personal 
salvation  to  the  railroad  men,  he  hit  upon 
this   plan. 

As  he  came  home  from  his  run  he  said 
to  his  sons  (now  Evangelists  Harry  and 
Walter  Von  Bruch),  "Boys,  I  wish  you 
would  order  me  a  button  about  the  size 
of  a  five-cent  piece  to  wear  on  my  coat. 
Have  J-I-M  put  on  it."  "But,  Dad," 
said  the  boys,  "for  what,  pray  tell,  do 
you  want  to  wear  a  button  with  your 
own  name  on  it?"  But  he  only  remarked, 
"I  want  to  wear  it."  The  boys  talked  it 
over  and  they  said,  "It  won't  look  well 
for  Dad  to  wear  this  button  with  his 
name  on  it.  People  will  think  he  is  a 
little  off  in  the  upper  story."  So  they 
did  not  order  it.  A  week  passed  by  and 
he  asked  the  boys  if  they  had  ordered  his 
button.  "No,'"  they  replied,  "Well, 
boys,  if  you  do  not  order  that  button  I 
will  have  to  lay  off  from  my  run  and 
order  it  myse!f."  So  one  of  them  ordered 
it. 

When  they  gave  it  to  him  they  insisted 
that  he  tell  them  why  he  was  wearing  it. 
"You  see,  boys,"  he  said,  "It  is  hard  for 
me  to  speak  to  any  of  the  railroad  men 
about  my  wonderful  Savior,  so  I  bought 
this  button   to  introduce  the  subject." 

"But  how  docs  this  button  introduce 
Christ   to  anyone?" 

"Well,  it  is  this  way,"  he  said.  "When 
a  brakeman  comes  along  he  says,  'Jim, 
what  in  the  world  do  you  wear  that  but- 
ton for,  with  your  own  name  on  it?'  So 
I  say,  'I  will  tell  you.  J  stands  for  Jesus; 
I  stands  for  Is,  and  M  stands  for  Mine. 
Jesus  is  Mine.  Is  He  yours?'  And  before 
I  know  it  I  am  having  a  personal  talk 
with  him  about  trusting  Christ  as  his 
Savior."  Are  you  willing  to  wear  the 
J-I-M  button  that  some  one  may  hear  of 
God's  Son  as  their  Savior  and  Lord? — 
Kind's  Business. 
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THE  EXPLORER 

There's    no    sense    in    going    further — it's 

the  edge  of  cultivation. 
So  they  said,  and  I  believed  it — broke  my 

land  and  sowed  my  crop — 
Built  my  barns  and  strung  my  fences  in 

the  little  border  station. 
Tucked  away  below  the  foothills     where 

the  trails  run  out  and  stop. 

Till   a   voice,   as   bad   as  Conscience,   rang 

interminable  changes 
On  one  everlasting  whisper  day  and  nigh: 

repeated — so: 
"Something  hidden.  Go  and  find  it.     Go 

and  look  behind  the  Ranges — 
"Something  lost  behind  the  Ranges.  Lost 

and    waiting   for  you.   Go!" 

So  I  went,  worn  out  of  patience;  never 
told  my  nearest  neighbors — 

Stole  away  with  pack  and  ponies — left 
'em   drinking  in   the   town; 

And  the  faith  that  moveth  mountains 
didn't  seem  to  help  my  labors 

As  I  faced  the  sheer  main-ranges,  whip- 
ping  up  and  leading  down. 

March  by  march  I  puzzled   through  'em, 

turning  flanks  and  dodging     shoulders, 
Hurried  on  in  hope  of  water,  headed  back 

for   lack  of   grass; 
Till    I    camped    above       the      tree-line — 

drifted  snow  and  naked  boulders — 
Felt    free   air   astir      to   windward — knew 

I'd    stumbled   on    the   pass. 

"Thought  to  name  it  for  the  finder;  but 

that  night  the  norther  found  me — 
Froze   and    killed    the   plains-bred    ponies; 

so  I  called  the  camp  Despair 
(It's    the   Railway  Gap   to-day,   though). 

Then  my  whisper  waked  to  hound  me: 
"Something  lost  behind  the  Ranges.  Over 

yonder!    Go   you   there!" 

Then  1  knew,  the  while  I  doubted — knew 
His  hand  was  certain  o'er  me. 

Still — it  might  be  self-delusion — scores  of 
better  men  had  died — 

I    could    reach    the    township   living,    but 

....  He  knows  what  terror  tore  me  .... 

But  I  didn't  ....  but  I  didn't.  I 
went  down   the  other  side. 

Till   the  snow   ran  out   to     flowers,     and 

the  flowers  turned  to  aloes, 
And   the   aloes   sprung   to   thickets   and    a 

brimming  stream  ran  by; 
But   the  thickets  dwined   to  thorn-scrub, 

and   the  water  drained   to  shallows. 


And  I  dropped  again  on  desert — blasted 
earth,   and   blasting  sky 

I    remember    lighting    fires;    I    remember 

sitting  by  'em; 
I    remember  seeing   faces,   hearing    voices, 

through   the  smoke; 
I    remember    they      were      fancy — for    I 

threw  a  stone  to  try  'em. 
"Something  lost  behind  the  Ranges"  was 

the  only  word   they  spoke. 

I  remember  going  crazy.  I  remember  that 

I   knew   it 
When    I   heard   myself   hallooing      to    the 

funny  folk  I  saw. 
Very  full  of  dreams   that  desert,  but  my 

two  legs  took  me  through  it    .    .   . 
And  I  used  to  watch  'em  moving  with  the 

toes  all  black  and  raw. 

But  at  last  the  country  altered — White 
Man's  country  past  disputing — 

Rolling  grass  and  open  timber,  with  a 
hint  of  hills  behind — 

There  I  found  me  food  and  water,  and 
I  lay  a  week  recruiting, 

Got  my  strength  and  lost  my  night- 
mares. Then  I  entered  on  my  find. 

Thence  I  ran  my  first  rough  survey — 

chose   my  trees   and   blazed   and   ringed 

'em — 
Week    bv    week    I    pried    and    sampled — 

week  by  week  my  findings  grew. 
Saul    he    went    to    look    for   donkeys,    and 

by  God   he  found  a  kingdom! 
But  by  God,  who  sent  His  whisper,  I  had 

struck  the  worth  of  two. 

Up    along    the    hostile    mountains,    where 

the   hair-poised   snow-slide   shivers — 
Down    and    through    the   big   fat   marshes 

that  the  virgin  ore-bed  stains, 
Till   I  heard  the  mile-wide  mutterings  of 

unimagined  rivers, 
And   beyond    the   rameless      timber      saw 

illimitable  plains! 

Plotted  sites  of  future  cities,  traced  the 
easy  grades  between  'em; 

Watched  unharnessed  rapids  wasting  fif- 
ty thousand  head  an  hour; 

Counted  leagues  of  water-frontage 
through  the  axe-ripe  woods  that  screen 
'em — 

Saw  the  plant  to  feed  a  people — up  and 
waiting  for  the  power! 

Well,  I  know  who'll  take  the  credit — all 
the   clever   chaps   that   followed — 

Came,    a    dozen       men      together — never 


knew  my  desert-fears; 
Tracked   me   by   the  camps      I'd   quitted, 

used  the  water-hones  I'd  hallowed. 
They'll    go   back    and   do      the      talking. 

They'll  be  called  the  Pioneers! 

They  will  find  my  sites  of  townships — • 
not  the  cities  that  I  set  there. 

They  will  rediscover  rivers — not  my  riv- 
ers heard  at  night. 

By  my  own  old  marks  and  bearings  they 
will  show  me  how   to  get  there. 

By  the  lonely  cairns  I  builded  they  will 
guide  my  feet  aright. 

Have  I  named  one  single  river?  Have  I 
claimed  one  single  acre? 

Have  I  kept  one  single  nugget — (bear- 
ing samples)  ?  No,  not  I! 

Because  my  price  was  paid  me  ten  times- 
over  by  my  Maker. 

But  you  wouldn't  understand  it.  You  go 
up  and  occupy. 

Ores  you'll  find  there;  wood  and  cattle; 

water-transit  sure  and  steady 
(That    should    keep      the    railway      rates 

down,  coal   and  iron  at  your  door) . 
God  took   care   to   hide   that   country   till 

He  judged  His  people  ready, 
Then  He  chose  me  for  His  whisper,  and 

I've  found  it,  and  it's  yours! 

Yes,   your      "Never-never  country" — yes 

your  "edge  of  cultivation" 
And  "no  sense  in   going  further" — till    I 

crossed  the  range  to  see. 
God  forgive  me!  No,  I  didn't.  It's  God's 

present  to  our  nation. 
Anybody  might  have  found   it  but — His 

whisper  came  to  Me! 
See  Editor's  Message  on   this  poem. — Ed. 

Reading  Circle  Members 

1.  Mr.  T.   H.   Barton,  Fairmount,  Ga. 

2.  Juanita  Dixon,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

3.  Clyde  Harmon,  Cramerton,  N.  C. 

SUGGESTED  BOOKS  FOR   YOUR 
LIBRARY 

"Studies  in  Soul  Winning"  by  Fred- 
erick P.  Wood,  National  Young  People's 
worker.  A  handbook  for  evangelists  and 
Christian  workers. 

"The  Obedience  of  Faith"  by  Mary 
Mozley,   pioneer   missionary   to   Congo. 

"Studies   of   Famous   Bible  Women." 

"Studies  of  Great  Bible  Characters"  by 
H.  T.  Sell. 

STOP!   LOOK!   LISTEN! 

The  193  5  Yearbooks  are  still  as  valua- 
ble as  they  were  in  193  S.  This  is  a  book 
that  will  be  good  fifty  years  from  now. 
It  is  filled  with  articles,  poetry  and  in- 
formation that  will  never  lose  its  power 
to  inspire,  encourage  and  enlighten.  You 
may  have  them  now  at  the  low  price  of 
2Sc.  They  make  lovely  presents  for  your 
friends.  Address  The  Lighted  Pathway, 
Cleveland,  Tenn. 
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3Celps  for  tempted  and  ^ried 


DON'T  BE  DISCOURAGED 

The  owner  of  a  lovely  garden  went 
out  one  morning  to  find  a  neighbor's 
rabbits  busily  nibbling  the  green  sprouts 
off  her  plants.  Facing  the  ruin  of  many 
hours'  labor,  she  was  angry,  just  as  you 
and  I  might  be.  She  was  annoyed  witli 
the  rabbits.  She  was  even  more  annoyed 
with  the  owner,  who  had  not  penned 
them  securely.  After  a  few  moments  she- 
began  to  check  her  irritation.  She  strug- 
gled with  that  mental  storm  of  hers  so 
successfully  that  she  not  only  gained 
calm;  she  saw  a  rainbow.  Without  even 
mentioning  the  incident  to  the  reighbor. 
she  proceeded  to  repair  the  damages  as 
best  she  could.  Then  she  continued  to 
tend  and  water  the  garden  just  as  before. 
Three  weeks  later  she  had  her  reward. 
The  plants  again  were  covered  with  green 
sprouts,  two  new  leaves  for  every  one 
that  the  rabbits  had  eaten. 

Most  of  us  face  disappointment  fairly 
often.  Not  always  for  despoiled  gardens, 
but  for  broken  dishes,  failures  in  school 
or  in  business,  lost  friendships.  Our  pos- 
sessions seemed  so  worth  while.  Our  am- 
bitions were  so  laudable.  We  cannot  un- 
derstand why  they  should  have  been  des- 
troyed. 

Looking  upon  our  little  jugs  of  spilled 
milk  with  tearful  eyes,  we  cast  about  for 
something  or  some  one  to  blame  for  our 
unhappiness.  Somebody  else's  carelessness 
or  injustice.  Somebody  else's  greed  or 
jealousy.  Worst  of  all,  we  begin  to  doubt. 
If  we  can  be  punished  so  undeservedly. 


how  can  we  trust  in  a  Divine,  benefici- 
ent  power,  guiding  and  directing  and 
protecting   all   human   affairs? 

So  we  argue,  with  just  as  little  reason 
as  if  the  small  girl  who  finds  her  first 
problems  in  long  division  difficult  should 
begin  to  look  at  her  mistakes  and  dis- 
trust the  existence  of  an  unvarying,  abso- 
lute, perfect  rule  of  mathematics.  Be- 
tween condemnation  for  those  we  hold 
at  fault  and  pity  for  our  own  plight  we 
remain  inert,  certain  that  nothing  can  re- 
place what  we  have  lost,  and  even  angry 
with  those  w  ho  try  to  urge  us  to  start 
again. 

A  horseshoe  and  a  magnet  have  the 
same  exterior  appearance.  But  the  one  is 
heavy,  impassive,  needing  some  other 
power  to  lift  it.  The  magnet  exerts  its 
own  power;  even  if  it  may  not  lift  itself, 
it  draws  other  properties  to  its  own  posi- 
tion. The  horseshoe  is  fit  for  nothing  but 
to  be  trodden  underfoot.  The  magnet  is  a 
force  drawing  to  itself  far  richer,  finer, 
more  beautiful  metals.  When  we  allow 
depression  to  weigh  us  down  we  have  as 
little  attraction  as  a  horseshoe.  But  when 
we  radiate  cheer  and  hope  and  confi- 
dence we  become  like  a  magnet  drawing 
forth  the  help  and  co-operation  we  re- 
quire. 

Our  trouble  is  that  we  concentrate  sc 
much  upon  so  little.  There  is  only  one 
job  for  us,  one  friend,  one  road  to  hap- 
piness. If  we  lost  the  job,  or  the  friend, 
or  the  right  to  walk  on  that  one  special 
road  to  happiness,  we  think  there  is  no 
other  job,  no  other  friend,  no  other  way 


by  which  we  may  attain  peace  and  joy. 

Because  we  regard  the  damage  irre- 
parable we  don't  even  trouble  to  clear 
away  the  wreckage.  We  cease  to  water 
and  to  cherish  our  little  gardens.  We  do 
not  even  look  for  fresh  green  sprouts  in 
place  of  the  first  growth.  And  yet  for 
everything  that  is  destroyed  there  is 
teeming  life  to  create  anew  in  its  place. 

Suppose  the  plant  which  has  been 
pruned  refused  to  grow  again  because  its 
cherished  branches  had  been  lopped  off. 
Suppose  the  birds  who  lost  one  nest  re- 
fused to  build  again.  Precious  as  what  we 
have  lost  may  be,  there  are  other  joys 
if  only  we  will  open  our  doors  to  them. 

In  one  of  his  poems.  B.  Y.  Williams 
speaks  not  of  spoiled  gardens,  but  of  the 
ships  that  limp  back  to  port  bruised  and 
battered  instead  of  sailing  in  proudly 
with  hoped-for  loads  of  precious  freight. 

"Stand  you  now  disconsolate  to  mourn 
your  loss — from  all  apart?"  he  questions. 
Then  undaunted  build  bigger,  stronger 
ships,  since  thus  you  will  learn,  "Though 
every  hope  should  be  fulfilled  and  every 
ship  come  safe  to  port,  the  greatest  joy 
is  still   to  build." 

After  all,  it  is  never  fate  that  con** 
quers  us,  but  only  our  own  reactions  to 
our  experiences.  Hard,  or  baffling,  or  sad 
as  the  twists  of  fate  may  be,  the  incidents 
in  themselves  do  not  overpower  us.  It  is 
our  sense  of  depression,  our  disappoint- 
ment, our  discouragement  that  makes  us 
stop  right  where  we  are,  isolating  us  from 
consolation,  paralyzing  any  instinct  to- 
ward replacement,  and  thereby  dooming 
us  to  continue  in  the  state  of  sorrow  or 
suffering  or  bewilderment. 

Once  on  shipboard  I  was  watching  a 
game  of  deck  tennis  which  was  to  decide 
the  championship  of  that  voyage.  By 
my  side  sat  a  woman  of  notable  courage 
who  has  the  reputation  of  fighting  hard- 
est when  all  odds  are  against  her.  She 
called  my  attention  to  one  of  the  players. 

"Actually  that  girl  can  play  better 
than  her  opponents,  but  she  won't  win  the 
tournament,"  said  this  woman.  "Watch 
the  half-hearted  way  she  comes  up  to 
the  catch  and  how  she  falls  back  when- 
ever she  loses.  She  has  not  the  will  to 
win." 

Oh,  that  will  to  win!  How  fortunate 
is  the  person  who  can  summon  it  to  aid 
in  that  last  test  of  endurance,  which  of- 
ten is  all  that  is  required  to  turn  threat- 
ened defeat  into  certain  victory!  That 
will  to  win  which  builds  upon  its  own 
triumphs,  establishing  such  an  aura  of 
achievement  around  its  possessor  that  all 
beholders  aid  bv  their  sure  expectation 
that  it  will  bring  success. 

In  periods  of  general  economic  incle- 
mency, in  times  of  personal  sorrow  and 
strain  it  is  well  to  remember  the  words 
of  Ruskin: 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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I  Ask  Not 


I   ask  not   that   the  way,   dear   Lord, 
In  which  I  walk  be  smooth  and  straight 

That  there  shall  be,  beside  the  road 
No    thorns    to    pierce    my       wandering 
feet. 

Let  not  for  me  too  much  of  joy 
Be  mingled  with  my  earthly  dross; 

Let  what   thou   art  my   thoughts  employ 
And  let  me  bear  each  day  my  cross. 


I  ask  not  that  my  life  be  filled  ' 

With    pleasure   ever   bright    and    new; 

But  that   from  clouds  shall  be  distilled 
The  tears  which  fall  like  evening  dew. 

But  I  do  ask  for  strength  from  thee 
To  bear  whate'er  to  me  is  sent; 

That  to  thy  presence  I  may  flee 

And  yet  pour  out  no   sad  complaint. 

I  ask  not  that  in  perfumed  bowers 
I   here  may   find   a   dwelling  place, 

But  that  whene'er  the  storm-cloud  low- 
ers, 
I  yet  shall  see  thy  blessed  face. 

No,  Lord,  let  storms  of  sorrow  fall, 
But  hide   not   thou  thy  face  divine; 

My  "Rock  of  Ages"   all  in  all, 

Just  let  me  feel  thy  hand  in  mine. 

— Mrs.  Albert  Cooke. 


My  Mother's  Bible 

In  my  hand  I  hold  a  treasure, 

Oh!    I   prize  it  beyond  measure 

For   it   brings    to   me   sweet    memories   oi 

old. 
When  on  nights  so  dark  and  dreary, 
By  the  fireside  warm  and  cheery, 
Mother  held  it  in  her  hand  so  worn  and 
old. 

'Tis  my  mother's  dear  old  Bible, 
Dear  old   precious   worn-out   Bible, 
That  she  read  so  many,  many  years  ago; 
With  its  pages  worn  and  wrinkled, 
Spotted  where  the  tears  were  sprinkled; 
As  she  read  it  around   the  fireside  burn- 
ing low. 

Mother  left  it  as  a  token 

Of  her  love  which  ne'er  was  broken, 

And  she  whispered  as  she  kissed  away  my 

tears, 
"When    your    life   is    dark   and   dreary, 
Mother's  Bible,  dear,  will  cheer  thee, 
If  you'll   read   it    you   may      walk      those 

streets  of  gold." 

What  a  blessed,  happy  meeting 
When  my  mother  I'll  be  greeting 
With  the  angels  where  there  never    comes 
a  night; 


When  I  cease  from  all  my  sorrow, 
In   that  blessed,  bright  tomorrow, 
Then  I'll  tell   her  how   her  Bible  told  me 
right. 

Like  the  dewdrops  on  the  roses, 
On  the  book  of  dear  old  Moses, 
Mother's  tears  were  often  sprinkled  here 

and  there; 
As  he  led  God's  children  onward, 
So  her  Bible  leads  me  homeward; 
Yes,  it  leads  me  to  a  city  bright  and  fair. 

With  a  smile  I  know  she's  waiting, 
And  to  angels  she's  relating 
How  she  left  her  Bible  here  for  me. 
And  it  seems  I  hear  her  calling 
Like   sweet    music    gentlv    falling   on 
ear. 


m\ 


At  the  gate  I  know  she'll  meet  me, 
And  beside  the  Lord  she'll  seat  me 
While  the  angels  all  are  singing  round  the 

throne; 
Oh,  I  long  to  tell  the  story. 
To  the  angels  up  in  glory, 
How  my  mother's  dear  old  Bible  led  me 

home. 

— Selected  and  sent  in  by  Miss  Curtie  V. 
Mooney,  65  Augusta  Avenue,  Schoolfield. 
Va. 


Bear  Ye  One  Another's 
Burdens 

"Bear   ye  one  another's   burdens." 

Weary  ones  we  pass  each  day. 
Let    us   pause   the   load   to   lighten    and 

the  words  of  comfort  say. 
Shoulders  bearing  heavy  burdens, 

hearts  that  ache  beneath  their  woe, 
Help   to  bear  thy  brother's     burden,  and 

thine  own  shall  lighter  grow. 

Just  a  smile  may  bring  the  sunshine 

into  some  discouraged  heart. 
Just  a  word  may  wake  endeavor,  help 

him  take  a  fresh,  new  start. 
Oh,   the  good   that   we  may   do,  eternity 

itself  shall  show. 
Help  to  bear  thy  brother's     burden,  and 

thine  own  shall   lighter   grow. 

Bread   that's  cast   upon   the   waters  to 

our  own  shore  will  return. 
Thus  the  joy  that   we  give  others  is  the 

sweetest  joy  we  earn. 
He  who  loves   while  serving  others   life's 

true  happiness  will  know. 
Help  to  bear  thy  brother's  burden,  and 

thine  own  shall  lighter  grow. 

— Sent  in  by  E.  M.  Tapley,  Chattanooga, 
Tenn. 


Are  You  His  Steward? 

God  gave  His  only  Son, 

To   redeem  us  from  sin. 

Have  you  the  battle  with  Satan  won — 

Promised   Jesus   a    new    life   you'd    begin? 

Your  life  is  only  borrowed, 
God  in  His  love  loaned  to  you. 
Why  waste  time  with  that  you  have  bor- 
rowed ? 
Step  out  on  God's  Word,  and  be  true. 

Your  talents  He  gave  as  a  blessing, 
What  have  you  accomplished  with  them? 
Have   you   commenced    teaching    the   les- 
son, 
Against  evil,  with  courage  and  vim? 

The   voice,  a   talent  God  has  given, 
How  precious  a  gift,  to  be  sure. 
Poor  sinners  have  ofttimes  been  driven, 
With  this  talent,  into  paths  of  the  pure. 

The  hands   that   we  possess, 

Belong   to  Him   also,   you  know. 

Do   they  work  for  God,     good   qualities 

possess, 
Or    dainty    members — just    here    for    the 

show? 

Let  us  strive  to  please  Him 

In  action,  word  and  deed, 

For  if  we  use  our  talents  for  Him, 

He'll  supply  our  every  need 

— Jewell    Kitchens,   Strawn,   Texas. 

Remember  Thy  Creator  in  the 
Days  of  Your  Youth 

Composed   Oct.    16,    1936 

Have  you  found  the  Savior 

Precious   to  your   soul, 
To  guide  your  youthful  footsteps 

And  cheer  you  when  you're  old? 

In   Him   you'll   find   great   consolation, 
A  companion  for  every  need. 

He'll   guide  your  youthful    footsteps 
And  help  you  sow  good  seed. 

When  youth  makes  life's  vocation, 

What  path  will  you  choose? 
If  you  seek   the  comfort  of  this  world, 

Destruction   you'll   reap  and   life  you'll 
lose. 

When  you're  seeking  for  a  companion, 
Do  you  take  the  guide  along, 

To  choose  for  you  a  friend  in  Christ 
Who'll  never  treat  you  wrong? 

When  you're  sad  and  your  heart  is  aching, 
You're  seeking  rest  and  finding  none, 

Just  remember  how  the  Scripture  says. 
Serve — God — while — you're — young. 

— Elsie  Tinsley,  Cawood,  Ky. 


The  pleasures  of  sin  may  please  the 
flesh,  but  they  rob  the  soul  in  doing  so. 
This  is  too  big  a  price  for  so  little  gain. 
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Lives  of  Great  Soul- Winners 


Winning  Souls  to  Christ 

Whenever  I  think  of  winning  souls  to 
Christ,  I  recall  the  history  of  a  beloved 
friend,  who  thirty  years  ago  was  a 
wretched  waif  on  the  current  of  "fast 
living"  (which  really  means  fast  dying). 
The  reckless  youth  seemed  abandoned  of 
God  and  man.  He  spent  his  nights  in  the 
buffooneries  of  the  dram-shop,  and  his 
days  in  the  waking  remorse  of  a  drunk- 
ard. On  a  certain  Sabbath  afternoon  he 
was  sauntering  through  the  public  square 
of  Worcester,  out  of  humor  with  all  the 
world  and  with  himself.  A  kind  voice 
suddenly  saluted  him.  It  was  from  a 
stranger,  who  touched  him  on  the  shoul- 
der, and  said,  very  cordially:  "Mr.  Gough, 
I  believe?"  "Yes,  sir,  that's  my  name." 
Then  followed  a  few  kind  words  from 
the  benevolent  stranger,  with  a  pressing 
invitation  "to  come  to  our  meeting  to- 
morrow night,  where  I  will  introduce  you 
to  good  friends,  who  will  help  you  to 
keep  a  temperance  pledge."  The  promise 
was  made  on  the  spot,  and  faithfully 
kept.  The  pledge  was  taken,  and  by  God's 
help  is  kept  to  this  hour.  The  poor  boot- 
maker who  tapped  that  youth  on  the 
shoulder  has  gone  to  heaven.  But  the 
man  he  saved  has  touched  more  hearts  to 
tears  than  any  other  living  man  on  the 
globe.  Methinks,  when  I  listen  to  the 
thunders  of  applause  which  greet  John 
B.  Gough  in  vast,  crowded  lecture-halls, 
I  am  only  hearing  the  echoes  of  that  tap 
on  the  shoulder  under  the  elms  of  Wor- 
cester. He  that  winneth  souls  is  wise. — 
Theodore  L.  Cuyler,  D.  D.,  The  Wes- 
ley an  Methodist. 

John  Frederick  Oberlin 

The  life  of  John  Frederick  Oberlin 
covers  the  period  from  1740  to  1826. 
He  was  born  in  Strassburg,  and  with  a 
teacher  father  and  the  very  best  univer- 
sity education  he  was  prepared  for  a 
scholastic  career.  His  mother  often  took 
him  to  Lutheran  services  and  through 
their  influence  he  decided  to  become  a 
pastor.  While  waiting  for  an  opening  he 
was  tutor  in  the  family  of  a  surgeon  and 
so  learned  the  simpler  arts  of  medicine. 
Then  he  was  drawn  to  the  army  for  a 
career  and  applied  for  a  chaplaincy,  but 
the  visit  of  an  aged  pastor  from  a  parish 
in  the  hills  persuaded  him  to  undertake 
the  care  of  a  parish  of  five  struggling 
villages  in  a  country  "as  backward  as 
Ireland  in  its  misery  and  squalor  a  hun- 
dred years  ago."  There  were  not  even 
roads  between  the  villages.  Extreme  pov- 
erty and  blackest  ignorance  ruled  these 
people  of  the  hills.  Oberlin,  at  the  age 
of  twenty-seven,   undertook   the  task. 

"He  had  the  faith  to  believe  that  the 


God  who  had  made  the  world  beautiful 
icould  not  be  content  with  an  unbeauti- 
fid  race  of  nU'n."  He  began  a  program 
of  religious  education  that  applied  re- 
markably modern  methods.  He  sought  to 
redeem  the  whole  of  men,  body  and  mind 
as  well  as  soul.  He  felt  no  world  mission 
but  gave  his  life  to  this  one  country  par- 
ish. In  spite  of  his  service  he  was  mis- 
understood and  antagonized,  especially 
for  his  modern  ideas  of  child  education. 
He  introduced  circulating  libraries, 
prepared  textbooks,  published  an  almanac, 
built  roads,  introduced  better  methods  of 
farming,  organized  agricultural  club^, 
launched  a  society  for  the  circulation  of 
the  Bible,  indeed  nothing  that  was  for 
the  welfare  of  his  people  escaped  him. 
He  had  many  calls  to  leave  his  parish, 
for  his  name  became  world-known,  but 
he  remained,  preaching  the  love  of  God 
in  Christ  Jesus  and  living  the  doctrine 
he  professed;  all  this  over  a  century  ago. 
Oberlin  College  in  Ohio  bears  his  name 
and  thus  adds  one  more  testimony  of  the 
Christian  world  to  a  "Twice-Born-Man." 

Maud  Ballington  Booth 

Maud  Ballington  Booth,  known  to 
thousands  of  grateful  men  and  women  as 
"The  Little  Mother,"  was  born  near  Lon- 
don, England.  Her  father,  Rev.  Samuel 
Charlesworth,  was  a  clergyman  of  the 
Church  of  England,  and  she  was  the 
youngest  of  three  sisters.  In  her  girlhood 
she  became  interested  in  the  work  of  the 
Salvation  Army,  then  being  carried  on  by 
General  William  Booth.  When  but  seven- 
teen, Maud  Charlesworth  went  with  Miss 
Catherine  Booth  to  Paris,  where  together 
they  established  a  branch  of  the  Salva- 
tion Army  in  that  gay  city.  Two  years 
later  she  left  Paris  to  carry  the  banner 
of  the  Army  into  Switzerland,  where  her 
zeal  and  activity  led  to  her  imprison- 
ment. Perhaps  it  was  this  circumstance 
which  first  turned  her  attention  to  the 
unhappy  lot  of  those  for  whom  stone 
walls  do  "a  prison  make,  and  iron  bars  a 
cage."  From  Switzerland  she  went  to  the 
great  University  at  Upsala,  Sweden, 
where  her  evangelistic  work  was  so  suc- 
cessful that  to  this  day  there  are  people 
in  all  parts  of  the  world  who  look  back 
to  it  as  the  turning  point  of  their  lives. 

After  Maud  Charlesworth's  marriage  to 
Ballington  Booth,  she  shared  his  rank  as 
marshal,  and  was  his  coworker  in  organ- 
izing the  Volunteers  of  America.  Later 
she  became  known  for  the  wonderful 
work  she  instituted  and  carried  on  in  be- 
half of  convicts,  both  before  and  after 
their  release  from  prison.  Mrs.  Booth  feels 
that  her  direct  call  to  this  work  came 
when  the  warden  of  Sing  Sing  wrote  urg- 


ing her  to  visit  the  prison,  and  there,  on 
May  24,  1896,  the  first  members  of  the 
Volunteer  Prison  League  were  enrolled 
from  among  the  thousand  or  more 
men  in  her  audience. 

In  carrying  on  this  work  Maud  Bal- 
lington Booth  traveled  almost  constant- 
ly for  many  years,  visiting  prison  after 
prison,  and  always  and  everywhere  es- 
tablishing the  friendly  personal  relation 
with  the  prisoners  which  has  enabled  her 
to  do  so  much  for  and  with  them.  Al- 
ways, too,  she  has  striven  to  impress  upon 
the  outside  world  the  redeemability  of 
this  "social  wreckage,"  and  maintained 
that  all  men  and  women  have  a  respon- 
sibility for  the  solution  of  the  problems 
presented  when  a  convict  is  released  after 
serving  the  term  of  his  sentence.  These 
problems  she  deals  with  in  her  thought- 
stimulating  book,  "After  Prison,  What?" 

Of  Maud  Ballington  Booth's  outstand- 
ing characteristic,  her  son,  Charles  Bran- 
don Booth,  says:  "It  must  be  acknowl- 
eged  that  her  greatest  power  and  attrac- 
tion lies  in  her  unchanging  faith.  In  all 
that  she  has  spoken  or  written  we  find  it 
evidenced  over  and  over  again.  No  man 
has  fallen  so  low  that  she  will  not  be- 
lieve in  the  possibility  of  his  redemption 
....  To  thousands  she  has  brought  this 
clearer  understanding,  as  with  unfailing 
consecration  she  has  pointed  them  onward 
and  upward  to  the  highest  ideals  of  man- 
hood and  womanhood.  Through  the  shad- 
ows of  prison  bars,  the  trials  of  tempo- 
rary failures,  and  the  doubting  of  the 
unbelieving,  her  faith  has  held  firm  and 
true,  and  she  has  seen  shining  clear  the 
star  of  hope." 

FANNIE  J.  CROSBY 

By  James  Proctor  Knott 

"Let  me  write  the  songs  of  a  people  and 
I  care  not  who  writes  their  laws."  Who- 
ever in  effect  said  this  struck  a  deep  note 
in  the  philosophy  of  life  and  the  art  of 
living.  It  is  said  that  much  of  the  music 
of  heathendom  is  pitched  in  a  minor  key. 
This  is  suggestive  of  sadness  and  an  un- 
derlying yearning  for  happiness  and  peace 
which  have  not  been  attained — an  out- 
reaching  for  unrealizable  ideals.  In  sharp 
contrast  is  the  music  of  Christendom — 
the  hymnody  of  the  Church  of  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ.  Here  is  found  the  major 
key  suggestive  of  joy  and  realizable 
ideals. 

One  of  the  greatest  exponents  of  the 
joyous  songs  was  Fanny  J.  Crosby,  a  re- 
markable woman  as  well  as  a  wonderful 
writer  of  hymns.  She  was  born  on  March 
24,  1820,  in  Southeast,  Putnam  County, 
New  York.  Her  father  died  when  she 
was  not  yet  twelve  months  old  which 
left  her  to  the  upbringing  of  a  brave,  in- 
dustrious mother  of  the  New  England 
(Continued    on    page    16) 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more   impressive. 

Song  service :  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  Intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  In  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  b< 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  Is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER' 
in    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
handed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
Intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  Is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  yon  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in    a    T.    P.    E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    friends. 


Bible  Lesson 

Topic:    "THE    UNCHANGEABLE 
GOD" 

Scripture:  Mai.  3:6. 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 

Wonderful  changes  have  taken  place 
during  the  year  just  ended.  Changeable- 
ness  is  the  lot  of  all  things  connected 
with  this  earth.  Man  and  all  that  per- 
tains to  him  is  badly  mutable.  Of  God 
only  can   it   be  said,   "He   changes   not." 

"With  whom  is  no  variableness,  neither 
shadow  of  turning."   (Jas.   1:17.) 

Through  each  succeeding  age  of  the 
world's  history,  man  has  gained  a  larger, 
clearer,  grander  revelation  of  God.  But 
God  has  ever  been  the  same.  We  think 
of  the  life  of  the  Semitic  nomads,  wan- 
dering on  the  Arabian  desert,  a  very 
superstitious  people;  imagining  the  desert 
was  full  of  invisible  and  hostile  creatures, 
which  dwelt  in  every  rock,  tree,  hilltop 
and  spring.  These  spirits  they  believed  to 
be  gods  whom  they  must  please,  thev 
were  willing  not  only  to  sacrifice  their 
animals,  but  their  children  to  turn  away 
the  anger  of  the  gods.  It  was  from  these 
Senvtic   nomads  of   the  southern  Arabian 


desert  that  God  called  Abraham  and  his 
father  to  the  land  of  Haran,  while  Abra- 
ham was  just  a  boy. 

GOD'S  ATTRIBUTES  ARE  ALWAYS 
THE  SAME 

a.  He  is  a  God  of  holiness    (Lev.    19: 

The  same  God  that  required  holiness 
of  His  people  in  the  past,  and  requires  it 
today,  declares  of  the  New  Jerusalem, 
"And  there  shall  in  no  wise  enter  into 
it  anything  that  defileth,  neither  what- 
soever worketh  abomination,  or  maketh 
a  lie;  but  they  which  are  written  in  the 
Lamb's  book  of  life,"    (Rev.   21:27). 

b.  He  is  a  God  of  love.  1  John  4:8, 
"He  that  loveth  not  knoweth  not  God: 
for  God  is  love." 

That  we  exist  proves  God's  love.  He 
has  loved  from  the  beginning.  The  giv- 
ing of  His  only  begotten  Son  was  th? 
effect  of  His  love  for  this  world. 

An  engineer  who  took  his  three  boys 
with  him  for  a  ride  on  the  engine,  as  the 
train  pulled  out  of  the  Cincinnati  depot 
might  have  said  to  his  neighbors,  "I  love 
my  children,"  or  the  neighbors  might 
have  inferred  his  love  from  the  fact  of 
his  proposing  to  give  them  a  ride.  But 
when  he  saw  the  train  ahead,  and  knew 
the  deadly  collision  must  come,  when  he 
passed  the  boys  one  by  one  to  safety, 
while  he  stood  at  his  post  and  died — he 
need  not  speak  about  his  love  then.  Sil- 
ver tongues  could  add  nothing  to  the  de- 
claration of  that  broken  body.  So  is  the 
love  of  Christ.  God  might  write,  "God 
is  love"  all  over  the  world,  might  use  ev- 
ery star  to  spell  it  over  the  heavens, 
might  make  every  voice  in  nature  speak 
those  words  and  no  others,  it  would  not 
be  such  a  proof  of  it  as  the  bent  should- 
ers and  the  marred  face  of  the  man  of 
sorrows.  So  all  noble  elements  blended  and 
harmonized  in  Jesus  Christ. 

GOD  CHANGES  NOT  IN  HIS  PLAN 
OF  SALVATION 

a.  It  is  His  plan  to  have  a  saved  peo- 
ple. The  Atonement  was  not  in  vain  and 
the  "Whosoever  will"  may  still  be  saved. 
2  Peter  3:9.  "The  Lord  is  not  slack  con- 
cerning His  premise  as  some  men  count 
slackness;  but  is  longsuffering  to  usward, 
not  willing  that  any  should  perish,  but 
that    all    should    come    to    repentance." 

b.  The  same  God  who  provided  an  ark 
of  safety  for  the  antediluvians  who  be- 
lieved His  Word,  has  provided  in  ark  of 
safety  in  the  person  of  Jesus,  His  only  be- 
gotten  Son. 

c.  He  who  appointed  cities  of  refuge 
has  given  us  His  dear  Son  a  sure  refuge. 
"The  God  that  lived  in  olden  times  is 
just  the  same  today." 

d.  The  same  God  who  arranged  for  the 
blood  to  be  placed  on  the  doorpost  as  a 
sign  for  deliverance  now  accepts  the  shed 
blood  of  Christ  as  our  propitiation. 


GOD  CHANGES  NOT  IN  HIS  AT- 
TITUDE TOWARD  SIN 
God  does  not,  never  has,  and  never  will 
look  upon  sin  with  the  least  degree  of 
allowance.  Man  can  easily  excuse  him- 
self by  saying,  "Oh,  there  is  no  harm  in 
this  thing  or  that,  a  friendly  card  game, 
dance,  drink  or  motion  picture  show." 
It  is  as  good  as  Satan  wants  to  blind  the 
eyes  of  the  young  as  well  as  old,  to  bring 
you  under  condemnation  and  lead  your 
soul  to  ruin. 

b.  Sin  caused  man's  fall,  it  separated 
him  from  God.  God  said,  "Thou  shalt 
not,"  and  the  same  thing  that  separated 
man  then  will  separate  your  Christian 
fellowship  and  communion  with  Him  to- 
day and  bar  you  from  the  glory  world. 

c.  We  do  not  like  to  think  of  the 
punishment  of  sin,  but  unless  we  now  sec 
God  in  the  attitude  of  a  hater  of  sin, 
we  shall  hereafter  feel  His  wrath,  for 
God  changes  not. 

CONCLUSION 
We  should  really  take  courage  as  we 
think  of  the  unchangeable  God.  We 
should  hate  sin  and  rejoice  in  His  salva- 
tion, for  "How  shall  we  escape  if  we 
neglect  so  great  a  salvation." 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Viola  Sloan 

Topic:   "THE  CROSS" 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 

A  cross  is  literally  an  upright  stake 
with  one  or  more  transverse  pieces;  also 
a  burden  or  an  infliction.  The  use  of  the 
cross  for  the  execution  of  criminals  dates 
from  very  early  times,  probably  originat- 
ing with  the  Egyptians  many  centuries 
before  the  time  of  Christ.  Crucifixion  was 
regarded  as  the  most  terrible  of  all  forms 
of  punishment  and  the  cross  was  the 
symbol  of  extreme  pain.  In  olden  times 
it  soon  became  the  symbol  of  martyrdom 
and  redemption.  Life  on  the  cross  often 
lasted  for  forty-eight  hours. 
CHRIST'S  DEATH  ON    THE    CROSS 

"And  when  they  were  come  to  the 
place  which  is  called  Calvary  there  they 
crucified  Him,  and  the  malefactors,  one 
on  the  right  and  the  other  on  the  left." 
Luke  23:3  3.  Surely  no  one  ever  suffered 
a  more  cruel  death  than  did  our  Lord. 
The  pain  He  bore  in  His  body  was  great; 
the  crown  of  plaited  thorns  the  soldiers 
placed  on  His  head,  was  very  painful  in- 
deed, the  stripes  (by  the  which  we  are 
healed)  meant  much  suffering  but  I'm 
fully  persuaded  to  believe  the  pain  in  His 
heart  was  the  hardest  to  bear  yet.  Paul 
said,  "He  humbled  himself  and  became 
obedient  unto  death,  even  the  death  of 
the  cross." 

THE  CROSS  EQUALIZES    ALL    MEN 
Eph.  2:14-16. 

Everyone  that  takes  a  trip  to  Calvary 
becomes  a   member  of  God's  big  family. 
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Jesus  prayed  that  we  might  be  one  and 

we  see  that  prayer  being  answered  today. 

j  The  high   are  brought   low,   the  low   are 

lifted   up  and  we  are   all   placed  on   the 

level.   Under  the  law  no  one     but     the 

i  priest     was    allowed    to   enter      into    the 

holiest  place  and  talk  with  God,  but  when 

Christ  died  on  the  cross   the  veil  in  the 

temple  was  rent  from  top  to  bottom,  the 

old    law    was    done    away   with    and   you 

and   I   can   enter   into   that   sacred    place 

and  talk  with  our  Lord. 

OUR  SALVATION  CAME  BY  THE 

CROSS 
We  who  would  enter  heaven  must  first 
take  a  trip  to  Calvary.  If  we  go  by  the 
way  of  the  cross  we  are  sure  to  reach 
home.  We  were  away  from  God  and  un- 
der God's  sore  displeasure  but  there  was 
one  who  was  willing  to  lay  down  His 
life  for  us.  What  greater  love  could  any 
man  have  than  to  lay  down  his  life  for 
his  friends,  yet  Christ  laid  down  His 
life  for  all  humanity.  He  laid  down  His 
life  for  the  drunkards,  He  died  for  the 
fallen,  He  died  for  the  urigodly,  for  the 
ones  who  take  the  name  of  the  Lord  in 
vain,  the  liars,  the  thieves,  the  murderers 
and  for  all  our  forefathers,  for  us,  for 
our  children  and  for  all  generations  to 
come.  This  salvation  is  for  whosoever 
will,  whosoever  will  lay  down  sin  and  re- 
pent and  live  for  Jesus. 

Moses  was  a  great  man;  David  was  a 
great  man;  Abraham  was  a  great  man; 
Isaiah,  Daniel,  and  many  others,  but  they 
could  not  save  from  sin.  God  in  giving 
to  the  world  a  Redeemer,  so  loved  us, 
that  he  gave  His  only  begotten  Son,  and 
there  is  no  other  name  whereby  we  must 
be  saved. 

CROSS  TO  BE  TAKEN  UP 
Then  said  Jesus  unto  His  disciples,  "If 
any  man  will  come  after  me,  let  him 
deny  himself  and  take  up  his  cross  and 
follow  me."  Matt.  16:24.  Again,  "And 
he  that  taketh  not  his  cross,  and  fol- 
loweth  after  me,  is  not  worthy  of  me." 
Matt.    10:38. 

Every  one  has  a  cross  to  bear,  and 
whether  the  burden  is  heavy  or  light  He 
will  give  us  grace  to  march  on,  "Looking 
unto  Jesus  the  author  and  finisher  of  our 
faith,  who  for  the  joy  that  was  set  before 
him  endured  the  cross,  despising  the 
shame,  and  is  set  down  at  the  right  hand 
of  the  throne  of  God."  Let  us  carry  the 
cross  for  soon  the  crown  will  appear. 

Sing  such  songs  as  "Take  up  thy 
Cross  and  follow  me,"  "Trade  the  Old 
Cross  for  a  Crown,"  "Near  the  Cross," 

"My  Glory  is  in  the  Cross,"  etc. 
*•-.    *"»    »% 

Program  Outline 

Exelma  Holly 
Subject:  "MAN" 
Songs  suggested:  "Soon  Leaving  Out," 
"Where  the  Soul  Never  Dies,"  "I'll  Live 


On." 

WHO  AM  I? 

Scripture — 1  Chron.  29:9-15;  Luke  15: 
17,    19;   Psa.    8:4-6. 

Part  I — How  Frail  I  Am. 

Scripture — Psa.  39:4-7;  Psa.  6:2;  Matt. 
26:41;  Psa.    103:14. 

Part  II — How  Long  Have  I? 

Scripture — James  4:14-15;  Ps.  89:47, 
48;  Job.  7:6;  14:12;  Eccl.  9:10;  Gal.  6: 
10. 

Part  III — What  is  the  Wise  Thing  to 
Do? 

Scripture— Eccl.  12:1-7;  Why?  Gal.  6: 
7-9;  Rom.  14:12;  Luke  6:38. 

Part  IV — What  Must  I  Continue  to 
Do? 

Scripture — Psa.  90:12;  Prov.  11:30; 
Luke  6:47,  48;  Matt.   6:20;    5:44. 

Part  V — Where  is  the  Hope  of  Man? 

Scripture — Job  8:13;  Eccl.  9:4;  Job 
14:14;  1  Cor.  15:22;  Heb.  9:27;  1  Peter 
1:3,  4;  John  11:25,  26;  Heb.  6:19;  Rom. 
8:24,  25. 

Song  suggested,  "T'll  Be  a  Friend  to  Je- 
sus." 

*   *    * 

Bible  Lesson 

Mrs.  Hattie  Utz 
Topic:  "FELLOWSHIP" 
Scripture:  1  John  1:1-7. 
THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER 
Fellowship  is  comradeship  or  compan- 
ionship of  two  or  more  persons  or  group 
of  persons  on  equal  and  friendly  terms, 
usually  used  in  terms  of  mutual  relation 
between  members  or  branches  of  the 
same  church  or  group  of  people  who  come 
together  for  worship.  Amos  3:3  says, 
"Can  two  walk  together,  except  they  be 
agreed?"  or  in  other  words,  there  must 
be  a  tie  of  unity  and  fellowship  or  they 
can  not  walk  in  the  same  channel  or  prin- 
ciple. The  fellowship  we  wish  to  study 
is  that  which  holds  and  unites  the  Chris- 
tian people  today,  and  some  ways  in 
which  it  is  manifested  and  expressed. 
ORIGIN  OF 
From  the  beginning  there  was  unity  of 
the  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost,  giving 
us  an  example  of  supreme  love  that  we 
may  be  one  in  fellowship.  Jesus  prayed  in 
John  17:21,  22  for  His  disciples,  "that 
they  may  be  one  even  as  we  are  one," 
and  if  God's  people  are  one  in  spirit  then 
they  can  be  partakers  of  the  divine  fel- 
lowship that  has  been  in  existence  from 
the  foundation  of  the  world.  John  17: 
24;    1   John    1:7. 

a.  Fellowship  of  Saints.  Acts  2:42;  Gal. 
2:9;  Eph.  2:19. 

b.  With  Christ.   1  Cor.  1:9;  2  Cor.  4: 
10-14;  1  John  1:3;  Eph.  2:6-7. 

c.  Of   the  Spirit.  Phil.   2:1-3. 

d.  In  the  Gospel.  Phil.  1:3-7. 

e.  Of  Ministering,    2    Cor.    8:1-7;      9: 
Cor.    16:1-3;  Rom.    15:23-27. 

f.  Of   the   Sufferings   of  Christ.   Phil 


3:10;    1    Peter   4:13;   Rom.    8:17. 

g.  With  Evil  Forbidden.  1  Cor.  10: 
20-21;  2  Cor.  6:14-18;  Eph.  5:6-14;  1 
Cor.   5:8-13. 

HOW  WE  CAN  MAKE  FELLOWSHIP 
COUNT  FOR  GOD 
By  creating  a  spirit  of  friendliness  to 
all  we  meet,  especially  to  those  who  are 
unsaved.  A  smile,  a  kind  word  or  good 
deed  will  cause  others  to  take  notice  of 
our  life  more  than  any  testimony  we  may 
give.  Even  though  some  may  sneer  or 
•  shun  us,  there  can  be  such  a  sweet  at- 
mosphere of  fellowship  and  friendliness, 
coupled  with  prayer  that  it  will  not  be 
long  until  the  results  of  our  work  will 
be  manifested.  If  we  haven't  the  char- 
acteristic of  genuine  friendliness,  we  can 
strive  to  cultivate  a  disposition  that  will 
be  pleasant  and  courteous  so  we  may  be 
able  to  shew  forth  the  real  fellowship  of 
the  Spirit  of  Christ  to  those  with  whom 
we  meet. 

(b)  BY  MAKING  OUR  ENDEAVOR 
SERVE.  Rom.  12:4-8. 
We  do  not  have  the  same  office,  or 
all  have  the  same  talents,  but  by  fellow- 
ship and  love  strive  together  to  make  our 
Endeavor  serve  as  the  path  or  channel  for 
unsaved  people  to  find  Christ.  Let  us  be 
willing  to  work  in  our  place  and  make 
our  Endeavor  such  a  friendly  group  that 
others  will  be  interested  and  come  to  our 
meetings  whether  asked  or  not.  A  friend- 
ly committee  should  always  be  on  the 
lookout  for  visitors  and  unsaved  people 
can  be  led  to  Christ  if  their  interest  is 
secured  in  the  Y.  P.  E. 

(c)  ALWAYS  BE  PRESENT 
If  we  as  Christians  keep  victory  in  our 
souls,  we  will  always  have  a  desire  to  at- 
tend services  at  the  house  of  God  whether 
preaching,  prayer  meeting  or  Y.  P.  E.  If 
we  fail  to  be  there  ourselves,  how  can  we 
expect  unsaved  people  to  find  an  interest 
in  attending  our  services?  If  there  is  no 
fellowship  manifested,  can  we  blame  any 
one  for  not  turning  from  sin  to  Christ? 
for  sometimes  good  moral  men  and  wom- 
en who  are  strangers  to  the  grace  of  God 
prove  truer  to  their  code  of  friend- 
ship than  what  is  shown  between  the  peo- 
ple who  profess  salvation.  Let  us  lay 
aside  everything  that  would  hinder  our 
spiritual  life  and  take  on  added  zeal  and 
courage  and  pray  more  one  for  another, 
then  the  spirit  of  fellowship  will  take 
hold  of  our  hearts  until  we  will  always 
be  present  and  doing  our  duty  for  God 
and  His  service. 

Note:  With  special  songs  and  a  general 
discussion  of  the  subtopics  and  recita- 
tions that  will  be  helpful,  this  can  be 
made  an  interesting  lesson  and  one  that 
should  inspire  us  in  our  labors  for  the 
Lord.  Close  by  singing  the  chorus 
"Friendship  with  Jesus"  and  a  friendly 
handshake. 
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Tithing 


One  lone  tater  out  of 

ten!  My  goodness, 

how  con  a  man 

be  mean  ^      *»% 

enough    Ck 

to  give 

less? 


WILL  A  MAN  ROB  GOD? 

".  .  .  .  Yet  ye  have  robbed  me  .  ...  hi 
tithes  and  offerings." 

There  have  been  many  arguments  about 
Old  Testament  tithing,  but  if  Jesus  said 
anything  about  tithing  it  ought  to  help 
settle  some  of  our  questioning  on  the  mat- 
ter. 

Many  people  have  the  impression  from 
one  or  two  statements  that  Jesus  ignored 
or  despised  the  matter  of  tithing.  For  in- 
stance, He  spoke  of  the  Pharisee  in  the 
temple  who  was  telling  of  all  the  good 
that  he  had  done  and  the  evil  from  which 
he  had  refrained.  When  the  Pharisee  said, 
"I  give  tithes  of  all  that  I  possess,"  the 
inference  seems  to  be  that  tithing  in  the 
eyes  of  the  Lord  had  received  an  unsavory 
implication. 

As  we  look  a  little  more  deeply  into  the 
matter  we  find  that  it  was  not  the  tithing 
itself  of  which  the  Lord  disapproved,  but 
the  fact  that  the  Pharisee  boasted  about 
his  generosity.  Because  he  praised  himself 
about  his  tithing,  he  lost  the  eternal 
blessing  which  he  might  otherwise  have 
had  for  himself. 

On  another  occasion  Jesus  was  argu- 
ing with  certain  Jews  about  the  matter 
of  justice  and  uprightness.  In  Matthew 
it  is  recorded  that  Jesus  said,  "Woe  unto 
you,  scribes  and  Pharisees,  hypocrites! 
for  ye  tithe  mint  and  anise  and  cummin, 
and  have  left  undone  the  weightier  mat- 
ters of  the  law,  justice,  and  mercy,  and 
faith:  but  these  ye  ought  to  have  done, 
and  not  to  have  left  the  other  undone." 

"These  (justice,  mercy,  faith  and  the 
love  of  God)  ye  ought  to  have  done,  and 
not  leave  the  other  (the  tithing  of  the 
crops  and  the  income)  undone."  Jesus 
meant  that  His  people  should  think  first 
of    all    of    justice,    mercy,    faith    and    the 


love  of  God  and  then  tithing  as  a  volun- 
tary act  of  gratitude  would  be  sure  to 
follow  and  not  be  left  undone. 

We  can  never  merit  anything  at  all  by 
our  tithing.  It  is  only  as  we  look  to  the 
merits  of  Christ  in  His  atoning  death  on 
the  ci oss  that  we  are  saved  and  kept 
saved.  But  since  God  has  been  so  merci- 
ful to  us,  we  feel  bound  by  the  ties  of 
His  love  for  us  to  give  expression  to  our 
gratitude  in  gifts  worthy  of  His  holy 
name. 

It  is  because  He  has  first  loved  us  that 
we  love  Him  in  return,  and  because  we 
know  His  willingness  to  forgive  our  ev- 
ery sin  we  arc  bound  to  Him  in  such 
adoration  and  devotion  that  we  cannot  be 
contented  until  we  express  our  gratitude 
in  sharing  the  very  best  at  our  disposal. 

A  similar  thought  is  expressed  by  the 
great  apostle  who  spoke  of  some  church 
people  who  made  a  contribution  for  a 
worthy  charity,  that  "first  they  gave 
themselves  unto  the  Lord."  Because  their 
hearts  had  experienced  the  goodness  of 
the  Lord,  they  were  pleased  to  make  a 
voluntary  gift  as  the  Lord  had  prospered 
them. 

Some  people  seem  to  think  that  the  ul- 
timate benefit  of  tithing  is  a  more  ade- 
quate support  of  the  Christian  church 
with  its  various  institutions  and  activi- 
ties. But  if  we  examine  the  classic  pas- 
sage in  Mai.  3:10  we  shall  find  that  the 
Word  of  God  has  special  reference  to  the 
Messing  that  would  accrue  to  the  giver. 

Economic  conditions  in  Judea  were 
such  that  the  farmers  had  failed  to  re- 
ceive such  large  returns  tiom  their  labor 
and  investments  as  formerly  and  as  a  re- 
sult they  had  been  tempted  to  decrease 
their  apportionment  to  the  up-keep  of 
the  temple  service.  But  they  really  didn't 
save  anything,  for  conditions  became  only 
worse. 

Then  God  sent  the  prophet  to  proclaim 
the  challenge  and  the  promise.  "Bring  ye 
the  whole  tithe  into  the  storehouse,  that 
there  shall  not  be  room  enough  to  re- 
ceive it." 

It  is  simple  unthinkable  that  we  robbed 
God  by  not  giving  Him  the  offering  He 
requires  for  His  work.  We  ought  to  be 
just  as  honest  with  God  as  we  are  with 
anyone  else  who  serves  us.  We  shouldn't 
take  advantage  of  God  because  He  is 
good  to  us.  We  need  Him,  and  He  needs 
the  gifts  we  can  give  for  His   work. 

No  one  should  ever  feel,  if  he  tithes, 
that  he  has  done  all  that  is  required  of 
him,  and  he  needs  only  to  sit  back  in  all 
smugness  and  feel  that  he  has  done  his 
whole  duty.  No  one  can  ever  do  too  much 
for  the  Lord,  who  has  given  His  all  for 
us.  But  each  one  sought  to  set  a  goal.  If 


the  income  is  small,  the  giving  will  neces- 
sarily be  small.  If  the  income  is  large:, 
the  gifts  should  be  increased.  "For  unto 
whomsoever  much  is  given,  of  him  is 
much  required." 

If  the  Lord  has  been  merciful  to  us,  it 
is  well  for  us  to  be  merciful  to  our  fel- 
low servants  who  are  dependent  upon  us. 
If  we  have  faith  in  God,  we  will  want  to 
do  what  is  right  to  His  Church,  for  we 
know  that  He  will  take  care  of  us.  If  we 
know  the  love  of  God  as  a  personal  ex- 
perience, we  will  want  to  be  helpful  in  a 
substantial  way  to  God's  people  in  the 
Church  at  large. 

Lord  Beaverbrook   Envies    the 
Evangelist 

Some  time  ago  Lord  Beaverbrook,  own- 
er of  the  "Morning  Express"  of  London, 
with  a  circulation  of  two  million,  said: 

"The  highest  kind  of  power,  the  su- 
preme source  of  satisfaction,  better  than 
money  or  temporal  authority,  is  the  pow- 
er to  do  good.  My  enemies  say  that  I 
have  used  my  power  to  do  much  evil,  and 
I  am  content  to  leave  this  charge  as  a 
matter  of  opinion.  But  this  I  know,  that 
the  power  to  do  good  and  the  exercise  of 
that  power  are  in  their  essence  the  high- 
est of  all  realities  and  bring  in  their  train 
the  most  enduring  pleasure.  The  evan- 
gelist is  the  man  who  has  the  greatest 
capacity  for  doing  good,  and,  therefore, 
if  I  were  in  a  position  to  influence  the 
life  of  a  sincere  young  man  today,  I 
would  say  to  him,  'Rather  choose  to  be 
an  evangelist  than  a  cabinet  minister  or 
a  millionaire.'  When  I  was  a  young  man, 
I  pitied  my  father  for  being  a  poor  man 
and  humble  preacher  of  the  Word.  Now 
that  I  am  older,  I  envy  him,  his  life  and 
career." 


Note  by  Editor:  So  many  people  these 
days  in  our  holiness  ranks  think  that 
when  they  are  saved  they  are  called  to 
preach.  While  this  is  true,  some  of  the 
greatest  preaching  ever  done  is  by  lay- 
men. Not  every  one  who  feels  the  call  of 
God  is  called  to  full-time  service.  The 
chance  for  soul-saving  among  our  busi- 
ness men  today  is  just  as  great  as  if  they 
were  on  the  field.  Who  will  support  our 
preachers  if  all  are  on  the  field?  Be  care- 
ful, young  people,  to  find  your  place. 

SILVER  LINING! 

Come  on,  young  people,  and  earn 
$1 5.00  by  selling  100  Silver  Linings. 
You  order  them  and  sell  them  at  2  5c 
each.  Send  us  $10.00  in  thirty  days.  You 
can  divide  them  among  your  people  and 
let  your  whole  church  help  in  selling 
them.  Please  have  your  pastor  recommend 
you  when  you  send  for  the  books.  They 
cannot  be  returned.  Send  order  to  Alda 
B.    Harrison,   Cleveland,   Tenn. 
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A  Home  Like  That 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

clothes.  Roger  and  James  followed  with 
the  bags.  Then  James  took  Roger  to  his 
room  and  quietly  followed  Mrs.  Justice 
downstairs.  Roger  dashed  across  the  hail 
and   stuck   his  head   in   at   the   door. 

"This  is  some  place,  what!"  he  ex- 
claimed. "You  didn't  expect  it,  did  you?" 

"Oh,  I  don't  know,"  said  his  mother, 
"We  may  find  them  embarrassingly  ig- 
norant, you  can't  tell." 

"Shoo  out  of  here,"  ordered  Clare,  "or 
mother'll  die  of  cold  and  wetness." 

Roger  went,  and  a  half  hour  later  when 
they  descended  the  stairs,  James  and 
Grace  were  there  waiting,  and  conducted 

I  them,  to  a  large,  pleasant  living  room 
where  a  small  fire  burned  in  the  open 
fire-place.  The  table  was  littered  with 
(magazines,  and  the  built-in  bookcase  was 
I  well-filled  with  books.  They  exclaimed  at 
i  the  coziness. 

"Mother  thought  a  little  fire  would  be 
nice,"  said  James,  "because  it's  cool,  if  it 
is  summer." 

"Oh,  it's  lovely,"  cried  Clare,  "and  you 
have  so  many  books!" 

"Some  of  them  are  quite  old,  too,"  said 
Grace.  "Handed  down  from  great-grand- 
father's time,  and  no  one  knows  where  he 
I  got  them.  Just  look  at  them  all  you  like. 
It's  baking  day,  so  I  have  to  help  Moth- 
er." 

"I  want  to  go  to  the  kitchen  with  you, 
if  you'll  let  me,"  begged  Clare  as  her 
mother  sank  into  an  easy  chair  by  the 
fire,  and  James  and  Roger  turned  toward 
the  bookcase. 

"Come,  by  all  means."  said  Grace. 
"We'll   get   acquainted   faster  that  way." 

"Oh,  this  lovely  kitchen!"  cried  Clare. 

Mrs.  Justice  was  dressing  chickens — 
four  of  them — for  a  two  days'  supply, 
and  there  was  the  odor  of  boiling  ham, 
and  of  several  other  good  things.  Grace 
resumed  her  occupation  of  paring  apples 
after  offering  one  to  Clare. 

"Are  you  going  to  bake  apple  pie?" 
asked  Clare  as  she  accepted  the  apple. 
"My,  I'm  fond  of  apple  pie." 

"I'll  bake  you  a  little  one,"  promised 
Grace.  "I  used  to  think  baking  day  a 
failure   if   I   didn't   get  one." 

"My,  what  I've  missed  in  my  life,"  said 
Clare. 

"Being  little  on  the  farm  was  fine," 
agreed  Grace,  "though  we  didn't  have 
all  these  improvements  till  I  was  about 
grown." 

Just  as  the  little  pie  was  coming  out 
of  the  oven,  here  came  James  and  Roger. 
Grace  cut  the  pie  in  half,  poured  cream 
over  each  half,  and  offered  them  to  Roger 
and  Clare. 

"Say,"  cried  Roger,  "do  you  do  this 
for  everybody  who  comes  along  this 
way?" 


Grace  laughed.  "I'm  just  making  be- 
lieve you're  little  folks  like  we  used  to 
be." 

"And  I  was  just  mourning  over  all  I'd 
missed,"  said  Clare. 

So  the  talking  and  the  cooking  went 
on  until  Mr.  Warren  and  Mr.  Justice 
came  back  with  the  news  that  the  car 
would  not  be  ready  'til  Monday.  Roger 
and  Clare  were  openly  jubilant.  This  was 
the  newest  thing  they  had  found,  and 
they  wanted  to  enjoy  it. 

"Give  me  a  prettv  apron  like  yours," 
demanded  Clare,  "and  let  me  help." 

The  day  passed,  and  though  the  rain 
stopped  in  the  afternoon,  it  was  still  cool 
when  the  evening  shadows  drew  them  ail 
in.  The  young  people  sat  near  the  book- 
case and  looked  at  books  new  and  old  and 
talked.  Roger  and  Clare  found  that  the 
other  two  were  better  read  than  them- 
selves, and  began  to  make  excuses. 

"I  just  don't  have  time  to  read,"  pro- 
tested Clare.  "We  jump  from  one  thing 
to  another  too  rapidly.  The  little  reading 
I  do  has  to  be  done  while  I  am  waiting 
on  somebody,  or  some  time  like  that.  I 
surely  have  enjoyed  this  talk." 

"Me,  too,"  declared  Roger,  "but  let's 
get  to  that  piano.  I  saw  a  song  there  I 
want  to  learn." 

They  learned  the  song,  and  it  called 
for  another,  and  the  time  flew  by  until 
the  clock  struck  ten.  Grace  jumped  up 
startled. 

"Who'd  have  thought  it?"  she  cried. 
"We  really  must  study  that  Sunday- 
School  lesson  or  fail  tomorrow." 

'She  dashed  out  and  was  soon  back  with 
an  armful  of  literature  and  a  Bible  or 
two.  She  began  to  distribute  it  among 
them. 

"Do  you  want  to  study  with  us,  or 
would  you  rather — " 

"I'm  game  for  anything  the  rest  of 
you  do,"  said  Roger. 

There  was  nothing  for  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Warren  to  do  but  fall  in  which  they  did 
gracefully,  and  the  study  began.  Every- 
body took  part  in  the  discussion,  and 
when  the  clock  struck  again  that  lesson 
had  been  pretty  thoroughly  sifted. 

"I  feel  as  if  I  could  shine  in  the  class 
tomorrow,"  declared  Mr.  Warren. 

"Oh,  are  you  going?"  cried  Clare. 

"I  wouldn't  miss  it  for  worlds,"  said 
her  mother. 

"Nor  I,"  echoed  Clare,  "but  I  didn't 
think  anything  would  ever  get  dad  to 
go." 

"Wonders  never  cease,"  laughed  Roger. 

"Never,"  agreed  his  father.  "However, 
if  nothing  ever  happened,  life  would  lose 
its  charm.  I  move  we  adjourn  the  meet- 
ing and  all  get  some  sleep." 

Sunday  morning  dawned  bright  and 
clear  on  a  world  washed  and  made  new. 
Everybody  was  up  on  time.  Roger  and 
Clare  stood  on  the  porch  talking     with 


James  when  Grace  came  out  and  handed 
him  a  Bible,  remarking  that  it  was  his 
time  to  read.  They  were  mystified,  but 
learned  what  it  was  all  about  when  they 
went  to  breakfast.  They  all  stood  about 
the  table  while  James  read  a  few  verses 
and  offered  a  short  prayer. 

Breakfast  over,  everybody  hustled 
about  and  got  ready  for  Sunday  School. 
This  was  another  new  experience  for 
Roger  and  Clare.  At  home  they  were 
never  up  in  time  if  they  had  wished  to  go 
to  Sunday  School.  During  the  dinner 
hour  they  had  much  to  say  of  the  two 
services  attended.  When  the  meal  was 
over  the  old  folks  grouped  at  one  end  of 
the  porch,  and  the  youngsters  at  the 
other. 

"Oh,  say,"  began  Roger,  "I  saw  a 
tennis  court  out  there.  Come  on  out  and 
get  beaten." 

"If  you'll  stay  over  tomorrow,  I  will," 
answered  James. 

"But  what,  if  not  tennis?"  asked 
Roger.  "How  do  you  keep  time  from 
hanging  heavy  on  your  hands  on  Sunday 
afternoons?" 

"Oh,"  Grace  told  him,  "we  sing  or 
something.  James  and  I  have  been  reading 
aloud  a  missionary  book  about  New  Zea- 
land.  It  isn't  so  bad." 

"Bring  it  out,"  commanded  Clare. 

Roger  yawned.  "You'll  die  for  want  of 
pep  at  this  rate." 

"Not  on  your  life,"  declared  James. 
"It  takes  too  much  pep  these  days  to 
have  enough  backbone  to  stick  up  for 
your  ideals.  It  keeps  me  on  the  job,  I 
know." 

"Bring  out  the  book,"  insisted  Clare. 

"We  can't  bore  Roger  to  death,"  ob- 
jected James.  "The  humane  society  would 
get   after   us." 

Roger  grinned.  "Bring  it  on.  You've 
aroused  my  curiosity." 

Grace  brought  the  book,  and  they  took 
turns,  each  one  reading  a  chapter.  They 
stopped  occasionally  for  discussion,  and 
Roger  became  so  interested  that  he  could 
hardly  tear  himself  away  when  Mrs. 
Justice  called  them  to  supper. 

After  supper  thev  went  to  church 
again,  and  came  back  to  sing  old  hymns 
and  new  ones  till   the  clock  struck  ten. 

Then  Mr.  Warren  suggested  that,  as 
they  were  going  to  start  early,  they  had 
better  retire. 

"I'm  so  rested  and  full  of  pep,"  said 
Clare.  "Mother,  we  need  a  home  like 
this." 

"Would  you  help  make  it?"  asked  her 
mother. 

"Try  me,  and  see,"  was  the  answer. 

"I  will,  God  helping  me.  Tomorrow 
will  be  a  new  day,  and  we'll  make  a  new 
start." — The  Youth's  Comrade. 
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Hurried  on  in  hope  of  water,  headed  back 

for  lack  of  grass; 
Till   I    camped      above      the      tree-line — 

drifted  snow  and  naked  boulders — 
Felt   free   air   astir      to   windward — knew 

I'd  stumbled  on  the  pass." 

In  our  4th  verse  our  explorer  pushed 
on  through  difficulties,  still  hoping  and 
trusting,  knowing  that  the  voice  of  God 
had  spoken  and  He  would  go  before.  In 
the  last  line  of  this  verse  he  began  to  get 
encouragement.  So  when  the  boys  and 
girls  began  to  write  in  about  the  blessing 
of  the  Y.  P.  E.  and  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
we  too  felt  that  free  air  and  knew 
with  all  of  our  discouragements  we  had 
stumbled  on  the  pass,  (or  in  more  simple 
words)    in  the  right  direction. 

"Thought   to  name     it   for      the  find- 
er;  but   that   night   the   norther   found 
me — 
Froze  and  killed     the  plains-bred  ponies; 

so    I   called   the   camp   Despair 
(It's  the  Railway  Gap  to-day,  though) . 
Then  my  whisper  waked  to  hound  me: 
Something  lost  behind  the  Ranges.  Over 
yonder!   Go  you  there!" 
In    the   fifth   verse   the   explorer   meets 
a     norther.        Those     who     live        in 
some   parts   of   our   country      understand 
what  this  means.  So  we  meet  with    many 
northers  along   the  way.  But  what  whis- 
per comes  to  us  again  so  strong,  "Some- 
body lost,  go  and  find  them,"  and  away 
we   must   go  in   obedience   to  the   call  of 
God  regardless  of  the  voice  of  the  world. 

"Then   I    knew,      the    while   I   doubted 

— knew  His  hand  was  certain  o'er  nr*. 
Still — it  might  be  self-delusion — scores  of 

better  men  had  died — 
I    could    reach    the    township    living,    but 

....  He  knows  what  terror  tore  me. 
But  I  didn't — but  I  didn't.  I  went  down 

the  other  side." 

Verse  six  shows  that  this  explorer 
doubted.  Yes,  you  will  have  doubts  many 
times  along  the  way  but  you  do  not  have 
to  yield  to  them.  The  enemy  will  try  to 
make  you  doubt  your  call.  Oh  yes,  He 
says  you  are  mistaken.  If  you  were  called 
you  would  not  meet  with  all  these  trials. 
But  with  head  lifted  high  and  your  eyes 
riveted  on  the  "hills  from  whence  cometh 
your  help,"  you  press  on  still  hearing  that 
whisper,  "Lost,  lost,  behind  the  ranges, 
over  yonder,  go  you  there." 

We  wish  that  we  could  comment  upon 
every  line  of  this  poem  but  space  for- 
bids. However,  in  verse  14  we  want  you 
to  see  the  climax  that  comes  to  this  ex- 
plorer after  he  had  fought  the  good 
fight.  The  thought  you  must  carry  with 
you,  that  after  all  your  struggle  to  obey 
God's  call  you  must  be  prepared  for 
others   to  come  along  and   get  the  credit 


for  what  you  have  accomplished  along 
the  way  through  sacrifice  and  suffering 
for  Jesus'  sake. 

"Yes,    your   'never-never      country' — yes, 

your  'edge  of  cultivation' 
And   'no   sense  in   going  further' — till   I 

crossed  the  range  to  see. 
Gor  forgive  me!  No,  I  didn't.  It's  God's 

present  to  our  nation. 
Anybody  might  have  found  it  but — His 

whisper  came  to  me!" 

In  the  last  verse  there  is  such  a  sweet 
thought,  the  explorer  is  almost  on  the 
verge  of  claiming  the  credit  for  all  this 
exploring  and  finding,  when  he  realizes 
that  he  was  just  a  little  instrument  that 
God  used  and  he  cries,  "God  forgive  me. 
no,  I  didn't — anybody  might  have  found 
it,  but  God's  whisper  came  to  me."  Oh, 
when  God  uses  us  it  is  nothing  to  boast 
about,  but  much  to  praise  God  for,  that 
His  whisper,  came  to  us  and  we  were 
privileged  to  be  used  of  Him. 

Dear  young  people,  step  out  on  God's 
promises.  Be  sure  you've  heard  the  call  of 
God  and  then  go  forward.  Don't  turn 
back.  The  fields  are  white  unto  harvest. 
There  is  something  lost  behind  the  ranges. 
Go  and  find  it. 

Fannie  J.  Crosby 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

type.  The  family  has  been  traced,  it  is 
said,  back  to  163  5  and  they  aided  in  the 
founding  of  Harvard  College. 

When  about  six  weeks  of  age  Fanny- 
was  taken  sick  and  her  eyes  became  weak. 
A  terrible  mistake  was  made,  probably 
by  a  nurse,  when  a  strong  poultice  was 
applied  to  the  baby's  eyes,  for  total  and 
permanent   blindness  followed. 

Later  in  her  girlhood  Fanny  was  told 
by  her  mother  that  two  of  the  world's 
greatest  poets  were  blind  and  that  some- 
times persons  were  deprived  of  a  phyical 
faculty  in  order  that  the  spiritual  insight 
might  be  more  fully  developed.  At  any 
rate  the  little  blind  girl  decided  to  be 
content  with  her  condition  in  life,  for  she 
said,  "I  made  up  my  mind  to  store  away 
a  little  jewel  in  my  heart,  which  I  called 
content."  At  eight  years  of  age  she  wrote 
an  exquisite  little  poem  expressing  her 
determination  to  be  contented  and  her 
happiness  because  of  the  many  blessings 
which   she  enjoyed. 

Her  grandmother  loved  to  describe  to 
her  the  glories  and  beauties  of  the  sun, 
the  rainbow,  the  birds,  the  flowers  and 
trees.  Moreover  she  taught  her  much  of 
the  Bible  and  Fanny  was  able  as  a  girl 
to  repeat  from  memory  the  five  books 
of  Moses,  many  Psalms,  Proverbs,  Ruth, 
the  Song  of  Solomon  and  a  considerable 
part  of  the  New  Testament.  Thus  was 
her  impressionable  mind  being  stored  not 
only    with    the   splendors   of   God's   Book 


of  Nature  but  also  with  the  soul-moving 
truths  of  His  Book  of  Eternal  Life — the 
Holy  Bible.  She  said  that  the  New  Tes- 
tament gave  her  many  subjects  of  great 
value  for  poems.  Early  she  gave  her 
heart  to  Jesus. 

At  fifteen  years  of  age  Fanny  entered 
the  Institution  for  the  Blind  in  New 
York  City  where  she  remained  as  pupil 
and  later  teacher  for  twenty-three  years. 
Her  love  for  poetry  was  revealed,  not 
only  in  careful  study  of  the  great  Eng- 
lish and  American  poets,  but  also  in  the 
many  poems  which  she  wrote.  She  was 
accustomed  to  appear  before  various 
groups  in  behalf  of  the  Blind  Institution 
and  recite  her  poems.  In  1843  she  ap- 
peared before  Congress  and  it  is  said 
melted  strong  men  to  tears  by  her  touch- 
ing verses. 

Miss  Crosby  became  an  esteemed  friend 
of  many  great  people,  including  Presi- 
dents of  the  United  States,  such  as  Van 
Buren,  Polk  and  Cleveland.  Henry  Clay 
visited  the  Institution  and  she  recited  a 
poem  in  his  honor.  He  declared  that  that 
was  not  the  first  time  she  had  written  a 
poem  for  him  but  that  six  months  pre- 
vious she  had  sent  him  some  lines  on  th? 
death  of  his  son.  Thereupon  both  Clay 
and  Miss  Crosby  broke  down  and  wept. 

A  preacher  from  Scotland  on  being 
introduced  to  her  said  that  it  was  a  great 
pity  she  should  have  become  blind  when 
such  wonderful  natural  gifts  were  hers. 
But  she  replied  that  if  she  had  at  birth 
been  able  to  make  one  request  of  God 
it  would  have  been  that  she  would  be 
blind.  The  astonished  preacher  asked  why. 
"Because,"  said  the  little  lady,  "when  I 
get  to  heaven,  the  first  face  that  shall 
ever  gladden  my  sight  will  be  that  of  my 
Saviour." 

In  18  5  8  Miss  Crosby  was  married  to 
Alexander  Van  Alstyne,  a  blind  but  bril- 
liant student  in  the  Institution.  This  ro- 
mance is  most  beautifully  pictured  by 
Miss  Crosby  who  declared  that  they  were 
no  longer  "blind"  for  the  light  of  love 
showed  the  way. 

In  1868  Miss  Crosby  (she  is  better 
known  to  the  world  as  Fanny  Crosby  than 
Mrs.  Van  Alstyne)  produced  her  first 
hymn  that  won  world-wide  attention.  It 
was  "Pass  Me  Not,  O  Gentle  Savior."  Mr. 
Sankey  said  that  no  hymn  in  the  great 
London  meetings  of  1874  (Moody  and 
Sankey)  was  more  popular.  One  cannot 
explain  such  hymns  as  this  without  recog- 
nizing the  divine  touch  upon  the  human 
writer.  Miss  Crosby  herself  has  said  that 
at  times  the  burden  of  inspiration  was 
so  heavy  that  she  could  not  find  words 
beautiful  enough  nor  thoughts  deep 
enough  for  its  expression.  Only  one  who 
walks  very  close  to  the  Master  can  have 
such  communion  with  Him  as  that.  Miss 
Crosby  was  a  saintly  soul  and  thus  it  was 
(Continued  on   page   20) 
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CONDITIONS   OF   TO-DAY 

Mrs.  Harlev  Sowers 

As  I  was  going  down  Parsons  Avenue, 
in  Columbus,  the  other  night,  I  counted 
at  least  thirty-some  booze  joints.  Is  it 
any  wonder  there  is  so  much  sin  and 
crime  among  our  yourtg  folks  of  to-day? 
Bright  lights  glaring,  window  signs  and 
displays  tempting  all  who  will,  to  enter. 
I  wonder,  do  thev  ever  think  of  Jesus, 
except  in  their  cursing  and  rioting? 

Dear  readers,  you  may  not  think  that 
those  in  deep  sin  ever  think  seriously  of 
anything  that  way,  but  you  are  mistaken. 
When  I  was  out  in  sin,  I  committed  a 
few  crimes,  for  which  I  received  a  sent- 
ence to  the  Columbus  workhouse.  I  was 
saved,  praise  His  name,  shortly  after  1 
entered.  Of  course,  as  every  new  convert 
is,  I  was  anxious  to  tell  the  story.  Imag- 
ine my  surprise,  when  I  found  that  a 
large  per  cent  of  those  girls  had  had 
light.  One  had  been  a  Sunday  School 
teacher,  another  told  of  God's  marvelous 
healing  of  her  husband,  etc.,  but  they 
bad  slipped.  I  hardly  ran  across  any 
that  were  as  thoughtless  as  most  Chris- 
tians think  the  world  is.  But  the  devi! 
nad  their  poor,  weak  souls  bound. 

I  tell  you,  prophecy  is  being  fulfilled. 
Look  at  Matthew  24.  That  is  exactly  a 
jicture  of  to-day — rushing  on,  hellhound 
— regardless  of  cost.  Giving  up  homes, 
ivives,  husbands,  babies,  and  all  that  is 
lear  for  a  filthy  glass  of  spoiled  malt  and 
iugar.  They  would  net  knowingly  eat 
inything  rotten,  but  still  they  will  let  a 
nixture  spoil  for  deliberate  use.  Is  it  any 
vonder  there  is  so  much  stomach  trouble 
md  other  physical  disorders?  We  are  a 
veak    and    wise    generation. 

Christians,  the  world  needs  your 
>rayers  to-day.  While  you  are  reading 
his,  just  stop  and  think  of  the  crimes 
hat  are  being  committed  this  very  mo- 
nent:  robberies,  murders,  kidnaping, 
:heck  forging,  arid  numerous  others.  Oh, 
oiks,  pray  for  these  poor,  weak  souls, 
rhey  need  your  prayers.  Just  because  a 
nan  is  a  robber,  or  any  other  kind  of 
i  sinner,  is  no  reason  you  should  snub 
lim — lift  him  up,  tell  him  of  Jesus,  the 
3ne  who  can  cleanse  from  all  sin,  and 
emove  all  unclean  habits  and  appetites, 
rhe  world  is  sometimes  condemned  by 
ome  Christians,  because  it  understands 
js  not.  Of  course,  they  don't  see  things 
1  we  do,  they  haven't  the  light  on  these 
bangs,  but  tell  them  of  Jesus,  and  trust 
n  Him  to  break  all  misunderstanding, 
iefore  we  were  saved,  we  did  not  under- 


stand either,  but  it  was  love,  and  not 
contempt,  lifting  up,  and  not  shoving 
back,  sharing  the  Bread  of  Life,  and  not 
ignoring,  that  brought  us  in.  We  must 
do  the  same,  friends.  I  am  making  these 
special  appeals  to  you,  and  I  trust  you 
will  do  them.  Pray  for  those  out  in  the 
world.  They  are  weak,  and  Satan  has 
them  bound,  but  Jesus  can  break  every 
fetter.  Pray  for,  yes,  even  these — the  un- 
derworld characters.  They  are  weary  of 
their  sin-cursed  life,  but  are  able  to 
break  loose.  Your  prayers  may  be  the 
means  of  converting  a  "Dillinger,"  or 
"the  like."  Again,  I  say,  pray  for  them. 
And  oh,  please  pray  for  those  who  have 
in  the  past  few  years  been  converted 
from  a  life  of  sin  and  crime.  For  you, 
who  have  had  a  good,  moral  life  before 
conversion,  let  me  tell  you,  that  Satan 
only  tries  you  once,  to  several  times  for 
us,  as  we  were  so  much  meaner,  and  into 
so  much  more,  that  we  have  had  more  to 
get  away  from,  and  more  to  be  tempted 
on.  Satan  hates  to  lose  one  of  his  A-l 
best  obeying  soldiers. 

And  lastly,  tell  the  story  wherever 
you  go.  If  you  can\  speak  it,  sing  it, 
whistle  the  tunes  of  it,  or  write  it,  you 
can  live  it;  but  it  will  pop  out  some- 
where. 

Here  is  a  little  poem,  of  my  own  com- 
position, that  I  hope  will  inspire  some  one 
to  tell    the  story: 

TELL  THE  STORY 

He  knew  not  the  story  of  Jesus, 
Sad  it  may  seem,  but  it's  true. 

Millions   are   dying   that   way,   brother, 
Maybe    because   of   you. 

Then  let's  tell  and   tell   the  story. 

Then  tell  it  over  again, 
To  those  who  have  never  heard  it, 

Oh,   why   don't   you   tell   it   then? 

Jesus,    who   died   to   save   you, 
Is  willing  to  save  all  the  rest; 

Tell  it  to  those  who  don't  know  Him, 
Point   to  the  way  that  is  best. 

Teii  them  the  story  of  Jesus, 

Please,  brother,  sister,  don't  fail, 

Oh,   te'l   some  poor  lost  sinner, 
How  they  can  weather  the  gale. 

Jesus,  who  died  to  save  you, 

Told  you,  the  sinner  to  tell; 
You  may  be  the  means  of  winning, 

A  poor,  lost  sinner  from  hell. 

From   all  lauds  of  crime,  you  may  bring 
them. 
The  Lord  said,  it  mattered  not  where; 
Tell  them,  oh,  tell  them  of  Jesus, 


He'll  save  them  out  of  their  despair. 

Tell  it,  and  give  Him  the  glory, 

Tell  how  He  died  to  save, 
Tell  how  He  bought  us  all, 

From  death,  hell  and  the  grave 

Then,  in  scenes  of  glory, 

Your  reward  you're  sure  to  get; 

So  tell  it,  and  tell  it,  dear  brother. 
Your  efforts  you'll  never  regret. 

I'll  say,  you'll  never  regret  this.  Lots 
of  folks  know  Jesus,  but  not  of  the  story, 
so  let's  tell  them. 

Friends,  I  am  a  very  young  Christian, 
saved  out  of  sin  and  crime,  and  from  do- 
ing a  lot  more.  I  love  every  one,  but  my 
heart  bleeds  to-day  for  those  out  in  sin. 

Maybe  this  isn't  written  in  best  of 
English,  and  punctuated  and  arranged 
just  so,  but  it  is  written  just  as  it  comes 
from  my  heart,  and  conventionality  mat- 
ters not  with  Jesus.  God  bless  you  all. — 
Church  of  Christ  Advocate. 

New  Gideons 

1.  Idell  Buckner,  Fayetteville,  N.  C. 

2.  Carrie  Sheppard,  Batesburg,  S.  C. 

3.  Miss  Vivian  Hanaker,  Marf ranee, 
W.   Va. 

4.  Silas  Richie,  Tribbey,   Ky. 

5.  Miss  Virginia  Hudgins,  W.  Ashe- 
ville,  N.  C. 

6.  Miss  Louise  Fleming,  Mount  Airy, 
N.  C. 

7.  Miss  Ida  Mae  Lowery,  North  Cove, 
N.  C. 

8.  Mrs.  R.  Marcum,  Columbus,  Ohio. 

9.  George  Ditzler,  Reamstown,  Pa. 

10.  George  A.  Powell,  Grantham,  Jam. 

11.  J.  B.  Crosby,  Camden,  S.  C. 

12.  Kenneth   Negley,  Newville,  Pa. 

13.  Miss  Talton  Wesson,  Sylacauga, 
Ala. 

14.  Kathleen  Winegar,  Bastian,  Va. 

15.  Rosalee  Faust,  Reading,  Pa. 

16.  Mrs.  Julia  Raffield,  Chokoloskee, 
Fla. 

To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  01.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  three  hundred  who  are  going  to  put  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year? 
Read    the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 

NOTE: — Our  paper  is  about  eight 
years  old.  If  there  are  any  receiving  the 
paper  now  who  received  it  in  the  begin- 
ning will  you  please  write  us.  Or  if  you 
have  been  receiving  it  several  years  let 
us  know  just  when  you  began.  We  just 
want  to  know  some  of  our  faithful  ones, 
especially    those   who   are   Gideons. — Ed. 

The  pith  of  conversation  does  not  con- 
sist in  exhibiting  your  own  superior 
knowledge  on  matters  of  small  impor- 
tance, but  in  enlarging,  improving,  and 
correcting  the  information  you  possess, 
by  the  authority  of  others. — W.  Scott. 
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Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

I  am  so  enthused  over  the  way  the 
young  people  have  responded  to  the  call 
for  service  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  at  Brewster  - 
town.  I  wish  to  sound  a  note  of  praise 
through  the  Lighted  Pathway.  We  or- 
ganized the  Y.  P.  E.  two  weeks  ago  with 
fourteen  members  and  five  others  have 
joined  since.  We  have  some  talented 
young  people  here;  some  who  are  not 
Christians,  but  are  willing  to  help  out 
in  the  singing  and  with  their  musical  in- 
struments. 

I  will  send  you  a  snapshot  of  our  class 
room. — Zanna  E.  Wright,  Rugby,  Ten- 
nessee. 

*    *    * 

My  dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  just  want  to  tell  you  about  our  Y. 
P.  E.  When  we  came  here  in  the  first 
of  1937  there  weren't  any  church  services 
of  any  kind  being  held,  so  we  began 
prayer  meetings  in  homes  then  husband 
began  a  revival.  The  dear  Lord  blessed  his 
efforts.  Brother  Scalf  of  Somerset  came 
over  and  set  a  Church  of  God  in  order. 
We  organized  a  Y.  P.  E.  with  eighteen 
members,  praise  the  Lord,  but  most  of 
these  are  sinners,  so  every  one  who  knows 
the  worth  of  prayer,  pray  for  these  boys 
and  girls. 

One  young  boy  who  received  the  Holy 
Ghost  in  the  revival  has  gone  to  Cincin- 
nati to  try  to  work  out  money  to  go  to 
Bible  School  next  term.  Pray  that  he  may 
get  to  attend. 

When  I  first  met  you  I  loved  you. 
That  was  when  I  was  single  at  Twila, 
Kentucky.  You  gave  us  a  visit  then.  Now 
I  am  married  and  have  three  of  the  lov- 
liest  children,  but  I  still  find  time  to  try 
to  spread  sunshine  for  souls  in  the  dark- 
ness. 

The  Y.  P.  E.  is  new  here,  so  is  the 
Church  of  God.  We  have  good  singers 
and  two  boys  play  the  guitars  well.  They 
are  always  ready  to  work  in  the  Y.  P.  E. 
They  have  neither  father  or  mother  and 
live  alone.  Remember  them  when  you 
pray. 

We  would  be  glad  for  you  to  come  to 
our  state  convention  at  Somerset. — Mrs. 
J.  L.  Guthrie. 

My  dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  come  home  from  work  and 
found  the  Lighted  Pathway.  Oh!  how  I 
rejoice  when  my  paper  comes.  The  first 
thing  I  began  to  read  was  your  message. 
When  I  read  the  first  few  lines  I  had 
to  stop  to  call  on  God  for  you,  just  as 
you  requested. 

Really,  sister,   I   think   you  are  a   won- 


derful woman  for  God  and  we  cannot  do 
without  you.  My  prayer  shall  be  that 
God  shall  ever  be  with  you  and  give  you 
strength  to  do  this  most  wonderful  work 
He  has  called  you  to  do.  Words  cannot 
express  what  I  feel  in  my  heart  for  you 
and  the  paper.  Every  line  I  read  is  food 
to  my  soul.  I  am  made  to  weep  and  re- 
joice as  floods  of  glory  fill  my  soul  every 
time  I  read  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

My  husband  is  a  sinner  and  he  too 
likes  to  read  it.  He  has  said  many  times 
he  would  rather  read  it  than  any  paper 
he  knew  of.  I  greatly  appreciate  the 
articles  on  how   to  deal  with  youth. 

I  have  a  son  going  on  seventeen  years 
of  age  and  a  daughter  almost  fifteen.  It 
is  a  proposition  in  this  evil  day  to  brinj, 
up  children.  If  men  could  look  at  it  as 
a  woman  does  they  too  would  live  Chris- 
tian lives  and  it  would  make  it  so  much 
easier. 

I  have  a  trying  time  but  Jesus  is  so 
sweet  to  me.  I  love  Him  above  all  and 
I  know  He  is  able  to  undertake  for  His 
children. 

I  trust  that  God  will  heal  you  and  your 
health  will  permit  you  to  do  the  won- 
derful  work   you  have   been   doing. 

Please  pray  for  me  and  my  home. — 
Louise  Markland,  Welch,  W.  Va. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  dear  name.  I  feel 
this  afternoon  like  writing  you  and  tell- 
ing you  how  much  I  appreciate  you  and 
your  paper.  It  surely  is  a  help  to  me.  I 
enjoy  reading  it  so  much. 

I  haven't  been  able  to  get  any  more 
subscriptions  yet  but  I  hope  I  will  be 
able  to  send  in  some  more  soon. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  don't  guess  you  will 
ever  know  just  how  much  the  young 
people  everywhere  appreciate  you,  but 
you  will  get  your  reward  some  day. 
Praise  the  good  Lord!  I  feel  good  in  my 
soul  this  afternoon. 

Pray  much  for  me  and  our  Y.  P.  E. 
We  need  your  prayers.  I  am  sending  in  a 
short  article  for  the  paper. — Mildred 
Griffis,  Selma,   N.   C. 

«    #    * 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  Gideon  for  the  Lighted  Path- 
way and  all  mv  readers  love  the  paper 
and  say  they  can  hardly  wait  from  the 
time  they  get  one  paper  until  the  next 
one  comes.  Many  said  they  wished  the 
Lighted  Pathway  was  a  weekly  paper  in- 
stead of  a  monthly.  We  find  it  a  great 
help  in  our  Y.  P.  E. 

Not  only  the  Church  of  God  folks  in 
this    community    buy    the    Lighted    Path- 


way but  some  of  the  good  Methodists 
and  other  denominations  buy  it  and  say 
they  think  it  a  wonderful  paper. 

It,  indeed,  has  the  right  name  for  it 
shines  light  on  our  pathway. — One  who 
is  interested  in  the  young  people,  Mrs. 
Viola  Cassady,  Davis,  W.  Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I'm  greeting  you  in  the  precious  name 
of  Jesus.  This  is  my  first  attempt  of 
writing  you,  but  I  must  really  say, 
Thank  you,  for  the  wonderful  messages 
and  words  of  encouragement  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  I  enjoy  reading  it  very 
much.  Each  time  I  receive  mine  I  can't 
wait  until  the  next  day  to  read  it,  but 
will  sit  up  until  12:00  o'clock  feasting 
on  its  pages. 

I'm  group  captain  No.  1  of  our  Y.  P. 
E.  and  have  a  verv  loyal  group.  I  like  to 
read  the  poems  in  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
I  have  written  some  myself  and  I  am 
sending  you  a  copy  of  two,  if  they  meet 
your  approval  and  at  anytime  there's  a 
space  I  would  be  so  thankful  if  you'd 
put  them  in.  You  see,  Sister  Harrison,  1 
consider  that  the  Lord  has  given  them  to 
me  not  to  keep  and  read  to  the  home 
folks  alone  but  to  send  out  as  an  encour- 
agement to  my  sisters  and  brothers,  don't 
you  think  so? 

I  forgot  to  say  that  I  also  lend  the 
Lighted  Pathway  to  my  friends  and  they 
also  enjoy  reading  it. 

The  Children's  Page  is  so  good.  I'm 
anxious  about  them  starting  a  Junior  Y. 
P.  E.  too.  Please  pray  for  me  and  our  Y. 
P.  E.  in  New  Town  Kingston.  May  the 
dear  Lord  bless  you  and  your  good  work 
is  my  prayer. — Thelma  C.  Levy. 
:;-    :;-    ;<• 

What  Think  Ye  of  Christ? 

(Jesus   asked   them    saying,   "What    think 
ye  of  Christ?"  Matt.   22:42.) 

There's  a  question   that's  very  important, 
'Twas  asked  by  the  King  of  kings; 

'Tis  a  question   to  saint  and  sinner, 
'Tis  this,  what  think  ye  of  Christ? 

What   think   ye  of  Christ   as   a   Captain? 

One  who  saves  and  keeps  to  the  end, 
The  One  who  meets  every  condition? 

Beloved,      have    you    found      this    dear 
friend? 

What  think  ye  of  Christ  as  a  Captain 
Though    fierce    be   the   fight   with    the 
foe. 
The  One   who   ne'er   loses  a   battle, 

Knows  how    this  great  foe      to     over- 
throw. 

What  think  ye  of  Christ  as  a  Pilot? 

Who   brings   all    ships   safely   to   land, 
Though  tossed  by  the  surges  and  tempests 

The   vessel   He   pilots   must   stand. 

There    are    many    who    arc   heartsick    and 
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weary, 
Dying  souls  in  their  misery  and  sin. 
Oh  speak!   live  the  life,  give  some  token, 
Perhaps  some  poor  soul  you  might  win. 
Just  tell  of  this  wonderful  Jesus, 

This  Jewel  that  ne'er  can  be  priced, 
Beloved,  O  beloved,  lift  the  Savior, 

Go  tell  them,  what  think  ye  of  Christ? 
— Thelma  C.  Levy. 

*  -5:    * 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way through  for  some  time  and  I  can 
say  it   is   a   blessing  to  me. 

I  have  enjoyed  reading  your  message 
in  each  issue  of  the  paper,  and  it  has 
encouraged  me.  I  enjoy  reading  the  other 
good  messages  and  the  Lord  surely  blesses 
me  while   I   am   reading  them. 

I  want  to  say  that  the  Lord  is  good  to 
me,  because  Lie  healed  my  body  several 
weeks  ago  of  pain  which  at  times  I  could 
hardly  bear.  I  thank  the  Lord  for  the  way 
He  blesses  me  at  work.  I  pray  that  the 
Lord  will  continue  to  bless  you  as  you 
try  to  get  up  the  good  messages  which 
will  help  many  boys  and  girls. 

Pray  that  I  will  be  in  the  center  of 
the  Lord's  will  at  all  times  and  be  a  bless- 
ing  to  others. — Albert  Phillips. 

*  #    # 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  let  you  know  how  much  I 
appreciate  "The  Lighted  Pathway."  I 
could  never  express  the  joy  I  find  in  read- 
ing it.  Even  yesterday  I  was  reading  the 
Y.  P.  E.  play,  "Bob  Changes  His  Mind," 
by  Beatrice  Roberts  and  I  felt  God's  pow- 
er in  a  gracious  way.  That  was  an  excel- 
lent story.  I  believe  God  sets  His  approval 
on  every  Y.  P.  E.  Thank  God. 

Pray  for  the  Y.  P.  E.  here  in  Concord, 
N.  C.  Although  God  is  blessing  wonder- 
fully, we  need  your  prayers. — Audrey 
Stamper,  Concord,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  few  lines  to  let  you  know  how 
I  appreciate  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  is 
simply  wonderful  to  me.  When  I  am 
downhearted,  I  can  read  it  and  it  is  a 
comfort  to  me.  Our  Y.  P.  E.  is  coming 
along  fine  here  in  Harrisburg.  We  have 
about  one  hundred  twenty-seven  mem- 
bers in  our  ranks  and  we  surely  do  have 
some  wonderful  times  in  the  Lord. 

We  are  in  a  revival  at  the  Church  of 
God  at  Equality,  111.  and  Jesus  is  bless- 
ing my  weak  efforts  down  there.  Please 
pray  that  a  great  outpouring  of  the 
spirit  may  be  manifested  down  there. — 
Viola  L.  Sittig. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  received  my  Lighted  Pathway  today 
and  have  already  read  every  article  in  it. 
It  is  indeed  interesting,  inspirational  and 
helpful!  When  I  begin  reading  it,  I  can 
find  nothing  to  detract  from  its  interest, 


it  has  such  commanding  power.  I  cer- 
tainly do  appreciate  the  paper  and  your 
untiring  efforts  in  making  it  one  of  the 
very  best  papers  published,  and  for  the 
most  wonderful  of  all  causes — exalting 
Christ.  May  God  continue  to  bless  your 
efforts  for  the  success  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  in  the  interest  of  the  young  peo- 
ple of  our  country. — Willie  T.  Welch. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  dear  name. 

I  am  wondering  what  you  dear  folks 
in  good  ole  Tennessee  are  doing  this 
morning.  How  I  would  love  to  step  in 
for  a  good  chat  but  guess  it  is  impossible 
now.  June  is  our  spring  month  here.  The 
leaves  are  beautiful  and  gardens  are  just 
being  planted.  Beans  are  just  about  hand 
high.  It  will  be  a  long  time  before  we 
have  anything  to  eat  out  of  the  garden, 
besides  lettuce  and  such  like.  It  goes  quite 
hard  with  us  southern  folks  when  we 
think  of  the  good  things  they  have  at 
home  to  eat,  but  we  try  to  forget,  realiz- 
ing we  must  be  about  our  Father's  busi- 
ness. We  find  some  very  fine  people  on 
this  island,  we  have  learned  to  love  them 
dearly.  They  seem  so  hungry  for  the 
truth.  We  thank  the  Lord  because  He  is 
sending  more  workers  to  help  us.  The 
Lord  is  calling  us  to  new  fields  for  the 
summer. 

Now,  Sister  Harrison,  I  feel  I  am  im- 
posing on  you  by  asking  you  this  thing. 
You  remember  I  had  my  order  of  Lighted 
Pathways  cancelled;  because  of  the  fi- 
nancial strain  ot  opening  up  new  works 
I  was  unable  to  pay  for  them,  but  I  see 
in  the  last  paper  you  said  after  ordering 
three  rolls  we  could  have  them  at  2c 
each.  Now  does  that  mean  three  rolls  in 
one  month?  If  so,  I  am  left  out.  But 
listen,  Sister  Harrison,  I  am  very  much 
interested  in  the  young  people's  work  and. 
am  handicapped  to  a  great  extent.  We 
are  now  in  the  little  town  of  Summer- 
side.  The  population  is  four  thousand. 
There  never  has  been  a  Church  of  God 
here  before,  young  folks  running  at 
large,  so  much  work  to  be  done.  We  are 
next  door  to  the  hospital  and  close  to  the 
jail. 

We  have  rented  a  hall  under  heavy 
expense,  it  is  the  best  we  could  do.  So 
this  is  what  I  want,  Sister  Harrison.  If 
you  ever  see  you  can  send  me  >ome  pa- 
pers at  2c,  will  you  please  send  them?  If 
you  have  tracts  or  any  other  old  papers 
around  the  Publishing  House  don't  let 
them  be  burned,  remember  me,  won't 
you? 

I  have  a  great  desire  to  help  to  carry 
the  gospel  of  salvation  to  this  lost  world. 

Please  pardon  me  for  being  so  bold  as 
I  have  been,  but  I  know  your  motherly 
love  to  us  will  understand. — Mrs.  Ida 
Hawkes,  Summerside,  Canada. 

Note:   To  those  who  sell   three  rolls  of 


14  papers  at  $1.00  per  roll  each  month, 
we  will  give  the  privilege  of  ordering 
what  they  need  for  hospitals,  jails,  etc.  it 
2c  each,  if  they  order  in  time  for  us  to 
get  it  by  the  tenth  of  each    month. — Ed. 

MARY  LOST  AND  FOUND 
(Continued  from  page  4) 
the  barn."  So  they  searched  for  Mary  all 
over  the  garden,  the  house,  and  every 
place  they  could  think  of;  but  could  not 
find  her.  Getting  alarmed,  her  father 
went  into  the  village  to  inquire  after  his 
little  chiid,  but  no  one  had  seen  her.  Most 
of  the  men  took  lanterns  and  helped  him 
to  look  for  Mary.  After  a  while  they 
went  into  the  park,  and  Mary's  mother 
was  so  much  afraid  that  she  had  fallen 
in  the  pond  and  been  drowned,  that  the 
men  dragged  it,  but  did  not  find  her 
there.  Then  they  divided  into  twos  and 
threes  and  went  all  over  the  park,  but 
still  did  not   find  her. 

Shortly  after,  a  man  was  passing  from 
another  village.  He  had  heard  about  the 
lost  child,  and  as  he  went  along,  he 
thought  he  heard  a  faint  cry,  and  stood 
still  a  few  minutes  listening.  He  turned 
the  light  from  his  lantern  full  on  the 
ditch  where  the  sound  came  from,  and 
going  up  to  it,  discovered  little  Mary,  her 
dress  torn,  hands  and  face  dirty  and  tear- 
stained,  just  waking  up  to  find  herself 
lost  and  helpless.  He  gently  took  the  lit- 
tle girl  up  in  his  arms,  and  carried  her 
safely  to  her  mother.  Oh,  how  she  pressed 
Mary  to  her  heart,  and  kissed  her  over 
and  over  again;  how  her  father  thanked 
God  that  his  darling  was  found.  What 
a  shout  of  joy  went  up  from  all  the  men, 
when  they  knew  that  lost  Mary  was 
found.  It  makes  me  think  of  Luke  15:4-7, 
that   beautiful   parable   of   the   lost   sheep. 
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Glints  of  Knowledge 


Conducted  by 

A  FENCE  AT  THE  TOP 
It  takes  $300  of  the  tax  payers'  mon- 
ey   to   keep   a    boy    in   jail   one   year,    and 
$90  to  keep  him  in  school  one  year,  ac- 
cording to  the  United  Presbyterian. 

Not  all  the  boys  who  go  to  the  public 
school  keep  out  of  the  jail,  but  the  idle 
boys  and  girls  furnish  most  of  the  delin- 
quents. Two-thirds  of  all  arrests  for 
crimes  in  this  country  involve  persons 
between  the  ages  of  16  and  24.  The  age 
of   19  is  the  most  perilous  period. 

The  school  is  cheaper  than  the  jail.  A 
fence  at  the  top  of  the  precipice  is  bet- 
ter than  an  ambulance  at  its  foot. — Ex- 
change. 


In  1927,  the  United  States  contributed 
ro  the  work  of  the  Church  $833,000,000 
and  to  armaments  $680,000,000.  In 
1933,  contributions  to  the  work  of  the 
Church  had  dropped  to  $5  50,000,000, 
while  the  armaments  bill  had  gone  up  to 
$788,000,000.  Thus  it  will  be  seen  that 
during  the  depression  the  expenditures  for 
armaments  increased  by  more  than  $100,- 
000,000,  while  the  contributions  of  the 
Churches  decreased  by  nearly  $300,000,- 
000. — Neiv  Outlook    (Toronto). 


With  only  six  per  cent  of  the  world's 
acreage  and  seven  per  cent  of  the 
world's  population,  the  United  States 
harvests  more  than  half  the  world's  food- 
stuffs, has  half  the  world's  communica- 
tion facilities,  possesses  nearly  half  the 
world's  railways  and  electric  energy,  pro- 
duces 92  per  cent  of  the  world's  auto- 
mobiles, consumes  half  the  world's  cof- 
fee, half  the  world's  tin,  half  the  world's 
rubber,  three-fourths  the  world's  silk, 
one-third  the  world's  coal,  two-thirds  the 
world's   crude  oil. 


COMMUNISM  AND  MURDER 
A  1931  report  estimates  "that  since 
192  8  the  Communists  have  murdered  in 
China  over  260,000  people,  burned  over 
220,000  homes,  and  destroyed  $23  5,000,- 
000  worth  of  property.  In  Honan  a  1932 
estimate  reports  3,000,000  people  dead 
or  fugitive,  one  small  town  being  looted 
72  times,  and  three  quarters  of  its  wells 
stuffed  with  dead."  One  look  at  present 
day  Russia,  with  its  hundreds  of  thou- 
sands of  hunted,  exiled,  starved  and  mur- 
dered peoples,  reveals  the  potential  fe- 
rocity of  devil-driven  leaders. — H.  V. 
Higginson. 


Laura  Keen 

United  States  by  the  Roman  catholic 
Church.  The  movement  is  conducted 
with  the  utmost  skill  and  scientific  pro- 
cedure, but  no  stone  is  being  left  un- 
turned in  order  to  secure  the  end  de- 
sired ....  Protestantism  is  so  divided, 
so  materialistic,  and  so  lacking  in  out- 
standing leadership  that  it  presents  ex- 
ceptional opportunities  for  the  campaign 
which  has  been  undertaken  by  the  suc- 
cessors of  St.  Peter.  —  The  Christian 
Evangelist. 


"The  most  tremendous  drive  in  the 
history  of  modern  Christianity  is  now 
being    put    on    for    the    conquest    of    the 


Liberty  Bell 

Here  are  some  things  about  the  Liberty 
Bell  it  would  be  well  to  cut  out  and  paste 
in  your  scrapbook: 

July  8,  1776,  the  bell  was  rung  for 
the  proclamation  of  the  Declaration  of 
Independence. 

On  October  24,  1781,  the  bell  rang  out 
for  the  surrender  of  Cornwallis. 

April  16,  1783,  it  rang  out  for  the  pro- 
clamation of  peace. 

September  29,  1824,  it  rang  to  welcome 
Lafayette  to  the  Hall  of  Independence. 

July  4,  1826,  it  ushered  in  the  year  of 
jubilee,  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  the  re- 
public. 

July  24,  1826,  it  tolled  for  the  death 
of  Thomas  Jefferson. 

July  4,  1831,  is  the  last  recorded  ring- 
ing of  this  famous  bell  to  commemorate 
the  day  of  Independence. 

February  22,  1832,  it  rang  to  com- 
memorate  the   birthday  of  Washington. 

In  the  same  year  it  tolled  the  death  of 
the  last  survivor  of  the  Declaration — 
Charles  Carroll,  of  Carrolltown. 

July  2,  1834,  it  tolled  once  more.  La- 
fayette was  dead. 

July  8,  1835,  while  being  tolled  for 
the  death  of  Chief  Justice  John  Marshall 
a  crack  developed,  starting  from  the  rim 
and  inclining  in  a  right-hand  direction 
toward  the  crown. 

Its  voice  is  silent,  but  its  deeds  will 
ring  in  the  hearts  of  all  patriotic  people 
so  long  as  the  name  of  liberty  shall  last. 
— Selected. 

Fannie  J.  Crosby 

( Continued  from  page  16) 

not  difficult  for  her  to  experience  the 
conscious  presence  of  God.  Thus  her  songs 
carry  the  very  fragrance  of  heaven. 

The  astonishing  rapidity  with  which 
Miss  Crosby  produced  many  of  her  hymns 
is  shown  in  the  case  of  the  hymn,  "Safe 
in  the  Arms  of  Jesus."  Mr.  W.  H.  Doane, 
the  well-known  musical  authority,  played 


music  to  her  which  he  said,  "says,  'Safe  ir 
the  arms  of  Jesus.'  "  She  then  went  t< 
her  room  and  in  about  thirty  minutes  re 
turned  with  the  words  of  the  hymn.  Thi 
hymn  has  been  said  by  one  eminen 
preacher  to  have  given  more  solace  thar 
any  other  to  mothers  who  have  lost  theii 
children.  Bishop  Hannington  was  over- 
heard singing  it  when  he  was  bein^ 
dragged  off  by  savages  in  a  fatal  attacl 
made  upon  him. 

Some  more  of  Miss  Crosby's  well- 
known  songs  are,  "Saved  by  Grace,' 
"Jesus,  Keep  Me  Near  the  Cross,' 
"Blessed  Assurance,"  "Savior  More  Thar 
Life  to  Me,"  "All  the  Way  My  Savioi 
Leads  Me,"  "I  am  Thine,  O  Lord,' 
"Close,  Close  to  Thee,"  "I  Shall  Know 
Him,"  and  "Rescue  the  Perishing."  It  i; 
said  that  the  last-mentioned  song  was 
written  one  evening  after  she  had  re- 
turned home  from  speaking  at  a  rescue 
mission  where,  after  a  young  man  was 
saved,  he  had  told  her  he  was  ready  then 
to   meet   his   mother   in   heaven. 

The  songs  of  Miss  Crosby  have  been 
especially  we'1-mated  with  appropriate 
melodies.  This  fact  has  very  probably 
aided  them  very  materially  in  gaining  the 
great  popularity  which  thev  enjoy  in  the 
Christian  world. 

Among  her  many  warm  friends  Miss 
Crosby  highly  esteemed  the  friendship  of 
the  famous  gospel  singer,  Ira  D.  Sankey. 
In  his  last  days  he  too  became  blind.  She 
tells  of  a  visit — the  last  she  ever  made 
him — when  he  was  both  blind  and  bed- 
ridden. They  wept  and  sang  and  prayed 
together.  On  one  occasion  Sankey  told 
her  that  when  he  got  to  heaven  he  would 
meet  her  at  the  eastern  gate  of  the  city, 
take  her  by  the  hand  and  lead  her  along 
the  golden  street  straight  up  to  the  throne 
of  God  and  tell  Him  that  they  had  finally 
seen  Him  face  to  face,  saved  by  His 
matchless,  boundless  grace  and  that  they 
were   satisfied. 

The  beautiful  humility  and  the  great 
interest  taken  by  Miss  Crosby  in  others 
makes  the  writer  think  of  that  other 
modern  miracle  of  God's  grace — Uncle 
Buddie  Robinson.  Each  illustrates  what 
can  be  done  for  a  human  life  thoroughly 
yielded  to  God's  will. 

The  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  is  much 
richer  in  its  expression  of  God's  love  in 
song  because  Miss  Crosby  lived.  Her 
hymns  stir  the  soul,  kindle  the  imagina- 
tion and  invigorate  the  courage.  Through 
the  medium  of  heaven-born  song  Fanny 
Crosby  has  pushed  back  the  fringes  of 
spiritual  night  and  permits  us  to  catch  i 
glimpse,  as  it  were,  of  the  Eternal  City 
whose  maker  and  builder  is  God.  She  has 
caused  multitudes  to  realize  that  Jesus  is 
near  and  to  call  upon  Him,  "Pass  me  not 
O  gentle  Savior,  hear  my  humble  cry." 
— Selected. 
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AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  trom  page  3) 

the  show  that  night.  Charles  had  in- 
formed him  that  he  did  not  wish  to  at- 
tend and  that  his  parents  objected.  The 
professor  answered  haughtily,  "I  inform 
you,  young  man,  that  I  am  teaching  this 
class  and  not  your  parents;  if  you  wish  to 
be  graduated  with  the  class  I  advise  you 
to  do  as  you  are  bidden." 

After  the  evening  meal,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Ludlow  got  into  their  car  and  drove  tc 
the  professor's  home.  He  assured  them 
that  the  pictures  to  be  shown  were  all 
good,  historical  pictures.  Mrs.  Ludlow  an- 
swered, "I  do  not  doubt  that  the  pic- 
tures shown  tonight  will  be  educational, 
but  I  am  personally  acquainted  with  sev- 
eral fine  young  people  who  refused  to  at- 
tend shows,  but  who  under  just  such  cir- 
cumstances were  persuaded  to  go,  and  the 
same  night  there  were  thrown  on  the  can- 
vas some  pictures  that  were  suggestive 
of  evil,  and  after  they  had  once  had  a 
taste  of  such  things,  they  were  led  on 
and  are  now  regularly  going  to  see  the 
vilest  pictures."  The  professor  was  very 
courteous,  but  insisted  that  Charles  must 
go.  That  evening  for  the  first  time 
Charles  entered  the  door  of  a  theater 
building.  His  schoolmates,  who  were  not 
accustomed  to  seeing  him  there,  made 
some  remarks  that  cut  deep.  One  said, 
"Hello,  Charles,  do  you  feel  com- 
fortable?" While  another  said,  "Wouldn't 
you  rather  be  in  Sunday  School?" 

Charles  did  not  answer,  but  was  cut  to 
the  heart.  The  pictures  were  all  that  the 
professor  said  they  would  be,  but  just 
when  the  audience  thought  it  over  and 
all  were  beginning  to  move  about,  the 
manager  stepped  to  the  platform,  saying, 
"I  believe  you  have  enjoyed  the  picture; 
you  have  seen,  but  of  course  historical 
pictures  are  always  a  little  tame;  so  now 
we  will  give  you  ten  minutes  of  laughter 
tree  of  charge." 

At  this  moment  the  professor  invol- 
untarily looked  at  Charles  who  seemd  to 
be  engrossed  in  serious  thoughts.  He  then 
spoke  to  the  manager  in  a  whisper,  tell- 
ing him  that  he  must,  by  no  means,  show 
any  but  absolutely  clean  pictures.  "Leave 
that  to  me,"  he  answered  laughingly, 
"just  a  little  fun,  just  a  little  laughter, 
that   is  all." 

To  the  manager,  accustomed  to  look- 
ing at  vile  pictures,  no  doubt  this  one 
looked  clean.  The  picture  proved  to  be 
that  of  a  company  of  young  people  at  a 
house  party — yes,  there  was  much  laugh- 
ter, but  also  enough  that  was  suggestive 
of  evil  to  poison  a  clean  mind.  One  thing 
?very  noticeable  among  the  girls  was  the 
scarcity  of  apparel;  also,  that  the  hero 
among  the  company  of  young  men  was 
continuously  puffing  away  at  a  cigarette 
and   a    popular      young      woman,      with 


painted  lips  and  boyish  bob,  occasionally 
smoking.  There  was  also  much  vulgar 
dancing. 

The  professor  seemed  ill  at  ease  and  at 
first  thought  that  he  should  apologize  to 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ludlow  and  Charles,  but 
after  a  second  thought  decided  not  to, 
saying  to  himself,  "It  is  no  use  to  cater 
to  their  whims." 

When  Charles  left  the  theater  that 
night  some  more  remarks  were  flung  at 
him.  One  said.  "Well,  Charley,  it  didn'i 
kill  you  to  go  to  the  show,  did  it?"  An- 
other said  sarcastically,  "Let  me  feel  your 
pulse,  you  look  pale,"  but  one  young  man 
among  them,  Arnold  Darrow,  said,  "You 
fellows  shut  up,  I  admire  one  who  has 
some  convictions."  Then  turning  to 
Charles  he  said  in  an  undertone,  "Now 
I  really  think  that  you  are  missing  halt 
of  your  iife  by  not  taking  in  some  of  the 
good  shows.  Surely  there  is  no  harm  in  all 
of  them.  I  shall  go  to  see  'Dottie  and  Her 
Many  Friends'  next  week  at  the  Empress, 
and  I  am  told  that  this  is  a  fine  show — 
better  decide  to  go  with  me." 

Without  waiting  for  an  answer  Arnold 
turned  the  corner,  calling  back  over  hii 
shoulder  to  Charles,  "'You  think  about  it, 
I  hope  that  you  will  decide  to  go.  My 
uncle  gave  me  two  tickets,  and  you  may 
have  one  of  them.  Good  night." 

Charles  walked  home  whistling  a  mer- 
ry tune,  but  somehow  he  felt  ill  at  ease 
and  secretly  hoped  that  his  parents  had 
retired.  If  not,  they  would  doubtless  ask 
some  questions  in  regard  to  the  show  and 
he  did  not  feel  at  all  inclined  to  talk 
about  it.  Again,  he  felt  that  they  would 
almost  be  able  to  read  his  thoughts,  for 
he  had  half-way  decided  to  go  to  the 
Empress,  just  to  see  what  the  show  was 
like;  however,  he  would  not  have  his 
mother  to  know  this  for  the  world.  He 
reached  home,  threw  the  door  wide  opei-., 
and  with  a  hearty  "Hello!"  good-na- 
turedly flung  his  cap  into  his  sister's  lap. 
Then  seeing  his  mother  reclining  in  a 
large  rocking  chair,  he  walked  straight  to 
her,  planted  a  kiss  on  her  forehead  saying, 
"Hello,  Mumsie,  you  haven't  rocked  me 
for  a  long  time — now  rock  me  to  sleep." 

Soon  Charles  entered  his  room  and  was 
busy  with  his  books.  He  thought  at  times 
that  his  home  was  a  little  foretaste  of 
heaven,   all   were   so  kind. 

On  Sunday  morning  the  Ludlows  got 
into  their  new  car,  and  with  Charles  at 
the  wheel,  which  was  his  delight,  they 
soon  arrived. at  the  church.  The  pastor 
preached  from  the  text,  "God  is  our  re- 
fuge and  strength."  .  After  arriving  at 
home  Charles  again  sat  down  on  his 
mother's  knee,  which  he  had  always  loved 
to  do,  and  taking  her  face  between  his 
hands  said,  "Mother,  that  was  a  wonder- 
ful sermon." 

Charles  and  his  mother  then  had  a 
long,   confidential   talk.  His  mother   tell- 


ing him  how  his  father  and  she  were 
praying  earnestly  that  he  might  soon  be- 
come a  Christian  and  she  also  warned 
him  of  the  danger  of  neglecting  the  sal- 
vation of  his  soul. 

"Mother,"  he  said,  "I  do  want  to  be 
a  Christian.  There  is  nothing  in  the 
world  that  appeals  to  me  like  the  life 
you  and  father  are  living." 

"Then,  Charles,"  she  said,  "why  not 
give  your  heart  to  the  Lord  now?" 

Charles  did  not  answer.  His  mother 
slipped  down  from  her  chair  on  her 
knees,  laid  her  hand  gently  on  his  and 
looked  up  into  his  face.  Charles  knew  the 
meaning  of  that  look,  and  knelt  by  her 
side,  bowing  his  head  on  her  chair  while 
she  prayed.  His  heart  was  very  tender, 
but  she  could  not  persuade  him  to  yield 
to  God.  When  they  arose  he  kissed  her, 
saying,  "You  are  the  dearest  mother  in 
the  wide  world." 

When  Charles  arrived  at  home  from 
school  the  following  Tuesday  evening  he 
saw  a  number  of  cars  parked  in  front  of 
their  home  and  his  father  and  mother 
coming  out  of  the  house  carrying  several 
well-filled  baskets. 

"Just  in  time,  Charles,"  said  his  father, 
"Mother  has  planned  a  dinner  at  Shady 
Brook  for  us  and  has  invited  a  few 
friends." 

"Hurrah!"  Charles  shouted  in  boyish 
glee,  and  taking  a  basket  from  his  mother 
pretended  dropping  it  because  of  its 
weight.  "Mumsie,"  he  said,  "I  venture  to 
say  that  this  is  full  of  cherry  pies  and 
potato  salad;  for  my  part  I  feel  like  de- 
vouring about  two  whole  pies  myself." 

Charles  heard  merry  voices  at  the  door, 
Elizabeth  and  Viana  appeared  on  the 
front  porch  followed  by  several  young 
men  and  women,  their  faces  all  radiant 
with  happy  anticipation  of  having  a  good 
time.  Soon  they  were  all  seated  in  the  cars 
and  in  less  than  thirty  minutes  they  ar- 
rived at  Shady  Brook.  The  sun  was  yet 
two  hours  high  but  the  young  people 
suggested  that  they  eat  their  lunch  first. 

"Now  for  a  stroll  in  the  woods  among 
the  birds,  flowers  and  ferns,"  said  one  of 
the  girls  after  they  had  partaken  of  the 
bounteous  lunch  prepared  by  Mrs.  Lud- 
low. Soon  they  were  all  busily  engaged 
gathering  wild  flowers  that  were  grown- 
ing  bountifully  on  the  hillside  near  the 
murmuring  brook. 

Charles  and  Viana  were  walking  leis- 
urely along  a  footpath  that  led  by  the 
stream.  They  had  been  gathering  flowers 
until  they  had  all  they  could  carry.  Seat- 
ing themselves  on  the  trunk  of  a  tree  that 
had  fallen  near  the  brook,  Charles  began 
to  weave  the  flowers,  of  beautiful  blue, 
into  a  wreath,  with  here  and  there  a  lit,- 
tle  touch  of  delicate  pink.  He  placed  the 
wreath  on  Viana's  head.  She  was  in  deep 
meditation,  and  seemed  unconscious  of 
what  he  had  done. 
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"Charles,"  she  said,  "How  good  God 
is — could  there  be  anything  more  beau- 
tiful? Look  at  the  golden  sunset,  and  its 
lovely  reflection  in  the  water;  the  hills 
with  their  carpet  of  green;  these  pine 
trees  stretching  themselves  high  as  if  to 
peek  above  the  clouds  to  see  what  heaven 
is  like;  the  squirrels  leaping  from  one 
branch  to  another,  shyly  peeking  at  us, 
and  all  around  us  the  birds  singing  their 
heavenly  songs." 

She  looked  at  Charles  as  if  to  say,  "Do 
you  enjoy  it  all  as  I  do?" 

For  a  few  moments  Charles  looked  at 
her  in  silence,  and  then  answered,  "Yes, 
God  is  good,  and  you  have  painted  a 
beautiful  word  picture  of  it  all,  but  you 
have  failed  to  give  it  the  last  touch.  Al- 
low me  to  add,  and  Viana  Harvey  and 
Charles   Ludlow    here   to  enjoy   it   all." 

Charles  then  added  slowly,  "Viana,  you 
never  looked  as  beautiful  as  you  do  now. 
I  sometimes  feel  that  an  angel's  hand 
must  have  touched  you  and  made  you  so 
beautiful." 

"No,  Charles,"  she  said  with  a  reprov- 
ing smile,  "not  touched  by  an  angel's 
hand  but  what  beauty  of  soul  I  possess  is, 
because  my  heart  was  touched  by  the 
hand   of    my    crucified    and    risen   Lord.  ' 

Viana  did  look  beautiful.  She  wore  a 
lovely  dress  of  blue,  made  with  her  own 
hands,  just  the  shade  of  her  large,  soft 
blue  eyes.  Her  silken  blond  hair,  which 
she  cherished  as  a  gift  of  God,  and  there- 
fore had  never  bobbed,  was  carefully  ar- 
ranged. Beholding  her,  with  the  wreath 
Charles  had  placed  there  resting  on  her 
head,  and  her  pure  soul  washed  in  Jesus' 
blood  within,  it  would  indeed  be  diffi- 
cult to  conceive  of  anything  more  beau- 
tiful. 

At  this  moment  they  heard  merry 
voices.  Elizabeth's  voice  rang  out,  "Oh, 
hand  me  my  camera!" 

In  a  moment  she  had  it  adjusted.  Viana 
modestly  lifted  the  wreath  from  her  fore- 
head, but  Charles,  taking  it  from  her 
hand,  said,  "Oh  please,  Viana,"  and  placed 
it  back  on  her  head,  then,  forgetting  that 
he  would  be  a  part  of  the  picture,  was 
looking  at  her  with  a  satisfied  smile  when 
he  heard   the   click  of   the   camera. 

"There,"  Elizabeth  said,  "if  the  camera 
has  done  good  work  I  shall  have  that  en- 
larged." 

When  the  last  rays  of  the  setting  sun 
were  slowly  fading  away  among  the  hills 
the  happy  company  got  into  their  cars 
and  soon   arrived  at  home. 

The  following  evening  after  dinner 
and  family  worship  Charles,  with  books 
in  hand,  went  to  Arnold's  home.  Only  a 
little  while  and  their  lessons  were  fin- 
ished, then  for  a  time  he  and  Arnold 
amused  themselves  by  playing  some  new 
victrola  records  which  Arnold  had  pur- 
chased that  day.  Suddenly  Arnold  an- 
nounced to  Charles  that  it  was  now    time 


to  go  to  the  show. 

"Now  truly,  Arnold,"  Charles  an- 
swered, "I  would  rather  not  go." 

"Charles,"  Arnold  said  in  a  reproving 
tone,  "you  and  I  have  been  close  friends 
for  a  long  time.  You  should  have  enough 
confidence  in  me  to  know  I  would  not 
ask  you  to  go  to  any  but  clean  shows. 
How  can  you  have  any  knowledge  oi 
what  shows  are  like  unless  you  find  out 
for  yourself?  If  you  go  once  in  a  while, 
you  can  speak  from  experience  as  to  what 
is  right  and  what  is  wrong." 

Charles  yielded;  he  did  not  have  the 
grace  of  God  in  his  heart  to  help  him  to 
withstand  the  temptation.  That  night 
they  went  to  the  Empress. 

Charles  soon  discovered  that  what  he 
had  seen  in  "Ten  Minutes  Laughter"  was 
tame  compared  to  what  he  now  saw. 
When  they  left  the  theater,  in  answer  to 
Arnold's  question  as  to  how  he  liked  the 
show,  Charles  answered,  "I  am  frank  t.j 
tell  you  that  I  did  not  like  it,  but  as 
you  say,  it  will  give  me  some  informa- 
tion that  I  may  not  be  able  to  obtain  in 
any  other  way." 

However,  if  Charles  had  been  willing 
to  tell  the  whole  truth  he  would  have 
been  forced  to  acknowledge  that  in  his 
unregenerated  heart,  even  now,  there  was 
created  a  longing  to  look  on  things  that 
encouraged  evil  desires. 

"By  the  way,"  said  Arnold,  "I  have  .i 
story  that  I  believe  you  would  enjoy 
reading.   I  have   just  finished  it." 

"Is  it  a  good  story?"  Charles  asked 
with  some  misgivings,  as  he  slipped  it  in- 
to his  pocket. 

"Yes,  I  think  it  is,"  he  answered,  'at 
least  it  is  a  thriller." 

Charles  decided  that  if  it  did  not  prove 
to  be  a  good  story  he  would  not  read  it. 
When  he  entered  his  room  and  began  to 
read  he  discovered  that  it  was  what  he 
had  always  termed  a  trashy  novel,  and  of 
course  he  would  not  allow  himself  to  read 
it;  however,  when  he  looked  it  over  he 
noticed  that  the  story  was  somewhat 
similar  to  what  he  had  seen  at  the  show 
that  night.  Before  he  was  aware  of  it  he 
was  so  fascinated  by  it  that  he  read  until 
two  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

When  he  saw  what  time  it  was  and 
how  it  affected  his  state  of  mind,  he  de- 
spised himself,  for  he  realized  that  he  had 
broken  two  good  resolutions;  first,  that 
he  would  never  read  anything  that  would 
be  harmful  to  his  morals  or  that  would 
becloud  his  intellect;  second,  that  he 
would  always  get  the  needed  rest  for  his 
body,  and  unless  absolutely  necessary 
never  retire  later  than  ten  or  eleven 
o'clock. 

The  following  morning  Charles  arose 
much  later  than  usual,  and  when  his 
parents  expressed  surprise  at  the  late  hour 
he  had  come  home,  he  told  them  about 
the   new    victrola    records   and   left    them 


under  the  impression  that  he  had  speni 
all  the  evening  at  Arnold's  home  playing 
these.  However,  Charles  was  ill  at  ease  foi 
he  Was  conscious  of  the  fact  that  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life  he  had  premeditated- 
ly  deceived  his  parents.  He  could  not  look 
at  his  mother  across  the  breakfast  table  ir 
the  same  confident  way  as  before.  He  hac 
gone  to  the  show,  which  he  knew  to  b< 
against  their  wishes,  and  had  deceivec 
them  by  leaving  them  under  the  impres- 
sion that  he  had  spent  all  the  evening  ai 
Arnold's  home.  There  was  a  longing  ir 
his  heart  to  be  alone  with  his  father  anc 
mother  and  confess  all,  and  ask  their  for- 
giveness, and  he  was  on  the  verge  of  tak 
ing  this  step  when  he  heard  Arnolc 
whistle.  This  was  a  signal  for  him  t'; 
come  out  so  they  might  walk  to  school 
together. 

Months  passed  by,  and  after  yielding 
to  the  first  temptation  that  started  the 
downward  course  of  Charles  Ludlow, 
with  the  passing  of  every  day  it  became 
easier  to  yield.  It  was  not  long  until  his 
parents  became  aware  of  the  fact  that  he 
was  drifting  deep  into  sin.  They  en- 
treated, they  warned,  ana  in  all  kindness 
tried  to  prevail  on  him  to  break  away 
from  ins  sinful  companions  but  all  tc 
no  avail. 

Viana  also  had  many  serious  talks  with 
.  him  and  this  always  deeply  affected  him. 
Again  and  again  he  solemnly  vowed  that 
he  would  give  up  his  evil  ways,  but  when 
assailed  by  temptation  he  weakened  and 
broke  every  vow  that  he  had  made.  She 
finally  told  him  frankly  that  if  he  con- 
tinued to  pursue  that  course  their  close 
friendship   must   cease. 

Also  this  sorely  grieved  Charles,  but 
he  knew  that  Viana  loved  him  and  there- 
fore did  not  believe  that  she  would  carry 
out    her   threats. 

The  last  days  of  school  drew  near  and 
Viana  received  an  urgent  invitation  from 
her  aunt  and  uncle  in  Nebraska  to  spend 
her  vacation  ir.  their  home.  She  decided  to 
go- 
In  his  heart  Charles  had  decided  that 
he  would  soon  leave  sin,  but  since  he 
had  gone  as  far  as  he  had,  he  would,  as 
his  companions  said,  first  have  a  few 
more  real  thrills.  He  would  sow  a  little 
more  wild  oats.  Arnold  encouraged  him 
in  this,  saying,  "Have  a  little  more  real 
fun  and  then  I  shall  turn  back  with  you, 
and  we'll  both   be  good." 

The  evening  before  Viana  was  to  leave 
for  her  aunt's  home,  Charles  went  to  see 
her.  She  saw  him  coming  as  he  turned 
the  corner  a  block  away.  He  and  Arnold 
stood,  for  some  time,  under  the  electric 
light,  both  smoking  cigarettes.  That  eve- 
ning she  told  him  that,  since  he  seemed 
to  have  formed  stronger  attachments  to 
novels,  shows,  the  dance  and  cigarettes 
than  for  her,  she  could  no  longer  keep 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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From  My  Scrapbook 


When   you   make   your 
it  will  return  the  favor. 

It  takes  less  time  and  effort  to  do  a 
thing  right  than  to  explain  why  you  did 
it  wrong. 

He  who  puts  all  he  has  into  his  work 
usually  succeeds  because  he  has  so  little 
competition. 

To  be  polite  is  to  do  and  say  the  kind- 
est  thing  in   the   kindest   way. 

There  has  not  been  a  single  day  since 
the  world  began  when  the  sun  was  not 
shining,  The  trouble  has  been  with  our 
vision. 

Don't  worry  if  you  feel  despondent. 
The  sun  has  a  sinking  spell  every  night, 
but  it  rises  again  all  right  the  next  morn- 
ing. 

Let  the  other  fellow  talk  occasionally; 
you  can't  learn  much  by  listening  to 
yourself  all  the  time. 

Tomorrow  will  be  a  better  day  if  you 
begin  this  morning  to  improve  it. 

The  way  we  are  facing  has  everything 
to  do   with  our  destination. 

If  what  you  did  yesterday  still  looks 
big  to  you  surely  you  haven't  done  much 
today. 

They  say  the  world  is  round  and  yet 

I   often   think  it's  square; 
So  many  little  hurts  we  get 

From  corners  here  and  there; 
But  there's  one  truth  in  life  I've  found, 

While  journeying  east  and  west; 
The  only  folks  we  really  wound 

Are  those  we  love  the  best. 
We  flatter  those  we  scarcely  know. 

We  please  the  fleeting  guest; 
And  deal  full  many  a  thoughtless  blow, 

To  those  we  love  the  best. 

»•-.     »*-     ;'- 

OUTWITTED 

He  drew  a  circle  that  shut  me  out 
Heretic,   rebel,   a   thing   to  flout; 

But  love  and  I  had  the  wit  to  win, 
We  drew  a  circle  and  took  him  in. 

— Edwin  Markham. 


I  like  a  man  who  faces  what  he  must, 
Sees  his  hopes  fail,  yet  keeps  unfalter- 
ing trust; 
That  God  is  God,  that  somehow,  true  and 
just 
His  plans  work  out  for  all  who  trust 
Him  here. 

— Sarah  K.  Bolton. 


MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 
job   important, 


Friendship 

What  would  life  be  like  without 
friends,  without  people  of  loving  under- 
standing to  share  our  great  moments  with 
us?  Our  friends  are  our  companions  in 
anxiety  and  the  sharers  of  our  sorrows, 
who  make  the  load  less  grievous  to  be 
borne  by  a  helping  hand  or  loving  touch. 
They  are  also  the  ones  whom  we  call  in 
to  rejoice  with  us  in  happier  times,  and 
whose  gladness  adds  luster  to  our  goid 
fortune.  But  people  sometimes  forget 
that  friendship  also  makes  demands;  and 
when  they  say  that  their  friends  have  de- 
serted them,  it  is  a  sign  that  they  have 
been  too  willing  to  take  but  not  to  give. 
The  best  of  us  get  tired  of  listening  to 
an  endless  tale  of  woe,  or  of  being  used 
to  supply  applause  for  the  achievements 
of  the  selfish.  True  friendship  must  be 
considerate  of  others,  and  instead  of  us- 
ing them  as  a  claque  to  sympathize  or 
applaud,  we  must  in  our  turn  enter  into 
their  lives  with  the  same  devotion  and 
interest  that  we  have  asked  of  them. 

Selected  Gems 

By  Paul  Stallings 

If  you  have  done  nothing  but  exhibit 
in  your  lives  the  precious  results  of 
grace,  you  will  have  done  well.  If  you 
have  presented  to  your  companions 
truths  that  were  sweetness  itself  to  you 
and  tried  to  say,  in  broken  accents,  "Oh, 
that  you  knew  this  peace!"  it  shall  give 
you  joy  unspeakable  to  meet  those  in 
glory  who  were  attracted  to  Christ  by 
such  a  simple  means. — Spurgeon. 

Brighten  darkened  lives;  soften  the 
rude;  make  a  sunshine  of  peace  in  stormy 
places;  cover  the  faults  and  follies  of  men 
with  the  flowers  of  love.  That  is  the  best 
religion,  the  life  of  Christ,  the  very  life 
of  God.— H.  C.  Potter. 

The  world  can  not  bury  Christ.  The 
earth  is  not  deep  enough  for  His  tomb; 
the  clouds  are  not  wide  enough  for  His 
winding-sheet.  He  ascends  into  the  heav- 
ens but  the  heavens  can  not  contain  him. 
He  still  lives — in  the  church  which  burns 
unconsumed  with  His  love;  in  the  truth 
that  reflects  His  image;  in  the  hearts 
which  burn  as  He  talks  with  them  by  the 
way. — Edward  Thomson. 

Jesus  Christ  the  same  yesterday,  and 
to  day,  and  for  ever. — Bible. 

There  is  no  man  that  is  to  himself 
knowingly  guilty  and  that  carries  guilt 
about  him,  but  receives  a  sting  into  his 
soul. — Tillotson. 


AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  from  page  22) 

company  with  him.  He  pleaded  with  her,, 
but  she  was  firm  in  her  decision,  saying, 
"Charles,  you  have  made  many  promises 
only  to  break  them  all — you  must  con- 
sider my  decision  final.  Remember,  how- 
ever, that  I  shall  always  pray  for  you." 

With  these  words  she  bade  Charlc? 
good-bye.  Early  the  next  morning  she 
took  the  train  that  carried  her  many 
hundred   miles   away. 

Charles  walked  home  slowly.  Oh,  how 
he  despised  himself  for  having  yielded  to 
the  allurements  of  sin,  but  even  then, 
he  was  lighting  a  cigarette.  Nearing  the 
home  he  threw  the  cigarette  away.  His 
mother  was  sitting  in  her  arm-chair  read- 
ing the  Bible.  Her  eyes  were  red  with 
weeping.  When  he  entered  he  greeted  her 
saying,  "Hello,  Mother,"  and  proceeded 
to  go  to  his  room,  his  heart  so  near  break- 
ing that  he  even  forgot  to  kiss  her  good.- 
night. 

Just  as  he  reached  for  the  doorknob, 
his  mother  said  in  a  soft  tone,  "Charles." 

He  stopped.  She  drew  near  him,  put 
her  arms  around  him,  saying,  "Son, 
Mother  loves  you  and  God  loves  you,  and 
we  are  praying  for  you." 

"Thank  you,  Mother,"  he  answered. 
She  then  kissed  him  tenderly,  and  he 
went  to  his  room.  She  did  not  know  the 
battle  that  was  raging  in  his  heart,  for  he 
had  not  told  her  the  real  cause  of  his 
grief. 

Charles  sat  at  his  desk  with  bowed  head 
until  far  into  the  night;  then  with  sud- 
den determination  he  lifted  his  head,  say- 
ing, "What  is  the  use?  I  have  broken 
Father's  and  Mother's  hearts,  I  have  dis- 
graced my  only  sister,  my  life  is  such  that 
Viana,  the  dearest  girl  in  the  world,  can 
no  longer  keep  company  with  me — I  am 
going." 

With  these  words  he  arose,  took  his 
suitcase,  packed  it,  and  as  if  afraid  that 
he  might  change  his  mind,  hastily  slipped 
out  of  the  back  door. 

It  was  yet  many  hours  until  train  time, 
and  he  did  not  wish  to  linger  where  any 
of  his  friends  might  chance  to  see  him. 
Fearing  also  that  th;  ticket  agent  at  Elm 
Point  might  recognize  him,  he  did  not 
wish  to  purchase  a  ticket  there,  so  he  de- 
cided to  walk  to  Lowland,  the  next  town, 
six  miles  away. 

There  was  a  beautiful  highway  direct- 
ly to  Lowland,  but  not  wishing  to  travel 
where  an  acquaintance  might  chance  to 
see  him,  he  chose  for  the  first  four  miles 
a  side  road.  Near  the  corner  where  this 
road  joined  the  highway,  Charles  came 
upon  a  little  vine-covered  cottage, 
nestled  in  a  beautiful  grove  of  maple 
trees.  He  wondered  why  there  should  be 
a  light  in  the  house  at  this  time  of  the 
night.  Just  then  he  heard  beautiful  voices 
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in  song  floating  out  into  the  still,  mid- 
night air.  He  thought  strange  that  there 
should  be  singing  after  midnight.  As  he 
drew  near  he  could  see,  in  one  of  the 
rooms,  a  woman  lying  on  a  bed,  and 
group  of  people  standing  near,  among 
them  some  young  men  who  were  singing. 

"Some  one  is  sick,  and  perhaps  dying," 
Charles  said  to  himself,  as  he  slipped 
noiselessly  along  the  fence. 

Yes,  a  dear  mother  laying  dying;  she 
had  been  serving  her  Master  faithfully 
for  many  years  and  now  He  was  coming 
to  take  her  home. 

That  evening  the  physician  had  in- 
formed her  husband  that  she  could  not 
iive  through  the  night.  She,  too,  was  be- 
ginning to  realize  that  her  earthly  pil- 
grimage was  rapidly  drawing  to  a  close. 
As  the  evening  shades  were  falling  she 
had  a  long,  serious  talk  with  her  husband, 
telling  him  how  she  loved  him,  and  that 
she  greatly  desired  to  remain  with  him  in 
his  declining  years,  "But,"  she  added  as 
a  heavenly  smile  was  stealing  over  her 
face,  "Jesus  will  sustain  and  help  you; 
His  will  is  that  I  should  go  to  be  with 
Him  this  night." 

She  had  closed  her  eyes  and  had  been 
very  quiet  for  several  hours.  Then  sud- 
denly, at  midnight,  she  had  opened  her 
eyes  and  looked  at  her  husband  as  if 
about   to  speak. 

"What  is  it,  dear?"  he  said  as  he  took 
her  hand  tenderly  in  his.  "Do  you  wish 
anything?" 

"Oh,  no,"  she  answered  faintly,  "I 
was  just  thinking  how  I  would  like  to 
hear  my  boys  sing  once  more,  but  it  is 
midnight  and  I  would  not  want  you  to 
ask  them  to  come  now." 

For  many  years  this  dying  saint  had 
taught  a  Sunday  School  class.  "Yes,"  she- 
told  the  Sunday  School  superintendent, 
"give  me  the  boys'  class,  I  love  the  boys. 
You  know  Jesus  took  one  of  my  treasures 
— my  dear  little  Ray,  home  to  heaven, 
and  ever  since  I  have  had  a  warm  place 
in  my  heart  for  the  boys." 

She  had  faithfully  labored  and  prayed, 
until  the  twelve  boys — now  young  men, 
were  all  Christians.  Among  them  was  a 
quartet  with  beautiful  voices.  To  these 
she  referred  when  she  said,  "I  would  like 
to  hear  my  boys  sing  once  more." 

Her  own  son,  also  a  member  of  her 
class,  immediately  stepped  to  the  tele- 
phone and  asked  all  the  class  to  come. 
When  they  arrived,  she  was  overjoyed. 
She  took  each  one  by  the  hand  and  spoke 
to  them  very  tenderly,  admonishing  them 
to  live  true  Christian  lives.  "And  now," 
she  said,  "I  know  you  will  sing  for  me 
once  more." 

"Mrs.  Baugh.  what  shall  we  sing?" 
asked  one  of  the  boys  as  he  leaned  very 
close. 

"Son,"  she  answered,  "I  was  just  think- 
ing   that    many    times   in    your   lives    yon 


dear  boys  will  have  to  make  a  choice  for 
right  against  wrong — you  will  come  to 
many  crossroads — my  prayer  is  that  you 
may  always  make  the  right  choice — sing 
for  me  once  more  that  beautiful  song, 
'The  Wayside  Cross'." 

It  was  while  the  boys  were  softly  sing- 
ing this  song  that  Charles  was  drawing 
near  the  house.  He  could  hear  the  words 
distinctly: 

The  last  notes  of  the  beautiful  song 
had  died  on  the  still  midnight  air.  Charles 
was  leaning  heavily  on  the  fence  and  was 
trembling.  Had  he  not  been  standing  in 
the  deep  shade  of  a  large  tree  with  its 
branches  hanging  low,  where  not  even  a 
wee  ray  of  moonlight  could  penetrate, 
then  a  passer-by  might  have  seen  a  very 
pale  face  and  tear-moistened  eyelids.  His 
lips  were  moving,  he  was  repeating  over 
and  over  the  words  of  the  song,  "Which 
way  shall  I  take? — which  way  shall  I 
take?" 

Suddenly,  as  if  awakening  from  a  deep 
sleep,  Charles  reached  for  his  suitcase  and 
turned  to  go  his  way.  He  was  only  a 
few  steps  from  where  the  side  road  joined 
the  highway.  At  the  crossing  of  the  two 
roads  he  stopped,  for  he  was  not  certain 
which   road  led  to  Lowland. 

"What  is  that? — why — that — looks 
like  a  cross,"  Charles  said,  as  before  him 
he  saw  shining  brightly  and  he  drew  a 
bit  nearer.  On  one  end  of  the  cross-beam 
he  saw  a  hand  pointing  homeward  and  in 
plain  words  he  read,  "Elm  Point,"  on  the 
other  end  a  hand  pointing  in  the  oppo- 
site  direction,   and   the  word  "Lowland." 

This  cross  was  an  old  landmark  which 
had  been  standing  there  for  many  years. 
Nestling  close  beside  it  were  the  beauti- 
fully painted  federal  and  state  highway 
signs,  but  Charles  did  not  even  notice 
these. 

"But  this  one,"  he  said  faintly  to  him- 
self, "it  looks  so  much  like  a  cross  and  is 
pointing  homeward." 

While  Charles  stood  there  quietly  and 
in  deep  meditation  he  again  heard  the 
boys  singing.  The  dying  saint  had  re- 
quested that  they  repeat  the  song.  The 
words  sounded  so  much  like  a  beckon- 
ing voice  from  heaven  to  Charles'  weary 
heart  that  he  involuntarily  turned  his 
face  upward  to  the  beautiful,  starlit  sky 
while  he  listened. 

"Near,  near  thee,   my  son,     is  the  old 

wayside  cross, 
Like  a  grey  friar  cowl'd  'neath  the  lichens 

and  moss; 
And   its  cross-beams  will  point      to 

bright  golden  span, 
That  bridges   the  water     so     safely 

man." 
"Yes,  I  ought  to  go!   Oh,  I  ought  to 
go  back  home!"  Charles  said  as  he  drew 
near  and   let  his  hand  rest  on   the  cross- 
beam that  bore  the  name  Elm  Point. 
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"This  old  wayside  cross  points  home- 
ward," he  said,  "Bur  I  cannot!  It  is  no 
use  to  linger  here,  I  cannot  go  back  home, 
I   am   not  worthy." 

With  suitcase  in  hand  he  wearily 
trudged  the  road  that  led  to  Lowland, 
away  from  father,  mother,  sister,  home. 
He  arrived  at  Lowland  a  few  momenta 
before  the  train  was  due  and  purchased  a 
ticket  for  Chicago. 

Charles  took  a  seat  in  the  rear  end  of 
the  coach  for  he  did  not  wish  to  be 
noticed  should  an  acquaintance  chance  to 
be  on  the  train.  He  felt  relieved  when  he 
saw  no  familiar  faces.  He  tried  to  rest  for 
it  was  now  just  three  o'clock  and  he  had 
not  had  any  rest,  but  his  head  was  throb- 
bing with  pain  and  his  heart  was  sick.  He 
laid  his  head  back  and  closed  his  eyes.  In 
his  mind's  vision  he  could  see  his  mother 
and  father  as  they  arose  in  the  morning 
and  found  his  room  vacant,  his  bed  not 
touched,  his  clothing  and  suitcase  gone. 
He  could  now  almost  hear  his  mother 
weeping.  Then  they  would  search  for 
him  in  vain.  Viana,  too,  would  perhaps 
hear  about  his  disappearance  before  she 
took  the  train  or  would  read  about  it  in 
the  paper.  Then  suddenly  his  eyes  opened 
wide  and  he  leaned  forward  reaching  for 
his  suitcase  as  if  to  hasten  back  home. 
Suddenly  the  thought  had  come  to  his 
mind,  would  his  loved  ones  think  that 
he  had  committed  suicide?  if  so,  it  would 
almost  kill  them.  But  he  did  not  get  off 
at  the  next  station.  Elad  he  only  done 
this,  then  time  might  have  written  a  dif- 
ferent story  in  regard  to  Charles  Ludr- 
low's  life. 

He  must,  however,  relieve  his  dear 
ones  of  this  anxiety.  They  must  not 
think  that  he  had  taken  his  own  life. 
Had  he  not  left  so  hastily  he  would,  no 
doubt,  have  thought  of  leaving  a  note. 
With  trembling  hand  he  took  his  foun- 
tain pen,  a  Christmas  gift  from  his  sis- 
ter, and  some  beautiful  stationery,  a  gift 
from  Viana,  and  began  to  write.  His 
courage  almost  failed,  but  he  felt  he 
must  do  it.  Elaving  finished  the  letter  he 
handed  it  to  the  mail  clerk  on  the  train, 
that  it  might  bear  no  postmark. 

Don't  Be  Discouraged 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
"God  is  a  kind  Father.  He  sets  us  all 
in  the  places  where  He  wishes  us  to  be 
employed;  and  that  employment  is  truly 
our  Father's  business.  He  chooses  work 
for  every  creature  which  will  be  delight- 
ful to  them,  if  they  do  it  simply  and 
humbly.  He  gives  us  always  strength  and 
sense  enough  for  what  He  wants  us  to 
do;  if  we  either  tire  or  puzzle  ourselves,  it 
is  our  own  fault.  And  we  may  always  be 
sure,  whatever  we  are  doing,  that  we  can- 
not be  pleasing  Him  if  we  are  not  h?t>py 
ourselves." — Cfjristiaii  Home. 
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JESUS    THE    LIGHT    OF    THE    WORLD 

My  High  Resolve -The  Spirit  of  the  Ministry 

What  I  am  gives  color  and  power  to  what  I  say.  I  shall 
be  peaceful  and  gentle  in  all  my  conversation.  I  resolve 
never  to  scold  or  be  impatient.  I  shall  cultivate  a  deep, 
well  poised  voice. 

I  shall  cultivate  the  use  of  fine  language.  I  shall  select 
my  words  as  I  would  flowers  for  a  friend.  Coarse,  ugly 
language,  slovenly  thrown  together,  I  shall  weed  out. 
These  mar  conversation  and  clog  the  flow  of  helpful 
language. 

I  shall  never  speak  carelessly  to  children  nor  before 
them.  I  shall  purpose  to  be  a  model  in  the  art  of  using 
words. 

The  wealth  of  experience,  sure  to  be  mine  as  I  climb 
the  heights  of  growth  and  service,  will  afford  me  inspir- 
ing subjects  for  conversation. 

I  shall  seek  to  enrichen  other  lives  by  telling  of  my  en- 
couragements, of  my  inspirations,  of  gems  of  literature 
that  have  helped  me,  of  songs  that  have  cheered  me,  of 
blessings  that  have  comforted  me. 

It  shall  be  my  high  endeavor  to  so  pass  on  blessings 
that  my  life  shall  grow  in  the  radiance  of  gladness  as 
flowers  grow  more  luxuriant  the  more  flowers  they  give 
off. 

-Heart  Throbs  of  Truth. 
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"Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  un- 
to my  path."  Psalm  119: 10  S 


8 


8 


Page  2 


The     LIGHTED     PATHWAY 

^he  &ditors    ^Message 


September,  1937 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

I  have  just  now  had  my  breakfast  and 
am  seated  on  my  front  porch.  Yesterday 
afternoon  God  sent  us  a  beautiful,  re- 
freshing rain  and  this  morning  we  are  en- 
joying the  cool  fresh  air.  I  have  many 
things  I'd  like  to  say  to  you  this  morn- 
ing and  the  trouble  is  in  trying  to  say  all 
in  the  space  I  must  use. 

The  first  thing  I  shall  tell  you  about 
is  the  nice  Y.  P.  E.  convention  we  at- 
tended over  at  Cramerton,  N.  C.  from 
the  9th  to  the  11th  of  July.  We  were  de- 
lighted with  the  progress  this  church  is 
making.  They  have  a  beautiful,  new 
brick  building  in  which  to  worship. 
Brother  W.  W.  Harmon  is  pastor  at  this 
place  and  is  held  in  highest  esteem  by 
his  own  poeple  and  outsiders  as  well.  Sis- 
ter Harmon  is  a  fine  pianist  and  is  al- 
ways at  her  post.  Brother  James  Cannon 
is  superintendent  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  at  this 
place  and  is  doing  a  good  work.  We  want 
to  make  special  mention  of  Brother  Can- 
non as  he  has  encouraged  us  much  along 
the  way  in  our  work. 

Now  about  the  convention.  Brother 
Franklin  is  on  the  job.  He  is  a  splendid 
state  Y.  P.  E.  superintendent  and  I  be- 
lieve this  convention  ranked  in  interest, 
with  many  of  our  state  conventions. 
Brother  Joe  McCoy,  Georgia  Y.  P.  E. 
state  superintendent,  was  with  us  and 
preached  one  of  the  best  sermons  on  "Co- 
operation" I  have  heard  in  a  long  time. 
The  Holy  Spirit  was  manifested  in  our 
midst  in  such  a  marvelous  way  that  we 
knew  that  God  was  setting  His  approval 
upon  the  message  and  especially  upon  th. 
subject  for  this  is  what  we  need.  On  Sun- 
day some  of  our  South  Carolina  friends 
came  over  and  spoke  and  sang  for  us. 
Brother  Grant,  South  Carolina  Y.  P.  E. 
state  superintendent,  Brother  Yates,  the 
Blacksburg  quartette  and  others.  They 
gave  us  some  splendid  musical  selections. 

Three  of  our  state  Y.  P.  E.  superin- 
tendents were  there  and  I  think  each  of 
them  is  trying  for  the  national  Y. 
P.  E.  banner  this  year.  We  wonder  who 
will  win. 

Nov/  we  want  to  tell  you  something 
about  our  own  work  while  there.  For  two 
years  we  have  been  almost  begging  for 
an  opening  somewhere  to  put  on  a  Daily 
Vacation  Bible  School  in  the  Church  of 
God  and  it  was  through  the  help  of 
Brother  Cannon  that  we  were  privileged 
to  do  this.  We  spent  just  one  week  in  this 
work  as  our  time  was  limited.  Sister 
Frances  Dekle  of  Florida  came  to  assist  us 
and  brought  with  her,  her  pianist  and 
helper  in  the  work,  Sister  Castinc  and  lit- 
tle daughter,     who  proved  to  be  a  won- 


derful help  in  this  very  important  work. 
We  had  good  attendance  from  the  start 
and  held  the  children  two  hours  and  a 
half    each   morning    from    9:00    to    11:30. 

One  morning  when  about  half  through 
we  asked  them  if  they  were  tired  and 
would  like  to  go  home  and  they  all,  as 
one,  said,  No.  We  had  no  trouble  holding 
them  the  two  and  a  half  hours.  At  the 
close  of  the  school  on  Saturday  night  we 
had  one  of  the  best  Children's  programs 
I  have  ever  seen,  as  we  showed  to  the 
public  what  we  had  accomplished  in  less 
than  a  week  of  time.  Oh,  what  an  oppor- 
tunity we  have  of  filling  our  children's 
minds  with  good  things  during  vacation 
times  instead  of  letting  them  roam  the 
streets  learning  the  evils  and  practicing 
them. 

On  Sunday  night  we  put  on  the  pro- 
gram     called      "Home      Scenes"      which 


This  is  one  of  the  boys  we  are  writing 
about.  He  might  be  yours. 

brought  the  parents  some  good  lessons.  In 
these  days  parents  need  a  little  picture 
of  themselves  occasionally  as  well  as  the 
children.  God  surely  did  bless  us  in  this 
work.  Sometimes  we  would  be  overcome 
and  have  to  weep  in  these  children's 
meetings  as  we  realized  what  is  before  the 
little  ones  and  knew  that  some  of  them 
had  little  chance  at  home  lor  any  teach- 
ing and  that  the  task  is  ours  as  a  church, 
and  how  very  indifferent  we  are  along 
this  line.  God  help  us  to  awake  out  of  our 
sleep  for  time  is  passing     away,     oppor- 


tunity of  helping  these  little  tots  will 
soon  be  passed  and  many  of  them  whom 
we  see  toddling  around  over  streets  will 
be  behind  prison  bars  or  going  to  the 
electric  chair  and  we  must  answer  for  it. 

On  our  Treasured  Gleaning  page  this 
month  you  will  find  "Recognizing  Op- 
portunity," which  we  hope  you  will  turn 
to  right  now  and  read.  No,  this  kind  of 
work  is  not  easy  by  any  means.  If  you 
thing  it  is,  just  try  it.  You  may  slam  the 
door  in  opportunity's  face,  that  is  up  to 
you.  We  hope  that  next  vacation  time 
hundreds  of  these  schools  will  be  put  in 
our  churches  over  the  country.  Perhaps 
this  is  the  first  one  held  in  the  Church 
of  God.  If  not,  we  would  like  to  hear 
from  some  other. 

Wnile  we  arc  waiting  for  vacation  time 
to  come  let's  not  forget  our  Junior  Y- 
P.  E's  everywhere.  We  are  doing  our  best 
to  help  you  through  the  Lighted  Path- 
way with  our  programs  and  we  hope  you 
will  accept  every  opportunity  possible. 

Another  subject  we  will  talk  to  you 
about  is  one  that  has  been  discussed  pro 
and  con  for  a  long  time. 

It  has  come  to  me  through  letters  of 
inquiry.  We  have  been  asked  if  it  is 
wrong  to  have  programs  in  our  churches. 
Some  use  the  word  "entertainments."  I 
am  taking  the  liberty  at  this  time  to  an- 
swer these  inquiries. 

There  are  good  people  who  do  not  be- 
lieve it  is  right  and  some  who  believe  it 
is,  and  I  do  not  believe  we  have  anything 
in  God's  Word  to  prove  that  it  is  either 
right  or  wrong.  There  are  many  things 
we  all  do  today  that  we  do  not  find 
spoken  of  in  the  Bible.  Times  have 
changed  and  we  have  made  many  new 
discoveries  that  the  people  in  Bible  time 
knew  nothing  about,  but  that  does  not 
mean  we  are  not  to  use  them.  We  wear 
very  different  kinds  of  clothes  now.  We 
have  our  homes  different.  We  have  our 
homes  lighted  with  electricity  and  a 
thousand  other  things  we  see  around  us 
that  the  Bible  does  not  mention.  There 
are  ways  now  of  interesting  men  and 
women  in  the  church  and  in  the  gospel 
of  Jesus  Christ  that  people  in  Bible  times 
knew  nothing  about.  Our  programs  are 
one  of  these  things  now  we  are  talking 
about.  Programs,  not  entertainments  as 
some  call  them.  An  entertainment  is 
something  for  the  sole  purpose  of  enter- 
taining, but  a  good  program  put  on  for 
the  purpose  of  inspiring  and  helping  us 
is  sometimes  as  impressive  or  even  more 
so  than  some  sermons.  The  writer  has 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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At  the  Cross  Roads 

Used  by  permission  of  The  Nazarene  Publishing  House,  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

Minnie  E.  Ludwig 


SYNOPSIS 

Little  Stephen  Ludlow,  left  an  orphan  by  the 
death  of  his  father  four  weeks  prior,  is  curtly 
ordered  by  the  landlord  to  vacate  the  only  home 
he  has  ever  known,  and  where  he  has  lived  with 
his   father   since   his   earliest    recollections. 

The  rent  is  overdue,  and  the  waif  has  no 
knowledge  of  a  mother  or  any  living  relative  to 
whom  he  may  turn,  except  a  grandfather,  and 
he  does  not  know  where  he  lives.  Bewildered,  he 
persuades  the  landlord  to  let  him  remain  in  an 
alley  shack  on  the  premises  until  he  can  locate 
his  grandfather.  We  leave  him  abruptly  here  and 
take  up  the  life  of  his  father,  Charles  Ludlow, 
which  is  a  striking  contrast  to  the  opening  scene 
in   little   Stephen's   life. 

Charles  Ludlow  was  reared  in  the  beautiful 
Illinois  city  of  Elm  Point,  where  his  father  was 
a  prosperous  merchant.  Happy  indeed  were  the 
Ludlows,  a  little  family  of  four,  in  their  beautiful 
home  and  lovely  surroundings  admiringly  called 
"Ludlow  Park"  by  the  neighbors.  The  parents 
were  Christians,  and  their  only  children,  Charles 
and  Elizabeth,  were  reared  in  an  atmosphere  of 
purity,  attending  church  services  regularly  where 
their  parents  were  members.  It  was  the  constant 
aim  of  the  devoted  father  and  mother  to  lead 
their  children  to  accept  Christ  early  and  become 
useful  citizens  and  a  blessing  to  humanity. 
Sweetly  and  happily  flew  the  days  of  childhood 
and  when  Charles  was  twelve  years  of  age,  the 
church  pastor,  with  the  aid  of  an  evangelist,  con- 
ducted a  revival  meeting.  At  this  time  Charles' 
sister,  Elizabeth,  gave  her  life  to  God.  Awakened 
to  his  own  need  of  God,  Charles  had  determined 
to  yield  his  life  to  Him,  when  on  a  street  corner 
one  day  he  heard  a  minister  make  several  slighting 
remarks  about  the  revival  of  especially  child  con- 
version, saying  it  was  folly  and  excitement  to 
expect  children  to  be  Christians.  The  argument 
affected  Charles'  attitude,  which  became  indif- 
ferent. He  resented  the  thought  of  any  one  say- 
ing he  was  excited  about   religion. 

Year  after  year  passes,  Charles  becomes  a 
handsome,  stalwart,  young  man  physically  at  the 
age  of  eighteen.  He  is  in  high  school  and  has 
begun  keeping  company  with  a  beautiful  Chris- 
tian young  woman,  Viana  Elarvey,  who  is  church 
pianist.  Having  been  warned  of  the  evil  of  many 
modern  amusements,  Charles  and  Elizabeth  have 
only   participated    in   wholesome   activities. 

One  evening  at  supper,  Charles  tells  his  par- 
ents that  the  high  school  principal  has  demanded 
that  he  attend  the  show  with  his  history  class 
that  night.  They  visit  the  principal,  who  insists 
that  the  pictures  to  be  shown  are  historical,  and 
courteously  refuses  to  excuse  Charles  from  at- 
tending. 

Seeing  his  first  picture  inculcates  into  Charles 
the  desire  to  see  another  one,  and  soon  he  is 
secretly  stealing  away  from  home  night  after 
night  with  the  wrong  associates.  Becoming  more 
dissolute,  he  begins  dancing  and  smoking,  sud- 
denly his  parents  become  aware  that  he  is  drifting 
deeply   into  sin. 

They  intreat  and  warn  him  to  break  away 
from  his  evil  companions,  but  to  no  avail.  Viana 
also  tries  to  dissuade  him  and  tells  him  that  if  he 
continues  in  sin,  their  close  friendship  must 
cease.  He  vows  that  he  will  give  up  his  evil  ways, 
but    vow    after   vow   is   broken. 

At  last  school  comes  to  a  close,  and  having  re- 
ceived an  urgent  invitation  from  her  aunt  and 
uncle  in  Nebraska,  Viana  prepares  to  visit  them. 
The  evening  before  she  is  to  leave,  Charles  goes 
to  see  her.  She  watches  him,  accompanied  by  a 
dissipated  friend,  Arnold,  stand  under  the  street 
light  a  block  away  and  smoke  cigarettes  for  some 
time.  That  evening  she  tells  him  that  he  has  made 


many  promises,  only  to  break  them  all,  and 
that  she  can  no  longer  keep  company  with  him. 
"Remember,"  she  added,  "I  shall  always  pray 
for  you."  Brokenhearted,  Charles  goes  home,  to 
be  met  by  his  mother  as  he  attempts  to  slip  into 
his  bedroom.  She  kisses  him  tenderly  and  reminds 
him  that  she  is  praying  for  him.  That  night  he 
packs  his  suitcase  and  silently  steals  away  from 
his  home  and  loved  ones,  determined  to  disgrace 
them   no  longer. 

He  walks  to  Lowland,  six  miles  distant,  to  pur- 
chase a  ticket  to  Chicago,  fearing  recognition 
should  he  attempt  this  in  Elm  Point.  Coming  to 
an  old  cross,  which  is  the  Crossroads  landmark, 
pointing  with  one  arm  to  Lowland,  and  with  the 
other  back  home,  he  is  almost  persuaded  to  re- 
trace his  steps.  But  suddenly  goes  on,  buys  his 
ticket,  and  with  sinking  heart  and  aching  head 
boards  the  Chicago  bound  train.  Meditating,  he 
suddenly  realizes  that  his  family  and  Viana  will 
be  distraught  over  his  disappearance.  He  writes  a 
letter  home,  assuring  them  that  he  has  com- 
mitted no  violent  act,  and  hands  it  to  the  train 
mail    clerk — that    it   might    bear    no   postmark. 


THE   VACANT  ROOM 

(Continued   from   last   issue) 

When  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ludlow  awoke 
early  in  the  morning,  after  the  sudden  de- 
parture of  Charles,  not  knowing  that  he 
had  left,  they  did  not  arise  immediately 
but  spent  some  time  in  conversation  and 
prayer.  Mrs.  Ludlow's  heart  was  aching. 
She  recalled  the  sad  and  discouraged 
countenance  of  Charles  the  previous  eve- 
ning. 

"Dear,"  she,  said  to  her  husband, 
"Viana  Harvey  called  a  few  days  ago 
and  told  me  that  she  had,  after  much 
prayer,  come  to  the  conclusion  that  she 
could  no  longer  keep  company  with 
Charles  since  he  is  persisting  in  going 
the  ways  of  sin.  I  have  never  seen  the 
poor  boy  look  as  sad  and  discouraged  as 
he  did  last  night  when  he  came  home. 
He  even  started  for  his  room  without 
kissing  me  good-night,  something  he  has 
never  done  since  he  was  a  baby.  I  did  not 
sleep  much  last  night  and  I  fear  he  did 
not.  Once  I  thought  I  heard  him  mov- 
ing about  in  his  room,  and  I  had  about 
decided  to  go  to  him  and  try  to  com- 
fort his  breaking  heart.  Then  all  got 
quiet,  and  thinking  he  had  gone  to  sleep 
I    thought   best   not   to  disturb  him." 

"Charles  loves  Viana,"  Mr.  Ludlow  an- 
swered, "and  if  their  close  friendship  is 
broken  it  will  almost  break  his  heart.  Vi- 
ana is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  Christian 
girls  that  I  have  ever  met,  but  we  cannot 
blame  her  for  giving  him  up  if  he  refuses 
to  become  a  Christian.  I  had  always 
hoped,  however,  that  Charles  would 
change  his  ways  before  it  would  come  to 
this.  "We  will  do  our  best  to  encourage 
him  not  to  give  up  the  fight  against  sin. 
and   will    continue   to    pray    that   he   will 


get  saved,  then  the  Lord  will  help  him 
fight  his  battles." 

While  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ludlow  were  en- 
gaged in  earnest  conversation  they  did 
not  know  that  Charles  had  left  during 
the  night.  They  talked  for  fully  an  hour, 
then  knelt  clown  by  their  bedside  and 
prayed  earnestly  for  his  salvation. 

It  was  now  seven  o'clock.  Charles  usu- 
ally got  up  at  six-thirty,  but  thinking 
that  perhaps  he  had  spent  a  sleepless 
night,  they  had  decided  to  let  him  rest 
until  later.  When  breakfast  was  prepared 
Mr.  Ludlow  rapped  at  the  bedroom  door 
but  there  was  no  response.  He  rapped  a 
second  and  a  third  time.  Receiving  no  an- 
swer, he  opened  the  door  and  was  sur- 
prised to  find  the  room  vacant.  His  face 
turned  pale.  He  stood  as  if  in  a  daze  for 
a  moment  without  uttering  a  word.  Mrs. 
Ludlow  hastened  to  his  side,  thinking 
that  he  had  taken  suddenly  ill,  but  he 
shook  his  head  saying,  "Mother  dear,  I  am 
all  right,  but, — oh,  Charles,  mv  boy,  my 
boy!" 

Mrs.  Ludlow,  seeing  the  untouched 
bed  and  the  empty  closet,  swooned  away 
and  in  a  faint,  fell  into  her  husband's 
arms.  They  laid  her  on  a  couch  and  sent 
for  the  family  physician.  She  was  soon  in 
a  measure  restored,  but  was  confined  to 
her  bed  most  of  the  day. 

The  family  and  friends  searched 
Charles'  room  for  a  note  that  mig!_. 
have  been  written  by  him,  but  all  in  vain. 
They  decided  to  ask  the  aid  of  the  police 
department  to  find  the  lost  boy,  but  all 
to  no  avail.  That  evening  a  beautiful  pic- 
ture of  Charles  appeared  in  the  evening 
paper  with  a  request  that  the  public  as- 
sist in  finding  him. 

Mrs.  Ludlow  overheard  a  conversation 
of  some  neighbors  who  suggested  that 
perhaps  Charles  had  committed  suicide. 
She  uttered  a  deep  moan  and  sank  away 
into  unconsciousness.  Strange — but  she 
had  not  once  thought  of  this. 

Could  it  be  possible,  she  now  thought, 
that  her  dear  boy  had  given  away  to 
despondency  and  taken  his  own  life? 

The  physician  and  kind  friends  stayed 
by  her  side  throughout  the  day  while  Mr. 
Ludlow  and  his  friends  tried  in  vain  to 
find  some  trace  of  Charles.  No  one  had 
seen  him  leave;  he  had  not  purchased  a 
ticket  at  Elm  Point  depot,  and  by  eve- 
ning more  than  one  person  feared  he  had 
taken  his  own  life. 

All  day  long  and  far  into  the  night 
they  tried  to  find  some  trace  of  him  but 
failed.  At  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
when  Mr.  Ludlow  and  Elizabeth  were  in 
the  act  of  persuading  Mrs.  Ludlow  to 
take  a  little  nourishment,  the  door  bell 
rang  and  the  postman  handed  Elizabeth 
a  letter.  She  immediately  recognized  the 
handwriting  as  that  of  her  brother. 

"A  letter  from  Charles!  A  letter  from 
(Continued  on  page  IS) 
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©PCfsf  THE  DOOQFOZ 
The  Book  of  Life 

Speak  of  different  kinds  of  books. 
How,  and  of  what  made.  What  for?  Get 
out  of  date — torn — lost — forgotten. 

God's  book:  Book  of  Life;  Book  of  Re- 
membrance, will  always  be  preserved. 

1.  If  we  love  and  serve  Him  our  names 
are  written  in  it.  If  we  fear  even  to  dis- 
please Him, — if  we  love  to  think  of,  talk 
about  Him, — He  writes  our  names  in 
His  Book.  Mai.   3:16. 

2.  If  our  names  are  in  God's  Book,  He 
thinks  about  us,  talks  about  us  to  the 
angels,  and  tells  them  to  watch  over  and 
look  after  us.  Ps.  91:11. 

3.  Those  whose  names  are  not  written 
in  God's  Book  will  never  see  Him.  Rev. 
20:15;    21:27. 

4.  You  can  know  whether  your  name 
is  written  there,  or  not.  John  14:15; 
Isa.   63:8. 

5.  Moses  and  Paul  talked  about  this 
Book.  Ex.   32:32;  Phil.  4:3. 

6.  Is  your  name  in  God's  Book;  are 
your  friends'  names  there?  Ask  them; 
and  ask  God  that  none  may  ever  be 
blotted  out.  Rev.   3:5. 

*    *    * 

Prayer 

1.  What   is   prayer? 

Talking   to   God.   Ex.    33:11. 
Telling    Jesus.    Matt.    14:12. 

2.  How  to  pray? 

With  all  the  heart.  Jer.   29:12,   13. 
In   the   name  of  Jesus.  John    14:13. 
According  to  God's  will.   1   John   5:14. 
In    faith.   James    1:6. 

3.  When   to  pray? 

In  the  morning.  Ps.   5:3. 

Morning,    noon    and    evening.   Dan.    6: 


In  time  of   trouble.  Ps.    107:13. 

Always.   Eph.    6:18. 

Without  ceasing.   1  Thess.   5:17. 

4.  Some  things  that  should  be  in  our 
prayers. 

Thanksgiving  and  praise.  Ps.  34:1; 
Ps.    117. 

Confession.  Dan.   9:4;    1   John    1:9. 

Petition.  Asking  for  what  we  want. 
Phil.  4:6. 

5.  The  conditions  of  prayer  answered. 
Faith.  Heb.    11:6. 

Obedience.   1  John  3:22. 

Not  regarding  iniquity  in  our  heart. 
Ps.   66:18. 

Asking  "if  it  be  God's  will."  Luke  22: 
42. 

6.  God  sometimes  answers,  "Yes;"  some- 
times, "No."  (Deut.  3:26.)  But  His  way 
is  always  best.  (Illustrate  by  child  crying 
to  have  candle  given  to  it,  coal  of  fire, 
children's  pony,  etc.) 

::-   s:-   * 

Fight  the  Good  Fight 

Introductory. — Describe  circumstances 
of   a   war;    the   armies,    captains,      camps, 
battles,   etc. 
Heads  of  the  Sermon. 

1.  There's  a  fight  going  on,  here  and 
now.    (Illustrate.) 

2.  We  are  all  in  it.  (The  "good"  fight, 
or  a  bad  one.) 

3.  There  are  two  sets  of  recruiting 
places.  (Saloons,  sometimes  street  corners, 
outsides  of  churches,  etc.;  and  churches, 
Sunday   Schools,  etc.) 

4.  Books  of  instruction.  (Bad  books; 
Bible.)    Other   good   literature. 

5.  If  we  are  fighting  on  the  right  side 
our  Captain   is   always   near  us. 

6.  God's  soldiers  are  all  sure  of  victory 
here,  and  promotion,  by  and  bv. 

7.  Who  wants  to  enlist? 

Fruit  of  the  Spirit 

"The  fruit  of  the  Spirit  is  love,  joy, 
peace,  longsuffering,  gentleness,  good- 
ness, faith,  meekness,  temperance." — Gal. 
5:22,  23. 

LOVE  is  God  living  and  working  out 
that   which  He  has  worked  in. 

JOY  is  love  overflowing. 

PEACE  is  love  resting. 

LONGSUFFERING  is  love  enduring. 

GOODNESS  is  love  working. 

GENTLENESS  is  love  submitting. 

FAITH  is  love  believing. 

MEEKNESS  is  love  suffering  (with- 
out murmuring). 

TEMPERANCE  is  love  governing. 


Picking  Up  Father's  Glove 

A  LETTER  TO  ROBERT 
Dear  Robert: 

Looking  out  of  my  study  window  at 
noon  on  Sunday  I  saw  you  do  a  kindly 
deed  that  touched  my  heart  and  made  me 
long  to  tell  you  how  much  good  your 
thoughtfulness  did  me.  When  the  car 
stopped  as  you  all  returned  from  church, 
your  mother  and  the  girls  got  out  and 
started  to  the  house,  but  you  stood  and 
waited  until  your  father  looked  under  the 
hood,  and  brushed  some  snow  off  the 
car,  and  while  doing  this  he  dropped  one 
of  his  gloves  in  the  snow.  In  just  a  mo- 
ment you  took  a  few  steps,  picked  up 
the  glove  and  handed  it  to  your  father. 

Just  that  little  act  revealed  that  your 
father  loves  you  and  that  you  love  your 
father.  And  it  made  me  happy  to  think 
how  much  it  means  to  a  father  and  son 
whose  hearts  are  full  of  love  for  each 
other. 

So  many  fathers  are  so  engrossed  in 
business  affairs  that  even  after  the  day's 
work  is  done,  and  they  are  under  their 
own  roof-tree,  and  surrounded  by  their 
family,  they  are  still  carrying  the  burden 
of  the  farm,  or  the  office,  to  such  an  ex- 
tent that  their  thoughts  are  far  outside 
of   the   family   circle. 

Orators  have  waxed  eloquent,  and 
poets  have  produced  faultless  metrical 
lines  telling  of  immortal  mother  love,  but 
how  few  have  given  us  a  tender,  heart- 
touching  story  of  the  inspiring  love  be- 
tween father  and  son.  There  is  too  often 
a  wall  of  aloofness  which  neither  can 
penetrate.  Their  interests  seem  so  far 
apart.  Should  there  not  be  some  common 
meeting  ground?  Books,  or  music,  or  the 
news  of  the  day,  or  some  hobby,  could 
draw  them  together,  and  make  a  subject 
for  pleasant  intercourse. 

Robert,  my  interest  was  awakened 
when  you  waited  for  your  father.  I  knew 
that  it  was  because  you  loved  him  that 
you  wanted  to  walk  home  with  him.  And 
that  proved  that  your  father  is  kind  and 
gentle  with  you,  and  there  is  a  golden 
bond  of  sympathy  between  you. 

When  you  picked  up  father's  glove, 
Robert,  you  had  no  idea  that  you  were 
performing  a  great  deed.  You  would  have 
said,  "Why,  that's  nothing,"  and  yet 
when  we  come  to  look  carefully  and  see 
how  much  that  one  little  act  has  revealed 
it  was  indeed  a  very  great  action,  one 
that  is  richly  freighted  with  kindness 
and  loyalty  and  true  nobility,  and  it  is 
impossible  to  tell  how  many  other  fath- 
ers and  sons  may  be  influenced  by  your 
deed  and  begin  looking  around  to  see 
what  they  can  do  for  each  other. 

Then,    too,    your    impulsive    deed    gave 
me   a   new   insight   into   the   character  of 
your    father    whom      I    have    always    re- 
garded   as   an   excellent  citizen,   but   now 
(Continued  on  page   7) 
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THINKING  YOUTH 

Chapter  I 

THE  FAITH  THAT  FUNCTIONS 

Sometime  ago  an  interesting  series  of 
articles  on  "The  Faith  of  Youth"  ap- 
peared in  one  of  our  London  "Dailies." 
The  contributors  were  all  "Young  Mod- 
erns." Here  are  some  extracts  which  are 
revealing  in  their  frankness: 

"Youth  will  not  accept  religion  as  a 
tradition,  will  not  accept  unquestioned, 
secondhand  creeds  and  ageworn  dogmas." 

"Youth  seeks  in  religion  a  work-a-day 
ideal." 

"All  thinking  youth  is  in  a  quandary. 
Youth  Avould  give  a  great  deal  for  a 
clear-cut  faith  to  defend  and  fight  for." 

"I  do  not  think  you  can  explain  in 
faith  any  more  than  you  can  collect  the 
stars  of  heaven,  and  deliver  them  in  milk 
bottles  on  suburban  doorsteps." 

"Not  only  youth,  but  the  whole  world 
is  crying  out  for  a  real  religion." 

"Youth  calls  insistently  for  truth.  Re- 
ligion, if  it  is  anything  at  all,  is  some- 
thing to  be  lived." 

"Youth  has  no  time  for  religion  which 
is  put  on  with  a  top-hat  and  a  frock- 
coat  " 

"Youth  wants  a  practical,  live  religion 
that  can  be  applied  to  every  minute  of 
every  dav" 

THIS  PRACTICAL  AGE 

So  then  the  unanimous  opinion  of 
youth  today  seems  to  be  that  if  they  are 
going  to  have  a  faith  at  all,  it  must  be 
one  that  works,  one  that  functions  in  ev- 
eryday life.  Youths  loathes  unreality  in 
religion. 

They  have  no  place  for  formality,  in- 
sincerity, hypocrisy,  or  what  they  call 
can't. 

A  young  man  of  the  sports  club  type 
came  to  me  after  a  Sunday  morning  serv- 
ice and  said,  "We  young  people  are  tired 
of  all  the  baits  which  the  churches  hold 
out  to  induce  us  to  join  up  with  them. 
Why  don't  they  give  us  the  real  thing?" 

Why  indeed!  Young  men  and  women 
want  the  real  thing  these  days.  They  are 
rather  like  the  little  boy  who  went  to 
his  father  one  day  and  said,  "Please,  Dad, 
it  will  be  my  birthday  soon,  and  I  would 
like  to  have  a  horse." 

"Oh,  a  horse  would  you?  What  kind? 
A  rocking  horse?" 

"No,  Dad,  a  horse." 

"You  mean  a  hobby-horse?" 

"No,  a  horse!" 

"Oh,  I  thought  possibly  you  might  be 


thinking  of  a  towel-horse!" 

"No-o-o,  Daddy,  I  want  a  horse!" 
"What  do  you  mean  then?" 
"I  mean  a  horse  made  of  horse!" 
He  wanted  the  real  thing,  and  nothing 
less  would  satisfy  him.  So  with  youth  to- 
day. 

The  fact  is>  we  are  living  in  an  in- 
tensely practical  age — an  age  which  is 
impatient  with,  if  not  intolerant  of 
churches,  creeds,  dogmas  and  ritual. 

THE  EVOLUTION  OF  FAITH 

Eucken,  the  great  German  philosopher, 
says  that  there  are  four  stages  in  re- 
ligious belief,  Faith — Criticism — Experi- 
ence— A  Final  Livable  Creed.  The  first 
stage  is  when  we  swallow  all  we  are 
taught  as  children.  In  our  simplicity  or 
faith,  we  do  not  question  anything.  But 
life  moves  on,  and  we  reach  the  second 
stage,  when  in  adolescence  we  want  to 
know  the  why  and  the  wherefore  of  ev- 
erything. Then  it  is  that  in  questioning 
our  beliefs,  we  often  turn  and  rend  them. 
The  third  stage  is  when  we  come,  some- 
times through  a  bitter  wilderness  experi- 
ence of  doubt,  to  find  something  in 
which  we  can  logically  believe.  Then 
finally  we  build  on  that  rock — test  it  in 
experience — find  it  works,  so  that  it  be- 
comes at  last  a  final  satisfying  creed 
which  governs  the  whole  of  life. 

These  four  stages  may  be  stated  thus, 
Credulity — Criticism — Credence  —  Con- 
viction. 

It  is  for  such  a  faith  that  youth  is 
hungering — a  faith  that  can  be  proved 
and  tested  in  the  fires  of  experience,  a 
faith  that  does  not  fail  in  any  emergency 
or  exigency  of  life.  This  is  the  test  which 
men  are  increasingly  applying  to  every 
creed,  cult,  dogma  and  doctrine.  "What 
is  its  value  in  the  strain-  and  stress  of 
life?  Does  it  give  men  a  dynamic  for  vic- 
torious living?  Is  it  workable  in  the 
common  places,  as  well  as  the  crises  of 
life?  As  we  face  life's  joys  and  sorrows, 
perplexities  and  pains,  temptations  and 
toils,  what  good  will  it  be  to  us?" 

That  is  the  inquiry  of  thinking  youth 
today. 

FAITH  IN  A  PERSON 

Have  we  a  religion  which  can  move 
amid  these  problems  of  life  with  assured 
poise  and  conscious  power?  Js  it  God's 
adequate  answer  to  man's  need — intellec- 
tual, moral,  social  and  spiritual? 

Where  then  can  we  find  such  a  faith? 
The  answer  is  in  the  words  of  the  Apostle 
Paul,  "I  know  whom  I  have  believed,  and 


am  persuaded  that  he  is  able  to  keep  that 
which  I  have  committed  unto  him  against 
that  day."  (2  Tim.  1:12.)  Does  that  not 
sound  like  a  man  who  has  reached  the 
highest  of  the  four  stages?  It  has  gripped 
his  very  life. 

By  no  easy  road  did  Paul  make  that 
discovery.  Brought  up  in  an  orthodox 
Jewish  home,  taught  the  Law  from  his 
earliest  days,  soaked  in  the  tradition  of 
Judaism,  and  instructed  by  Gamaliel,  the 
greatest  teacher  of  the  day,  he  then  found 
himself  challenged  by  the  revelation  of 
Christ  and  His  teaching,  which  cut  right 
across  his  preconceived   ideas. 

In  Paul's  case  indeed  it  meant  fighting 
through  from  formality  into  reality — 
from  traditionalism  into  a  vital  faith — 
from  unbelief  into  deep  conviction.  His 
faith  was  indeed  something  that  capti- 
vated him  in  his  inmost  being.  It  was  no 
mere  intellectual,  historical,  or  sacramen- 
tal faith,  but  an  utter  surrender  to  a  Per- 
son— something  warm,  living,  real,  expe- 
rimental. Paul  found  a  faith  that  func- 
tioned under  all  circumstances  of  life,  and 
its  centre  was  Christ.  "I  know  whom  I 
have  believed." 

Christianity  is  the  religion  of  a  person, 
and  that  person  is  Christ.  He  offers  not 
merely  an  ethic  but  a  dynamic.  He  is  not 
merely  an  example  but  an  energy,  not 
merely  a  pattern  but  a  power. 

The  fact  is  "Religion  without  a  Di- 
vine Savior  is  altogether  inadequate  and 
incompetent  for  a  weak  and  wayward  hu- 
manity." "Lofty  ideals  innoble,  but  do 
not  enable."  "Ethical  systems  and  moral 
standards,  however  beautiful  and  inspir- 
ing, cannot  change  the  hearts  of  men  and 
women  whose  lives  are  degraded  by  moral 
lapse  and  sinful  failure,  but  Christ  pro- 
poses to  become,  in  every  man  who  will 
yield  to  Him,  the  fountain-head  of  power 
and  purity."  Coleridge  was  once  asked, 
"Can  a  man  prove  the  truth  of  Christi- 
anity?" "Yes,"  he  said  sharply.  "Try  it!" 

Christ  comes  and  says  to  thinking 
youth,  "Test  me,  try  me."  This  is  die 
scientific  method  of  research  —  the 
method  of  experiment.  Test  out  this  pos- 
sible clue  to  knowledge  and  see  where  tt 
leads  you.  "Give  me  a  chance,"  says 
Christ,  "to  prove  my  power  in  your  life. 
Trust  me  to  meet  your  need  and  solve 
your  problems.  Experiment  on  my  claims, 
repose  your  confidence  in  me.  Let  me  be 
to  you  all  I  died  to  be,  and  all  I  live  to 
be,  and  you  will  discover  that  I  am  the 
'power  of  God  unto  salvation  to  every- 
one that  believeth.'  " 

This  is  the  faith  that  functions. 

An  ex-soldier,  who  had  lost  all  faith, 
once  came  to  me.  Years  before  he  had 
been  a  nominal  church  member,  but  his 
war  experiences  had  knocked  out  of  him 
any  religion  he  had  ever  had.  Returning 
to  commercial  life,  he  found  himself  con- 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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KEEPING  TONY'S  CON- 
FIDENCE 

By  Emma  Gary  Wallace 

What  Would  You  Have  Done  in  a 

Situation    Such    as    Elsie 

Morton  Experienced? 

When  Tony  was  a  tiny  tot,  his  con- 
scientious young  father  and  mother  saw 
no  reason  to  doubt  that  they  could  keep 
the  little  chap's  confidence  as  he  grew 
older.  They  would  both  take  an  interest 
in  whatever  he  was  interested  in.  They 
would  be  real  pals  and  play  with  him, 
and  lead  him  into  a  broader  knowledge  of 
a  rich  and  full  life.  They  would  both  try 
to  live  after  the  Christ  pattern,  so  that  as 
Tony  grew,  he  would  accept  their  lead- 
ing and  follow  in  their  footsteps. 

Yet  Tony  was  not  very  old  when  John 
and  Elsie  Morton  began  to  meet  prob- 
lems which  were  not  easy  to  solve.  True, 
they  could  usually  dispose  of  the  matter 
some  way  or  other  if  they  were  ready  to 
take  the  easiest  way  out,  but  both  par- 
ents had  the  long  vision  which  stretched 
ahead,  and  their  ideal  was  to  fit  Tony  for 
a  sturdy  life,  physically  and  spiritually. 

One  day  Elsie  Morton  felt  that  she 
positively  didn't  know  what  to  do.  Tony 
had  been  out  playing  with  some  of  the 
children  of  the  neighborhood,  on  the  va- 
cant lot  at  the  corner.  It  was  a  nice  place 
to  play — safe  and  shady  and  within  easy 
reach. 

It  was  nearly  lunch  time  when  Tony 
came  in.  He  sidled  up  to  his  mother  and 
was  unusually  quiet.  Elsie  could  read  the 
signs.  He  had  something  to  tell  her,  and 
it  wasn't  an  easy  something  to  talk 
about.  Sc  she  encouraged  him  gently  as 
she  went  on  peeling  the  potatoes. 

"Had  a  nice  time?"  she  queried  with 
a  smile. 

Tony  nodded  gravely. 

"What  did  you  play  this  morning?" 

The  little  fellow  paused,  then  he  said 
slowly,  "We  played  ball  a  while  then  the 
other  kids  smoked." 

"You  mean,"  Elsie  went  on,  "they  had 
matches  and  cigarettes?" 

Tony  looked  up  clear-eyed  and   frank. 

"Yes,  Mudder,  they  smoked.  But  I 
didn't  do  it,  'cause  I  knew  you  wouldn't 
like  it." 

"That's  just  fine  of  you,"  Tony':; 
mother  approved,  giving  him  an  affec- 
tionate kiss  on  the  forehead.  "Mother 
knows  she  can  trust  you,  and  daddy  will 
be  glad,  too,  when  I  tell  him  that  his  lit- 
tle boy  didn't  do  what  he  shouldn't  have 
done   this   morning   when   he  was  out   of 


sight  of   the  house." 

Still  Tony's  troubled  expression  made 
Elsie  Morton  think  there  was  more  to 
tell.   She  was  right. 

"And  that  isn't  all,  Mudder.  Fred  an' 
Jimmy  got  the  money  to  buy  the  ciga- 
rettes by  taking  it  out  of  Lucy's  pocket- 
book.  That  was  bad,  wasn't  it?" 

The  potatoes  were  pared.  Elsie  quickly 
washed  them  and  put  them  on  the  stove. 
Then  she  sat  down  again  and  took  Tony's 
hands  in  her  own. 

"Tell  me  just  exactly  what  happened, 
dear." 

"Lucy  Smith  had  her  little,  red  hand- 
bag over  in  the  play  lot?" 

"Yes,  she  did,"  Tony  agreed.  "She  had 
been  up  to  the  grocery  store  to  get  a  cake 
of  soap  for  her  mother.  She  stopped  in 
and  played  with  us  a  while  on  her  way 
home.5' 

"And  how  did  Fred  and  Jimmy  get- 
hold  of   the   pocketbook?" 

"Lucy  hung  it  on  a  little  branch,  then 
she  wheeled  Susie's  doll  carriage  up  an' 
down  the  path.  The  boys  watched,  an' 
when  she  didn't  see  them  they  took  the 
money.  Then  when  she  went  home,  they 
got  Si  Beamer,  who  came  along,  to  go 
an'  buy  the  cigarettes.  They  gave  him 
part   of   them." 

Elsie  could  see  it  all.  Si  was  a  neigh- 
borhood fellow  of  low  mentality.  Fred 
and  Jimmy  were  curious  about  the  ciga- 
rettes. They  ran  home  and  got  the 
matches   they  used,  Tony  explained. 

"I'm  sorry  Fred  and  Jimmy  would  do 
things  like  that.  Let's  count  how  manv 
we   know   about. 

"First,  they  took  money  that  didn't 
belong  to  them. 

"Second,  they  got  Si  Beamer  to  go  and 
buy  the  cigarettes  for  them,  so  they  led 
him  to  do  wrong — to  help  them  break 
the  law,  as  small  boys  can't  buy  ciga- 
rettes. 

"Third,  they  got  matches  which,  I  am 
sure,  they  are  forbidden  to  take.'' 

"Fourth,  they  smoked,  you  say,  which 
they  know  is  wrong,  or  they  wouldn't  be 
doing  it  out  of  sight  on  the  play  lot." 

"All  this  is  too  bad.  You  did  quite 
right  to  come  and  tell  me." 

Tony  looked  virtuous. 

"I  wouldn't  do  things  like  that,"  he 
assured   his   mother. 

"I'm  so  glad,"  she  said.  "I  always  want 
to  be  able  to  trust  you.  I  must  set  the 
table  now,  and  fix  the  salad  and  dessert. 
We'll  talk  about  this  again,  Tony." 

As  Elsie  Morton  went  about  her  lunch 
preparations,    her   mind    was      busily      at 


work.  Certainly  the  mothers  of  Fred  and 
Jimmy  ought  to  know  that  their  chil- 
dren had  taken  money  from  Lucy's 
pocketbook  and  had  managed  to  get  ciga- 
rettes with  it.  Yet,  suppose  those  mothers 
didn't  believe  her,  as  it  was  more  than 
likely  that  the  children  would  deny  hav- 
ing taken  money  which  didn't  belong  to 
them,  and  secretly  smoking. 

Then,  of  course,  Fred  and  Jimmy 
would  charge  Tony  with  being  a  tattle- 
tale  and  might  make  it  unpleasant  for 
him  in  different  ways,  with  the  idea  of 
getting  even.  Naturally,  Tony  would 
hesitate  another  time  before  he  would 
come  and  tell  her  what  had  been  going 
on.  If  she  went  to  the  mothers  of  Fred 
and  Jimmy,  she  might  do  no  good  and 
cause  her  own  child  to  hesitate  about 
confiding  in  her. 

In  such  a  situation,  what  would  you, 
dear  mother,  have  done?  What  would 
you  advise  Elsie  Morton  to  do? 

Elsie's  experience  was  that  in  such  mat- 
ters action  should  not  be  too  long  de- 
layed. John  would  not  be  home  until  din- 
ner that  night,  and  even  then  there 
might  not  be  an  opportunity  until  bed- 
time to  talk  with  him  about  this  situa- 
tion. 

Elsie  decided,  first  of  all,  that  she 
would  not  betray  Tony's  trust  in  her. 
This  was  a  difficult  place,  but  a  good 
one,  to  show  him  that  having  told  her,  he 
could  depend  upon  her. 

So  after  lunch  was  over,  Elsie  called 
Tony  to  come  and  sit  beside  her  on  the 
glider  on  the  front  porch.  She  had  his 
Sunday  School  paper  of  the  day  before, 
and  she  read  him  two  stories  from  it. 
They  talked  about  those  stories,  then  she 
led  back  to  the  matter  of  the  money  and 
the  cigarettes. 

"I've  been  thinking  about  that,"  she 
told  Tony,  taking  his  hand  and  stroking 
it  affectionately,  "and  I  feel  that  Fred's 
and  Jimmy's  mothers  ought  to  know 
what  the  boys  did,  so  they  can  teach 
them  how  wrong  it  is  to  be  dishonest,  or 
to  do  forbidden  things  on  the  sly." 

Exactly  as  Elsie  Morton  expected, 
Tony  looked  troubled. 

"Oh!"  he  said.  "If  you  tell  the  moth- 
ers, the  boys  will  be  mad  at  me,  an' 
p'raps  they  won't  play  with  me  any 
more." 

"That's  true,  too,"  Elsie  said.  "Then 
I'm  wondering  if  Lucy's  mother  is  going 
to  accuse  her  of  carelessness  in  losing  part 
of  the  change  from  the  soap.  You  see, 
dear,  how  much  trouble  it  makes  when 
some  one  does  wrong? 

"What  do  you  think  we  ought  to  do, 
Tony?  Shall  we  let  Fred  and  Jimmy  go 
quite  free,  and  shall  we  tell  Lucv  what 
happened?  Remember,  Tony  dear,  I'm  not 
going  to  tell  any  one  about  this  unless 
you  are  willing.  I  want  you  to  know 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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treasured  Sleanings  for  ^Ministers  and 
Ghristian  cWorkers 


The  Power  of  a  Tune 

It  is  told  of  an  active  Christian  worker 
that  becoming  discouraged  he  determined 
to  renounce  religion.  As  he  had  to  leave 
Liverpool  very  early  in  the  morning,  he 
engaged  a  room  at  a  hotel.  He  arose  next 
morning,  and  while  he  was  dressing,  he 
heard  a  man  in  the  next  room  whistling, 
"Stand  Up  tor  Jesus."  He  left  for  his  trip 
without  discovering  the  identity  of  his 
over-night  neighbor. 

But  that  whistling  brought  back  all 
his  religious  faith  and  sense  of  duty  with 
an  overpowering  rush,  and  he  turned  back 
to  God  then  and  there.  And  he  has  been 
a  steady,  earnest  working  Christian  ever 
since.  One  tune  on  unknown  lips  saved 
him. — Publisher  Unknown. 
:!•  fc  si- 
Learning  is  Not  Enough 

A  man  may  know  how  to  rule  the  ele- 
ments, yet  not  know  how  to  rule  his  own 
spirit;  he  may  know  how  to  turn  aside 
the  flashing  thunderbolt,  but  not  the 
wrath  of  God  from  his  own  guilty  head. 
He  may  have  all  the  knowledge  of  a 
Newton,  a  Laplace,  a  Watt;  he  may 
know  many  mysteries  and  understand 
many  hidden  things,  but  if  he  has  no 
personal  knowledge  of  the  love  of  God, 
brought  near  to  sinful  men  in  Christ, 
what  shrill  it  avail?  "For  what  shall  it 
profit  a  man  if  he  shall  gain  the  whole 
world,  and  lose  his  own  soul?  or  what 
shall  a  man  give  in  exchange  for  his 
soul?"  (Mark  8:36,  37).— The  Brethren 
Evangelist. 

Come  as  a  Little  Child 

A  story  is  told  of  a  little  girl  who  said 
to  her  father: 

"I  want  you  to  say  something  to  God 
for  me — something  I  want  to  tell  Him 
very  much.  I  have  such  a  little  voice  that 
I  don't  think  He  can  hear  me  up  in  heav- 
en; but  you  have  a  big  man's  voice  and 
He  will  be  sure  to  hear  you." 

The  father  took  his  little  girl  in  his 
arms  and  told  her  that  even  though  God 
was  at  that  moment  surrounded  by  all  the 
heavenly  host  and  they  were  singing  their 
loudest  songs  of  praise,  he  believed  the 
Heavenly  Father  would  say  to  them: 

"Stop  the  singing  for  awhile.  There  is 
a  little  girl  on  the  earth  who  wants  to 
whisper  something  in  my  ear." 

It  was  said  of  Saint  Francis  of  Assisi 
that  at  one  time  when  he  was  much  oc- 
cupied with  important  business  he  gave 
orders  to  his  attendants   that  on  no  ac- 


count was  he  to  be  disturbed;  all  callers 
must  be  sent  away.  Then  he  paused  and 
said: 

"But  if  a'  child  should  come — "  And 
that,  we  are  told,  is  what  our  Father  in 
heaven  says.  Whenever  a  child  comes  to 
him,  the  child  is  to  be  instantly  admitted. 
For  the  child-nature,  the  child-attitude 
stands  for  humility  and  trust,  and  any- 
one coming  to  God  in  this  attitude  is  re- 
ceived by  him.  "Except  ye  become  as 
little  children  ye  shall  in  no  wise  enter 
into  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 
sc-  a-  s- 

Gave  Himself  For  Others 

Shortly  after  the  death  of  Phillips 
Brooks,  his  older  brother  said  to  Dr.  Mc- 
Vicker,  "Phillips  might  have  saved  him- 
self and  so  prolonged  his  life.  Others  do, 
but  he  was  always  giving  himself  to  any 
who  wanted  him." 

Dr.  McVicker  answered: 

"Yes,  indeed,  he  might  have  saved 
himself,  but  in  doing  so,  he  would  not 
have  been  Phillips  Brooks.  The  story  of 
his  life  was  that  he  poured  it  out  for 
others." 

The  glory  of  any  life  is  that  it  does  not 
save  itself.  Like  Mary,  Bishop  Brooks  gave 
the  best  he  had  to  God  and  humanity,  and 
that  is  why  the  fragrance  of  his  life  has 
filled  two  continents  with  its  sweetness. 
::-    ::-    «■ 

The  Time  to  Get  Ready 

There  is  an  old  fable  that  once  upon  a 
time  a  wild  boar  of  the  jungle  was  whet- 
ting his  tusks  against  the  trunk  of  a 
tree.  A  fox  passing  by  asked  him  why  he 
did  this,  seeing  that  neither  hunter  nor 
hound  was  near.  "True,"  said  the  boar, 
"but  when  that  danger  does  arise  I  shall 
have  something  else  to  do  than  to  sharpen 
my  weapon." — Ernest  Worke,. 
«•  s:-  si- 
Mountain-Top  Experiences 

There  are  spiritual  experiences  of  an 
ecstatic  character.  The  glory  of  God 
seems  especially  manifest  at  such  times. 
Many  rejoice  in  such  exalted  moments 
and  crave  their  continuance  or  repetition 
as  a  matter  of  personal  bliss.  They  never 
weary  of  repeating  their  experience  and 
sometimes  we  fear  assume  a  sense  of 
spiritual  superiority  over  others.  But  all 
such  exalted  moments  mean  preparation 
for  service.  A  man  in  Mr.  Moody's  meet- 
ings at  Northfield  was  recounting  his 
wonderful  experience,  when  he  was  called 
down  by  the  rather  blunt  evangelist  with 
the  demand,  "Have  you  saved  a  soul 
during  the  past  year?"  and  when  he  fal- 


tered, Mr.  Moody  would  have  no  more 
of  his  effusions,  and  summarily  closed 
his    "testimony." — Watchman-Examiner. 

What  About  These  Ministers? 

What  about  those  ministers  of  the  gos- 
pel who  never  hold  revivals,  who  never 
see  conversions  under  their  ministry,  wno 
come  indifferently  into  revival  meetings 
held  in  their  town  or  community,  sit  on 
the  back  seats,  criticize  and  find  fault 
when  wicked  souls  are  being  brought  to 
Christ,  when  the  Holy  Ghost  is  manifest- 
ly present  regenerating  and  sanctifying 
the  people?  What  about  the  spiritual  state 
of  such  ministers? 

Give  us  the  Power 

Oh  for  the  angel  from  heaven  to  trou.- 
ble  the  pool  of  our  stagnant  church  life. 
Then  would  the  lame,  halt  and  withered 
crowd  its  porches  waiting  for  the  moving 
of  its  water.  Oh  for  the  habit  of  expect- 
ing the  power  of  God  to  be  seen  in  every 
service  for  worship. — Dr.  Arthur  T.  Pier- 
SOn. 

Recognizing  Opportunity 

A  neighbor  knocked  at  the  lazy  man's 
door  and  told  him  of  a  position  he  could 
get  by  going  after  it.  "Urn,"  said  the 
man,  "it  appears  that  considerable  effort 
will  be  involved."  "Oh,  yes,"  said  the 
neighbor,  "you  will  pass  many  sleepless 
nights  and  toilsome  days,  but  it  is  good 
pay,  and  a  chance  for  advancement." 
"Urn,"  said  the  man,  "and  who  are  you?" 
"I  am  called  Opportunity."  "Um!  You 
call  yourself  Opportunity,  but  you  look 
like  Hard  Work  to  me!"  And  he  slammed 
the  door! — New  Success. 
;:-  *  si- 
Looking  For  Their  Messiah 
A  writer  in  The  King's  Business  says: 
"Recently  in  one  of  the  orthodox  syna- 
gogues of  Brooklyn  during  certain  days 
of  repentance  and  prayer,  Jews  were 
seen  lying  on  their  faces  before  God,  cry- 
ing to  Him  for  protection  upon  their  per- 
secuted brethren,  especially  in  Russia.  One 
elderlv  Jew  lifted  up  his  hands  toward  , 
heaven,  and  in  agony  of  soul,  cried  out: 
'O,  that  Thou  wouldst  rend  the  heavens 
and  come  down.'  .  .  .  'Lord,  he  said, 
'send  Messiah,  and  should  Jesus  of  the 
Gentiles  be  the  one,  grant  us  a  sign  that 
we  may  be  sure  that  it  is  really  so,  and 
forgive  our  guilt  toward  Him.' 

Picking  Up  Father's  Glove 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
I  saw  him  under  a  halo  of  high  ideals  and 
a  gentleness  that  has  completely  won  your 
heart.  Surely,  Robert,  your  guardian 
angel  must  have  smiled  approval  when  he 
saw  a  little  boy  picking  up  father's  glove. 
— Mrs.  L    J.  Schumaker. 
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Growing  Power  of  Mind 

One — Keep  the  body  fit.  Power  of 
thought  depends  upon  a  clear  brain.  A 
clear  brain  depends  upon  good  blood. 
Good  blood  depends  upon  nourishing 
food,  deep  breathing  and  proper  exercise. 

Two — Think  great  thoughts.  Dream 
great  dreams  of  power,  knowledge  and 
sen  ice.  Cultivate  the  reading  habit.  The 
Bible  is  a  wealth  of  literature.  Read  it 
daily.    It   will   be  an   intellectual   tonic. 

Three — Learn  to  love  great  books. 
Feed  on  masterpieces  of  literature.  (See  a 
few  suggestions  below.) 

Four — Embellish  your  life  by  memoriz- 
ing great  hymns,  poems  and  classic  epi- 
grams. 

Five — Store  the  galleries  of  your  mind 
with  pictures  of  great  lives  and  deeds  of 
the  great.  Have  your  own  "hall  of  fame.'' 
Study  over  and  over  the  influences 
which  made  for  greatness  in  their  lives. 
Come  up  under  the  shadow  of  their  lofti- 
ness of  thought,  nobility  of  character  and 
the  sublimity  of   their  courage. 

Six — Open  your  jewel  casket  of  intel- 
lectual treasures  to  kindred  spirit.  Ex- 
change with  them  wealth  of  thought. 
Couch  it  in  the  most  beautiful  language 
you   can   command. 

Seven — Look  to  God  for  that  intellec- 
tual and  spiritual  illumination  which  shall 
give  you  power  to  see  and  feel  the  majes- 
ty of  truth,  in  great  books. — Heart 
Throbs  of  Trull). 


SOME  BOOKS  SUGGESTED  FOR 
YOUR  LIBRARY 

"How  to  Love  the  Victorious  Life,"  by 
an  unknown  Christian.  What  readers  say 
of  this  book:  "It  is  a  wonderful  book, 
and  I  trust  it  will  be  richly  owned  for 
our  Master's  glory." 

This  little  book  is  truly  a  shining  light, 
a  guidepost  for  many  weary  pilgrims. 
Price,    $1.50. 

"The  Power  of  the  Blood  of  Jesus," 
by  Andrew  Murry.  Price.  $1.00.  Any- 
thing written  by  this  author  can  be  re- 
lied upon  and  if  there  is  anvthing  we 
need  to  study  and  hold  ud  today  it  is  the 
blood  of  Christ.  Yes,  there  is  power  in 
the  blood. 

"But  Now  We're  Christians,"  by  D. 
F.  Ackland.  Price  5  0c.  This  is  a  book  of 
testimonies  of  twelve  great  men  of  God. 
They  will   thrill  you. 


"The  Man  God  Uses,"  by  Oswald 
Smith.  Price  7  5c.  This  is  another  great 
writer.  In  the  front  of  this  book  is  also 
a  beautiful  song,  "Deeper  and  Deeper." 
That  is  worth  the  price  of  the  book. 

All  of  these  books  can  be  ordered  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
Cleveland,  Tenn. 


My  High  Resolve- 
Books 


-Great 


Great  books  contain  the  heart  throbs 
of  the  great.  They  are  God's  gardens  of 
wonderful  flowers.  Therefore  I  shall  satu- 
rate my  life  with  great  books.  1  shall 
avoid  the  snare  that  this  frivolous  age 
would  lay  for  me  in  keeping  me  so  busy 
that  I  have  no  time  to  place  the  powe" 
of  great  books  in  my  life.  I  resolve  to 
make  my  way  out  through  the  paradise 
of  the  highways  of  literature,"  and  across 
my  years  to  build  God's  great  books  into 
my  life. 

0  Father,  help  me  to  find  just  what 
such  great  books  as  I  may  need  as  I 
travel  on.  Thou  knowest  what  I  need.  I 
trust  this  to  Thee. — Heart  Throbs  of 
Truth. 

LLOYD  DOUGLAS'  BOOK,     "GREEN 
LIGHT."  RECOMMENDED 

1  am  eagerly  looking  forward  for  the 
August  Lighted  Pathway.  Do  you  know 
the  only  complaint  I  have  to  offer  on 
the  Lighted  Pathway?  I  don't  get  a  new 
one  every  week.  It  seems  such  a  long 
time  after  receiving  one  until  I  get  an- 
other. I  enjoy  your  editorials  so  very 
much.  It  seems  I  can  hear  you  saying  ev- 
ery word  as  I  read.  Will  you  tell  Mary 
Elizabeth  I  love  the  sketches  from  her 
scrapbook? 

You  may  put  St.  Louis  on  your  Y.  P. 
E.  map  for  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  We  have  a 
regular  attendance  of  about  twenty-five 
or  more  young  people  and  new  ones  come 
every  Friday  night  and  all  of  them  cer- 
tainly like  the  Lighted  Pathway,  but  why' 
shouldn't  they?  It's  a  wonderful  paper. 

I  would  like  to  join  the  reading  club 
and  to  recommend  "Green  Light"  by 
Lloyd  C.  Douglas.  Anything  by  Douglas 
is  splendid  for  that  matter  as  a  book  for 
the  reading  circle.  But  tu  appreciate  this 
book  to  its  fullest  extent  one  must  read 
every  word  of  it.  To  just  scan  through 
it  one  will  not  understand  it  as  thorough- 
ly and  it   would  not  be  quite  so  interest- 


ing. Also,  "How  to  Win  Friends  and  In- 
fluence People"  by  Dale  Carnegie  is  real 
good. — Juanita  Dixon. 

From  Georgia  State  Y.  P.  E. 
Superintendent 

Since  I  am  a  representative  of  the  Y. 
P.  E.  in  Georgia  I  would  like  to  exchange 
a  few  words  with  you. 

I  am  happy  to  say  the  Lord  has  been 
blessing  the  Y.  P.  E.  work  in  a  wonder- 
ful way  in  Georgia  this  year.  We  have 
been  privileged  to  visit  practically  the 
entire  state  since  being  here. 

There  are  twenty-four  districts  in 
Georgia  and  we  have  had  twenty-one  dis- 
trict conventions.  We  have  one  more 
convention  which  will  make  twenty-two. 
Two  districts  are  very  small  and  we  will 
not  be  able  to  get  to  them  this  year.  The 
Lord  has  blessed  in  every  one  of  these 
conventions.  I  am  glad  to  say  people 
have  changed  their  minds  much  about 
Y.   P.   E.   work  in  Georgia. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  a  great  inspir- 
ation to  everyone  who  takes  it.  The 
young  people  in  this  state  could  hardly  do 
without  it.  We  are  doing  our  best  to 
support  and  keep  it  going.  I  feel  a  valua- 
ble paper  as  this  should  never  be  let 
down.  There  are  thousands  of  young  peo- 
ple who  read  this  paper  monthly  and  it 
has  meant   much   to  their  spiritual   life. 

The  Y.  P.  E's  of  Georgia  have  bought 
and  paid  for  a  40x60  tent  this  year.  Oh 
glory!  Praise  God  for  the  young  people 
in  the  Church  of  God  who  have  a  mind 
to  work.  They  are  being  awakened  to  the 
fact  that  other  boys  and  girls  need  the 
gospel  and  we  are  putting  forth  an  ef- 
fort to  get  them  saved. 

If  you  want  to  be  in  some  real  Holy 
Ghost  Y.  P.  E.  services,  come  down  in 
Georgia.  Then  we  have  some  good  teach- 
ers of  the  Word  of  God. 

Our  North  Georgia  Y.  P.  E.  conven- 
tion will  convene  at  Lindale,  Ga.  Sep- 
tember 18,  19.  We  will  have  with  us 
Brother  T.  C.  Franklin,  Y.  P.  E.  Super- 
intendent of  North  Carolina,  and  aiso 
Sister  Harrison.  We  are  expecting  the 
Lord  to  bless  in  a  wonderful  way.  If 
you  can  attend  this  convention,  come 
and  feel  welcome. — J.  L.  McCoy,  Geor- 
gia Y.  P.  E.  Supt. 

Silver  Lining 

Come  on,  young  people,  and  earn 
$15.00  by  selling  100  Silver  Linings.  You 
order  them  and  sell  them  at  2  5c  each. 
Send  us  $10.00  in  thirty  days.  You  can 
divide  them  among  your  people  and  let 
your  whole  church  help  in  selling  them. 
Please  have  your  pastor  recommend  you 
when  you  send  for  the  books.  They  can- 
not be  returned.  Send  order  to  Alda  B. 
Harrison,  Cleveland    Tenn. 
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WHAT  TO  DO  WITH  CARE 

Care  has  a  great  deal  to  do  with  the 
lives  of  most  people,  and  there  never  was 
a  time  when  there  was  more  care  than 
now,  care  as  a  burden,  care  that  causes 
worry,  anxiety,  the  kind  that  Christ 
meant  when  He  spoke  in  the  parable  of 
Matthew  13:22  of  the  good  seed  that  fell 
among  thorns — "And  the  care  of  this 
world,  and  the  deceitfulness  of  riches, 
choke  the  Word,  and  he  becometh  un.- 
fruitful."  Care  is  one  of  Satan's  greatest 
snares  to  trap  unwary  souls.  Turn  to  1 
Peter  5:7,  9  and  you  will  get  Christ's 
statement  of  these  great  truths  through 
Peter:  "Casting  all  your  care  upon  him; 
for  he  careth  for  you.  Be  sober,  be  vigi- 
lant; because  your  adversary  the  devil,  as 
a  roaring  lion,  walketh  about,  seeking 
whom  he  may  devour.  Whom  resist  sted- 
fast  in  the  faith,  knowing  that  the  same 
afflictions  are  accomplished  in  your 
brethren  that  are  in  the  world." 

Christ  gives  His  people  something  to 
do  with  their  dangerous  cares;  they  are 
to  cast  them  all  upon  Him,  and  the  as- 
surance He  gives  to  them  is  that  He  cares 
for  them.  His  blessed,  glorious  remedy 
for  care  is  here  given  in  plain,  simple 
words,  linked  up  by  Him  with  the  ex- 
hortation, "Humble  yourselves  therefore 
under  the  mighty  hand  of  God,  that  he 
may  exalt  you  in  due   time." 

Here  every  believer  is  given  in  the 
fewest  possible  words  the  real  remedy  for 
the  dangers  that  come  with  care,  the 
remedy  too  for  every  kind  of  evil.  These 
words  are  really  a  command  from  Christ, 


telling  every  child  of  God  how  to  meet 
our  great  enemy,  and  how  to  deal  with 
one  of  his  worst  and  most  cunning 
snares.  1  Peter  5:5-9  is  a  lesson  in  using 
the  "sword  of  the  Spirit"  (Eph.  6:17). 
How  wonderfullv  Christ  has  provided  for 
His  weak  children  here  in  this  world,  of 
which  Satan  is  god  and  leader.  We  have 
a  mighty  enemy,  but  how  much  might- 
ier is  our  Leader,  and  what  a  powerful 
Sword  is  in  our  hands  to  meet  the  at- 
tacks of  every  enemy.  All  believers — 
men,  women,  and  children,  need  to  be 
good  swordsmen,  and  these  verses  from 
1  Peter  are  a  precious  example  of  the  keen 
sharpness  of  our  Sword. 

One  of  the  impressive  points  of  this 
teaching  is,  that  to  be  able  to  cast  all  our 
care  upon  God.  we  must  have  familiar 
knowledge  of  Him  through  Christ.  If 
anyone  humbles  himself  under  the  migh- 
ty hand  of  God,  and  casts  all  his  care 
upon  Him,  that  person  must  have  faith 
in  God,  for  "without  faith  it  is  impos- 
sible to  please  him:  for  he  that  cometh 
to  God  must  believe  that  he  is,  and  that 
he  is  a  rewarder  of  them  that  diligently 
seek  him"  (Heb.  11:6).  We  may  learn  a 
lesson  by  comparing  the  prayers  of 
modernist  preachers  with  those  of  men 
who  have  faith  in  God  and  are  ac- 
quainted with  Him  as  He  reveals  Himself 
in  Christ,  as  their  prayers  come  to  listen- 
ers on  the  radio.  To  the  former  He  is 
the  Almighty  and  Eternal  God,  the  words 
uttered  in  a  cold,  formal  tone,  no  fa- 
miliarity, no  knowledge  of  God  such  as 
is  found  in  Scripture.  But  preachers  who 


really  know  Him  in  Christ  come  to  Him 
with  Christ's  joy  and  peace  in  their  hearts, 
and  they  give  thanks  and  pray  and  praise 
as  those  who  truly  know  Him  and  love  to 
come  to  Him.  God  is  a  stranger  to  the 
modernist,  and  his  prayers  betray  his  ig- 
norance of  God. 

Then  the  Word  says,  "Casting  all  your 
care  upon  Him,"  not  the  great  ones  or  the 
small  ones,  but  all  of  them.  That  done, 
the  soul  has  no  cares  to  burden.  They  are 
gotten  rid  of  by.  faith  in  God.  The  cares 
have  brought  the  soul  to  God,  instead  of 
choking  out  the  good  seed.  Then  there 
is  the  foundation  truth,  "He  careth  for 
you."  Paul  could  sum  up  his  experience 
of  God  in  Christ  by  the  words,  "He 
loved  me,  and  gave  Himself  for  me" 
(Gal.  2:20).  So  believers  have  these  two 
great  foundation  truths  to  rest  upon, 
Christ  loves  us,  and  He  cares  for  us — 
truths  most  simple,  yet  so  vast  in  what 
they  reveal  as  on  God's  part.  Here  is 
where  the  value  of  Scripture  is  on  God's 
part.  Here  is  where  the  value  of  Scrip- 
ture is  made  known.  We  know  Christ 
cares  for  us  because  of  the  testimony  of 
Scripture.  Those  who  reject  the  Scrip- 
tures can  have  no  real  assurance  of  any- 
thing. Human  reason  cannot  judge  the 
Word  of  God,  because  man  is  weak,  ig- 
norant, failing  in  so  many  ways,  while 
God  is   perfect  in  every   way. 

Our  weakness  needs  His  strength,  our 
ignorance  needs  His  wisdom,  our  human 
limitations  need  His  care,  our  hearts  need 
His  love.  And  His  Word  stands  out  so 
plainly,  "My  God  shall  supply  all  your 
need  according  to  His  riches  in  glory  by 
Christ  Jesus"   (Phil.  4:19). 

Luke  10:3  8-41  gives  a  picture  of  the 
actual  working  out  of  Christ's  require- 
ments as  to  care.  There  were  two  sisters; 
one  sat  at  Christ's  feet  and  heard  His 
words;  the  other  "was  cumbered  (dis- 
tracted) about  much  serving"  (minis- 
tering) .  You  can  fill  out  this  picture 
that  Luke  gives.  One  sister  was  "dis- 
tracted" with  her  preparations  for  the 
meal,  while  the  other  was  quietly  sitting 
at  His  feet  and  hearing  His  wonderful 
teachings.  Had  Martha  only  known  the 
truth  which  Christ  made  known  in  John 
4:3  2-34,  she  would  have  followed  Mary's 
example,  sat  quietly  and  heard,  instead  of 
being  distracted  with  care.  Mary  knew 
the  remedy  for  the  distractions  of  care, 
Martha  should  have  known  it.  It  was 
God's  will  that  His  Son  should  converse 
with  the  woman  of  Samaria,  and  feeding 
that  soul  was  food  to  Christ,  for  a  hun- 
gry soul  waiting  to  be  fed  by  faith  as  a 
listener  is  true  food  for  Him. 

Mary  had  found  the  one  remedy,  and 
was  using  Christ's  cure  for  anxious  care. 
He  is  offering  this  cure  for  anxiety  to 
every  one  who  is  trusting  Him.  Believing 
in  Christ,  trusting  Him  as  able  to  give 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Vision,  Venture    and    Victory 

The  wise  man  made  an  assertion  that 
where  there  is  no  vision  the  people  perish. 
Prov.    29:18. 

Then  we  quickly  come  to  the  point  of 
view  that  before  anything  worth  while 
is  accomplished  we  must  catch  a  vision, 
and  co  catch  a  vision  doesn't  just  mean- 
to  have  a  mere  dream  but  rather  to  see 
a  possibility  of  an  ideal. 

The  farmer  before  he  begins  his  spring 
work  see;  by  looking  ahead,  himself  in 
the  harvest  season,  with  his  barn  full  of 
grain  and  his .  money  crops  on  the  way 
to  market.  But  the  vision  is  not  a  reality. 
He  must  put  forth  an  effort  in  the  sum- 
mer heat  and  what  other  perils  that  may- 
confront  him.  He  could  rest  under  the 
shade  of  an  inviting  tree  and  have  days 
of  dreams  all  the  year  and  in  the  fall  he 
would  wake  to  the  fact  that  his  barns  are 
empty,  and  his  family  in  need.  He  had  the 
vision  but  didn't  make  the  venture, 
therefore  won  no  victory.  To  venture  is 
to  dare  and  to  dare  against  obstacles  re- 
quires courage  in  whatever  walk  of  life 
an  individual  sees  visions  of  success.  They 
must  put  forth  an  effort  before  that  suc- 
cess (victory)  is  made  a  reality.  I  fancy 
Robert  Fulton  standing  on  the  banks  of 
the  river  catching  a  vision  of  the  great 
ship  pulled  by  the  power  of  steam  and 
making  a  decision  to  venture  to  make  the 
dream  come  true  and  as  a  result  the 
world  has  the  glorious  victory  of  a  means 
of  transportation.  As  a  representative  of 
every  part  of  the  subject  we  find  the 
Apostle  an  ideal. 

First  we  note  that  on  his  way  to  Da- 
mascus, as  recorded  in  the  ninth  chapter 
of  Acts,  that  there  shined  a  light  round 
about  him  from  heaven  and  he  fell  to 
the  earth  and  heard  a  voice  saying  unto 
him,  "Saul!  Saul!  why  persecutest  thou 
me?"  And  listen  to  him  ask,  "Who  art 
thou  Lord?"  to  be  answered,  "I  am  Je- 
sus whom  thou  persecutest.  It  is  hard  for 
thee  to  kick  against  the  pricks."  As  Paul 
is  trembling  and  astonished,  listen  to  the 
glorious  reply,  "Lord!  What  wilt  thou 
have  me  to  do?"  The  attractive  feature 
of  the  vision  is  that  it  was  so  strong  that 
Paul  was  now  willing  for  his  whole  life's 
cycle  to  be  changed  and  he  desires  for  his 
life  to  be  an  ideal  of  the  one  who  has 
made  Himself  known  to  him  on  the  Da- 
mascus road.  Fie  is  so  strong  in  the  de- 
cision that  he  is  willing  to  suffer  perils 
of  every  kind  and  yet  we  find  him  say- 
ing in  Phil.  3:14,  "I  press  toward  the 
mark  for  the  prize  of  the  high  calling  of 
God  in  Christ  Jesus."  Had  he  not  the 
vision  of   the   realities   of   the   prize    that 


awaited  him  he  could  never  have  had  the 
audacity  to  venture  to  ride  hardships  and 
continue  his  fight  of  love  and  loyalty  to 
the  man  of  Gaiilee  as  a  result  of  his 
never  ceasing  venture.  We  have  him  pro- 
nouncing his  own  benediction  in  2  Tim. 
4:7,  8.  "I  have  fought  a  good  fight,  I 
have  finished  my  course,  I  have  kept  the 
faith:  Henceforth  there  is  laid  up  for  me 
a  crown  of  righteousness,  which  the  Lord, 
the  righteous  judge,  shall  give  me  at  that 
day:  and  not  to  me  only,  but  unto  all 
them  that  love  his  appearing."  These  are 
not  words  relating  an  approaching  trage- 
dy to  Paul  but  rather  announcing  the  end 
of  a  real  life  venture  crowned  with  a  vic- 
tory which  means  more  to  him  than  or- 
dinary man  can  confine.  I  feel  that  vic- 
tory is  the  realization  of  an  ideal  worked 
for.  And  that  is  just  what  Paul  was  ex- 
periencing at  the  time  he  uttered  these 
words.  In  order  to  obtain  the  greatest  de- 
gree of  victory  in  any  vocation  of  life, 
it  is  necessary  to  believe  that  that  voca- 
tion holds  the  greatest  charm  of  any  in 
the  world  for  you.  There  are  young  peo- 
ple who  start  out  in  life  with  no  point 
for  which  to  work.  They  have  never 
caught  a  vision  of  any  kind,  they  just 
merely  live  according  to  desires  and  a 
life  lilce  that  will  be  of  no  value.  There 
are  very  few  that  just  happen  to  drift  on 
a  land  of  prosperity  with  no  effort  of 
their  own..  There  are  others  who  have  a 
vision  of  making  money  and  will  use  any 
means  to  secure  their  ambition.  Others 
want  popularity  and  will  have  it  regard- 
less of  the  suffering  it  costs  some  one 
else. 

I  long  lo  see  the  day  when  our  young 
people  see  a  vision  of  heaven  with  all  its 
realities  and  the  woes  and  misery  await- 
ing those  who  fail  to  serve  God.  I  pray 
that  they  will  wake  up  to  the  fact  that 
there  are  souls  to  be  saved  or  lost  on  ev- 
ery side  of  our  journey.  Sometimes  I  won- 
der if  we  really  believe  that  one  soul  is 
worth  more  than  the  world,  and  that  soul 
is  between  everlasting  happiness  and  ever- 
lasting woe,  everlasting  misery  and  ever- 
lasting joy. 

Young  people,  let  us  quit  pitying  our- 
selves for  the  hardships  through  which 
we  are  walking  that  we  will  get  joy  out 
of  suffering.  Some  one  who  was  suffer- 
ing the  torture  of  death  because  of  the 
faith  she  had  in  Christ  was  asked  if  it 
did  not  seem  to  be  great  punishment. 
She  said  that  at  first  it  was  great  but  then 
she  saw  Jesus  and  the  burden  was  changed 
to  joy. 

Now  if  it  seems  that  your  venture  on 
the    road    to   eternal      realities      is      hard. 


draw  near  to  Him  who  doeth  all  things 
well  and  the  burden  will  be  much 
lighter.  The  young  man  or  woman  who 
sees  the  beauty  of  following  in  the  foot- 
steps of  Him  who  walked  the  sandy  shore 
of  Galilee  and  is  willing  to  suffer  the 
self-denial  to  endeavor  to  measure  up  to 
the  high  standard,  which  He  has  left  for 
us  to  measure  our  lives,  has  the  greatest 
vision  that  anyone  can  conceive.  If  the 
venture  is  made  one  can  win  the  victory 
by  being  a  light  to  the  weary  souls  drop- 
ping in  darkness  and  at  the  end  of  the 
way,  the  crown  of  victory.  That  Paul 
tells  us  about.  Success  is  vision,  then  ven- 
ture, and  then  victory. — Sparkman  Coop- 
er, Kentucky  Y.   P.  E.  superintendent. 

HARVEST 

Harvest  'is  a.  wonderfully  suggestive 
word.  One  that  is  full  of  meaning  and 
expressive  of  keen  expectation.  Harvest 
is  the  time  for  the  ingathering  of  the 
grain  that  has  ripened  under  the  warm 
sunshine  and  the  refreshing  showers  of 
the  summer.  If  it  were  not  for  the  look- 
ing forward  to  the  harvest,  the  farmer 
would  have  no  incentive  to  plow  and 
harrow,  and  roil  the  ground,  to  fertilize 
the  soil,  to  sow  the  seed,  and  check  the 
weeds.  It  is  the  thought  of  the  expected 
harvest  that  nerves  the  farmer  to  wipe 
the  sweat  of  toil  from  his  brow,  and  go 
gravely  on  with  his  task,  when  the  sun's 
rays  are  beating  down  far  too  hot  for 
comfort,  and  the  temptation  to  rest  in 
the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree  is  almost 
too  strong  to  be  resisted.  But  when  the 
thought  of  the  harvest  has  been  wisely 
cherished,  and  the  needed  work  has  been 
faithfully  done  and  the  Lord  of  the  harv- 
est has  sent  sunshine  and  rain  hi  just  the 
right  proportion  and  the  ripened  grain  i- 
ready  to  be  gathered,  then  what  a  thrill 
of  joy  is  experienced,  and  what  a  wave  of 
thanksgiving  sweeps  over  all  hearts  as 
the  sheaves  are  despoiled  of  their  precious 
load,  and  the  grain  is  safely  garnered, 
ready  for  the  mill,  or  to  feed  the  patient 
animals  and  fowls  which  faithfully  do 
their  part  toward  bringing  in  the  joy  of 
the  harvest.  Then  after  the  harvest  of  the 
grain  we  have  the  harvest  of  the  fruits 
and  what  more  delightful  task  can  any 
one  imagine  than  the  gathering  of  the 
rosy  cheeked  apples,  the  delicious  peaches, 
pears  and  plums,  and  how  proud  the 
housewife  is  who  has  the  good  fortime 
to  win  a  prize  at  the  Fair  for  the  finest 
display  of  fruits,  canned  or  preserved,  or 
skillfully  concocted  into  jam  or  jelly. 
Later  still  we  have  the  harvest  of  the 
nuts  and  this  is  the  time  in  which,  the 
children  are  always  interested,  and  in 
which  they  find  great  pleasure.  Some  of 
our  health  specialists  are  telling  us  that 
old  and  young  alike,  should  eat  more 
nuts  as  they  contain  important  food 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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Personal  Evangelism 


How  John  R.  Mott  Was  Won 

I  sat  in  New  York  City  last  year  and 
heard  John  R.  Mott,  the  world's  best 
known  and  most  highly  respected  Y.  M. 
C.  A.  worker,  deliver  an  address.  He  pled 
for  a  higher  type  of  manhood  to  fill  the 
responsible  positions  of  the  nations,  men 
who  could  stand  behind  the  pulpit  with 
God-inspired  convictions,  men  who  couid 
rule  democracies  and  not  worship  at 
"the  shrine  of  the  golden  calf."  We  re- 
membered that  for  more  than  thirty 
years  he  has  controlled  the  destinies  of  the 
Y.  M.  C.  A.  abroad.  On  mission  fields 
his  influence  has  been  felt  for  right- 
eousness. He  has  had  more  to  do  with  the 
policies  of  this  great  organization  around 
the  world  than  any  other  man.  I  remem- 
bered, while  listening  to  him,  how  he  was 
won. 

As  a  young  man  John  entered  Cornell 
College  at  Ithaca,  N.  Y.  He  came  as  he 
has  said  to  the  college  indifferent  to  the 
calls  of  religion.  His  heart  was  cold  and 
his  ambitions  were  far  different  from 
those  that  now  motivate  him.  He  wanted 
to  build  into  the  fortunes  of  the  world 
with    fame    and    finance    at    his    bidding. 

He  was  invited  to  attend  a  Sunday 
School  class  in  a  Methodist  church  of  the 
city,  where  a  Mr.  Will  Tree  was  the 
teacher.  John  went  with  a  friend.  Mr. 
Tree  taught  the  lesson  with  an  emphasis 
upon  the  spiritual  content.  At  once  the 
future  Y.  M.  C.  A.  worker  felt  his  heart 
begin  ro  warm  toward  religion  and 
Christ.  Sunday  after  Sunday  he  listened 
to  this  unknown  Sunday  School  teacher.' 
Mott  later  testified  that  he  went  to  those 
class  sessions  a  cold  and  indifferent  per- 
son, but  he  came  out  a  transformed  young 
man  with  a  passion  to  serve  the  Lord. 

From  that  time  on  there  was  no  ques- 
tion on  which  side  of  life's  ledger  the  ac- 
count of  Mott's  life  would  appear.  He 
devoted  himself  to  preparation  for  Chris- 
tian work.  When  the  opportunity  came 
to  enter  the  field  of  foreign  service  in 
the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  gladly  he  accepted  it. 
For  all  these  years,  hundreds  of  students 
have  received  a  clearer  conception  of 
Christ  and  service  through  the  work  of 
John  R.  Mott,  who  was  won  by  an  un- 
known Sunday  School  teacher.  The  cause 
of  foreign  missions  owes  much  to  his 
work  and  interest.  His  has  been  a  life  de- 
voted to  the  ideals  of  spreading  the 
knowledge  of  Christ  around  the  world. 

Just  a  Sunday  School  teacher — that  is 
all.  But  in  the  providence  of  God,  that 
teacher  stood  at  the  crossroads  of  a  life, 
yes,  at  the  highway  of  the  nations  of  the 
world.  God  prepared  him  for  one  insig- 
nificant little  task,  that  of  teaching  a  class 
of   young   college   students,    from   whom 


possibly  none  dreamed  that  a  renowned 
worker  would  be  won.  Insignificant,  did 
I  say?  In  the  circle  of  God's  scheme  there 
is  no  place  insignificant,  small,  unknown. 
No  worker  is  unheralded,  as  far  as  divini- 
ty is  concerned. 

Father  Nash  was  reached  by  Finney's 
preaching,  and  this  old  saint  did  much  to 
help  Finney,  the  famed  evangelist,  win  a 
half  million  to  Christ.  It  was  Conrad 
Grebel  that  touched  a  monk  by  name  of 
Menno  Simons.  Grebel,  a  layman,  stirred 
the  preacher  and  out  of  the  contact  came 
the  Mennonite  Church  was  has  stood  for 
purity  through  the  centuries.  It  was 
Christian  David,  unknown,  hated  and 
persecuted  Hussite,  that  asked  to  live  on 
the  estate  of  Zinzendorf  in  Prussia.  Soon 
the  faithful  follower  of  Jesus  moved  the 
heart  of  the  Count,  and  he  accepted 
Christ,  and  became  the  father  of  the 
Moravian  Church,  which  has  meant  so 
much  to  the  cause  of  foreign  missions 
through  the  years. 

Be  your  task  small,  your  abilities  weak, 
your  sphere  of  influence  limited — serve 
to  the  capacity  of  your  ability  your  God. 
Win  your  one.  For  I  think  heaven's 
gates  swing  a  little  wider  open  for  the 
personal  worker  who  brings  a  trophy  with 
him. 

"EACH  ONE  WIN  ONE" 
— Bertram   Williams   in     Young    People's 
Journal. 

How  Baxter,    Doddridge    and 
Wilberforce  Were  Won 

It  was  an  unknown  woman  this  time 
to  whom  the  laurels  of  victory  must  go. 
She  set  in  order  a  series  of  events  which 
raced  through  the  years  with  telling  ef- 
fect for  the  Master.  The  instrument  at 
her  command  was  onlv  a  little  tract, 
which  she  dropped  in  the  pathway  of  an- 
other. This  one  proved  to  be  Richard 
Baxter,  young  in  years,  but  destined  to 
shine  with  inextinguishable  luster.  He  at 
once  entered  upon  the  career  which  was 
to  make  him  one  of  the  best  known  the- 
ologians and  writers  of  the  centuries.  Be- 
fore his  light  had  set  he  had  published 
one  hundred  and  sixty-eight  books,  two 
of  which  remain  renowned,  "The  Saints' 
Everlasting  Life"  and  a  "Call  to  the  Un- 
converted." 

Some  fifty  years  later  the  last  book 
was  read  by  a  brilliant  young  man,  whose 
mother  had  taught  him  to  read  the  Bible 
in  the  original  before  he  was  five  years 
old.  Philip  Doddridge  it  was  who  paved 
the  way  for  missions  among  the  English 
Nonconformists,  and  founded  a  society 
for  distributing  the  Bible  among  the  poor. 
He  became  a  wonderful  Bible  exegete,  and 


wrote  "The  Family  Expositor,"  a  com- 
mentary on  the  Bible  still  extant.  Among 
his  writings,  to  carry  this  silvery  thread 
from  the  tract  dropped  by  the  unknown 
woman,  was  "Rise  and  Progress  of  Re- 
ligion in  the  Soul." 

Another  fifty  years  passed,  but  the 
fruit  of  the  tract  was  again  ready  to 
ripen.  A  young  philanthropist,  only 
twenty-one,  entered  parliament,  and 
soon  found  in  the  fore  of  such  move- 
ments as  those  against  vice,  the  spreading 
of  the  Bible,  missions  and  slavery.  The 
mighty  work  of  his  life  was  in  fighting 
against  slavery.  It  was  he  who  had  the 
anti-slavery  bill  signed.  Wesley  wrote  one 
of  the  last  letters  of  his  life  to  Wilber- 
force, our  hero. 

In  the  midst  of  these  stirring  activities 
the  last  named  book  by  Doddridge  fell  in- 
to his  hands,  and  immediately  he  ac- 
cepted  the  Master  as  his  Redeemer. 

By  this  time  two  centuries  had  been 
spanned.  Wilberforce  wrote  a  book  called, 
"A  Practical  View  of  Christianity." 
Among  those  reading  it  was  Leigh  Rich- 
mond, who  accepted  Christ  as  his  Lord, 
and  entered  the  ministry.  Later  he  wrote 
a  book  entitled  "The  Dairyman's  Daugh- 
ter," in  which  the  religious  life  is  pre- 
sented. This  book  became  very  popular, 
and  hundreds  and  thousands  of  copies 
were  scattered  throughout  the  English 
world.  Multitudes  were  converted 
through  reading  it.  D.  L.  Moody  received 
great  assistance  from  it,  and  recom- 
mended it  to  others. 

Such  a  tribute  as  this  to  the  "un- 
known woman  who  dropped  a  tract"  is 
equaled  only  by  the  story  of  the  widow's 
mile  or  the  breaking  of  the  alabaster  box 
found  in  the  New  Testament.  Not  even 
her  name  is  recorded,  but  faithfully  she 
carried  on  her  personal  work,  never 
dreaming  of  setting  in  motion  a  mighty 
moving  stream  which  should  sweep  the 
centuries  for  the  Master. 

Just  a  tract  backed  by  a  life  and  pos- 
sibly thrilled  by  the  power  of  a  prayer 
that  the  young  man  coming  behind 
might   read   it   and   be   redeemed. 

Then  my  friend,  scatter  your  tracts  to 
the  winds;  breathe  your  prayer  with  faces 
exalted;  speak  your  words  to  the  ones 
as  you  find  them.  For  from  such  activi- 
ties come  the  winning  of  some  that  are 
later  destined  to  move  the  centuries  for 
Christ.  A  tract  blossoms  and  thousands 
are  saved  through  the  centuries.  Young 
people  pray  on  a  street  corner,  and  a  ball 
player  is  converted,  who  in  turn  brought 
thousands  to  Jesus.  A  Sunday  School 
teacher  spoke  a  word  and  the  lad  Wilbur 
Chapman  was  touched,  who  in  turn  be- 
came God's  instrument  in  reaching  thou- 
sands around  the  world. 

There's  a  place  for  your  personal  work 
in  the  Master's  vineyard.     Find  it.     Go 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more   impressive. 

Song  service :  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  in  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  bf 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  Is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
In    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
handed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
if  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach   a   sermon    in   a   Y.    P.   E.   meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    friends. 


Bible  Lesson 

Topic:    "PEACE,    ONE  OF  THE 
FRUITS  OF  THE  SPIRIT" 
Scripture:   Gal.    5:16-26. 
This   subject   is      vital      to     everybody 
whether  he  is  a  Christian  or  not.  The  an.- 
gels   proclaimed   "peace  on   earth"   to  the 
shepherd  boys  in  honoring  the  coming  in- 
to   the   world    of    the    great    "Prince      of 
Peace"    (Jesus),  and  when  He  was  about 
to  leave   His   disciples  here  on  earth   and 
ascend  into  heaven,      He  said,     "Peace  I 
leave   with   you,      my   peace   I   give   unto 
you:  not  as  the  world  giveth,  give  I  unto 
you.    Let    not    your      heart    be    troubled, 
neither  let  it  be  afraid,"  John   14:27. 

THE  OUTLINE 

I.  Peace,  a  Fruit  of  the  Spirit.  Gal.   5:22. 

II.  Those  who  have  God's  peace: 

1.  The  justified.  Rom.    5:1. 

2.  Those  who  are  in   Christ.   John    16: 
33. 

3.  Those  who  love  God's  law.  Ps.  119: 
165. 

4.  The  meek.  Ps.   37:11. 

5.  Those  who  confide  in  God.  Isa.  26: 
3. 

III.  The  Peace  of  God: 


1.  God  is  its  author.    1   Cor.    14:3  3. 

2.  Comes  through  Jesus  Christ.     John 
14:27;  Luke  2:10,  14. 

3.  It  is  abundant.  Psa.  72:7. 

4.  It  is  like  a  river.  Isa.   66:12. 

5.  It  passeth  all  understanding.  Phil.  4: 
7. 

IV.  God's  People: 

1.  Are  blessed  with  peace.  Ps.  29:11. 

2.  Repose  in  peace.  Psa.  4:8. 

3.  Are  ruled  by  peace.  Phil.  4:7. 

4.  Die  in  peace.  Psa.   37:37. 

V.  It  is  Our  Duty  To: 

1.  Endeavor  to   live   at   peace  with   all 
men.   Heb.    12:14;   Rom.    12:18. 

2.  Love  peace.  Zech.   8:19. 

3.  Seek  peace.   1  Pet.  3:10,  11. 

4.  Make  peace.   Matt.    5:9. 
Illustrations: 

ARMOR  OF  PEACE 
He  that  has  peace  with  God  is  armed 
cap-a-pie;  he  is  covered  from  head  to  foot 
in  a  panoply.  The  arrow  may  fly  against 
it,  but  it  cannot  pierce  it;  for  peace  with 
God  is  a  nail  so  strong,  that  the  broad- 
sword of  Satan  itself  may  be  broken  in 
twain  ere  it  can  pierce  the  flesh.  Oh!  take 
care  that  you  are  at  peace  with  God:  for, 
if  you  are  not,  you  ride  forth  to  tomor- 
row's fight  unarmed,  naked;  and  God 
help  the  man  that  is  unarmed  when  he 
has  to  fight  with  hell  and  earth! — Spur- 
geon. 

PEACE  IN  DEATH 
Joseph  Addison,  the  renowned  author 
and  linguist,  after  enduring  much  physi- 
cal suffering  with  fortitude,  sent  for  the 
young  but  dissipated  Lord  Warwick.  He 
came  and  said,  "Dear  sir,  you  sent  for 
me.  I  believe  and  hope  you  have  some 
commands.  I  shall  hold  them  most  dear." 
— "See,"  said  the  dying  saint,  "in  what 
•peace  a  Christian  can  die!"  and  breathed 
his  life  out  like  a  sleeping  infant. 
PEACE  ON  EARTH 
Happy  the  day  when  every  war-horse 
shall  be  boughed,  when  every  spear  shall 
become  a  pruning-hook,  and  every  sword 
shall  be  made  to  till  the  soil  which  once 
it  stained  with  blood!  This  will  be  the 
last  triumph  of  Christ.  Before  death  it- 
self shall  be  dead,  death's  great  jackal, 
war,  must  die  also;  and  then  shall  there 
be  peace  on  earth,  and  the  angel  shall  say, 
"I  have  gone  up  and  down  through  the 
earth,  and  the  earth  sitteth  still,  and  is 
at  rest:  I  heard  no  tumult  of  war  nor 
noise  of  battle." — Spurgeon. 
GOD'S  PEACE 
The  child  frightened  in  his  play  runs 
to  seek  his  mother.  She  takes  him  upon 
her  lap.  and  presses  his  head  to  her  bosom; 
and.,  with  tendcrest  words  of  love,  she 
looks  down  upon  him,  and  smooths  his 
hair,  and  kisses  his  cheeks,  and  wipes 
away  his  tears.  And  then,  in  a  low  and 
gentle  voice,  she  sings  some  sweet  des- 
cant, some  lullaby  of  love;  and  the  fear 
fades  out  from  his  face,  and  smile  of  sat- 


isfaction plays  over  it,  and  at  length  his 
eyes  close,  and  he  sleeps  in  the  deep 
depths  and  delights  of  peace.  God  Al- 
mighty is  the  mother,  and  the  soul  is  the 
tired  child;  and  He  folds  it  in  His  arms, 
and  dispels  its  fear,  and  lulls  it  to  repose, 
saying,  "Sleep,  my  darling,  sleep!  It  is  I 
who  watches  thee."  "He  giveth  his  be- 
loved sleep."  The  mother's  arms  encircle 
but  one;  but  God  clasps  every  yearning 
soul  to  His  bosom,  and  gives  it  the 
peace  which  passeth  understanding,  be- 
yond the  reach  of  care  or  storm. — 
Beecher. 

NATURE  OF  PEACE 

Peace  is  love  reposing.  It  is  love  on  the 
green  pastures,  it  is  love  beside  the  still 
waters.  It  is  that  great  calm  which  comes 
over  the  conscience  when  it  sees  the 
atonement  sufficient,  and  the  Savior 
willing.  It  is  unclouded  azure  in  a  lake 
of  glass.  It  is  the  soul  which  Christ  has 
pacified,  spread  out  in  serenity  and  simple 
faith,  and  the  Lord  God,  merciful  and 
gracious,  smiling  over  it. — Dr.  J.  Hamil- 
ton. 

PEACE  IN  POVERTY 

I  have  seen  the  Christian  man  in  the 
depths  of  poverty,  when  he  lived  from 
hand  to  mouth,  and  scarcely  knew  where 
he  should  find  the  next  meal,  still  with 
his  mind  unruffled,  calm,  and  quiet.  If 
he  had  been  as  rich  as  an  Indian  prince, 
yet  could  he  not  have  had  less  care.  If 
he  had  been  told  that  his  bread  should 
always  come  to  his  door,  and  the  stream 
which  ran  hard  by  should  never  dry,  if  he 
had  been  quite  sure  that  ravens  would 
bring  him  bread  and  meat  in  the  morn- 
ing and  again  in  the  evening,  he  would 
not  have  been  one  whitmore  calm.  There 
is  his  neighbor  on  the  other  side  of  the 
street  not  half  so  poor,  but  wearied  from 
morning  till  night,  working  his  fingers 
to  the  bone,  bringing  himself  to  the 
grave  with   anxiety. — Spurgeon. 

Bible  Lesson 

Topic:  "THE  PLACE  OF  PRAYER  IN 
THE  LIFE  OF  OUR  LORD" 

Scripture  text:  Mark   1:3  5. 

LEADER'S  THOUGHT 

What  is  prayer?  Communion  with 
God — our  supreme  privilege;  committal 
to  God — our  supreme  pleasure;  co-opera- 
tion with  God — our  supreme  purpose. 
When  we  commune  with  God,  God  com- 
munes with  us,  even  as  in  the  case  of  Ab- 
raham in  the  plains  of  Mamre.  God  and 
Abraham  "talked  together"  over  the  con- 
dition of  Sodom  and  Gomorrah.  How  Ab- 
raham interceded  in  faith  and  humility; 
and  being  importunate,  prevailed!  When 
we  commit  to  God  our  needs,  cares,  prob- 
lems, trials,  difficulties,  impossible  things, 
He  undertakes,  assuming  the  burden  and 
giving  relief  and  release.  "Commit  thy 
way  unto  the  Lord,  trust  also  in  him,  and 
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he  shall  bring  it  to  pass."  When  we,  feel- 
ing the  burden  of  souls,  the  great  needs 
of  the  work,  and  the  supernaturalness,  of 
the  task,  lay  the  matter  before  the  Lord, 
present  the  urgency  of  the  case,  plead  the 
power  of  the  blood  and  the  merit  of  our 
Savior's  name,  we  are  cooperating  with 
God  in  the  carrying  out  of  His  plans  and 
His  purposes  of  love  and  grace.  This  is 
when  prayer  is  not  merely  words  but 
work;  not  a  form  but  force. 

ALONE  WITH  GOD 

Prayer  had  the  primary  place  in  His 
day's  schedule. 

"And  in  the  morning,  rising  up  a 
great  while  before  day."  This,  notwith- 
standing the  previous  day,  had  been  a 
very  busy  one.  He  had  been  teaching  in 
the  synagogue  and  had  cast  out  an  un- 
clean spirit.  Leaving  there,  He  had  gone 
to  the  home  of  Simon  and  Andrew  where 
He  healed  Simon's  wife's  mother  who  was 
"sick  with  a  fever."  In  the  evening  "ail 
the  city  was  gathered  together  at  the 
door.  And  he  healed  many  that  were  sick 
of  divers  diseases,  and  cast  out  many 
demons."  Knowing  also  that  another  busy 
day  was  before  Him,  He  took  very  little 
time  for  sleep,  had  apparently  small  con- 
cern about  food,  arose  from  bed  before 
others  were  up  and  about,  and  slipping 
away  quietly  without  their  knowledge, 
sought  a  solitary  place  for  fellowship 
with  God. 

When  the  day's  work  began,  He  was 
consequently  ready  for  it.  What  an  ex- 
ample for  His  servants  in  these  busy  days 
when  spiritual  activities  seem  to  be  on  the 
increase! 

PRAYER  BEFORE   SERVICE 

Prayer  had  the  prior  place  over  all 
forms  of  service. 

Men  were  seeking  Him;  towns  were 
awaiting  Him;  synagogues  were  open  to 
Him;  sick  ones  were  needing  Him;  but 
He  had  "departed  into  a  solitary  place, 
and  there  prayed."  The  need,  the  greater 
need  as  man  faced  Him,  and  He  sought 
the  presence  of  God  to  obtain  it — wis- 
dom, insight,  perception,  power,  knowl- 
edge of  God's  will.  He  was  then  prepared 
to  "preach  in  their  synagogues  thru-out 
all  Galilee,  and  cast  out  demons,"  as  well 
as  receive  the  crowds  that  came  to  Him 
from  every  quarter. 

THE  TRANSFIGURATION 

"And  it  came  to  pass  about  an  eight 
days  after  these  sayings,  he  took  Peter  and 
John  and  James,  and  went  up  into  a 
mountain  to  pray.  And  as  he  prayed,  the 
fashion  of  his  countenance  was  altered, 
and  his  raiment  was  white  and  glister- 
ing." This  occasion,  so  significant,  was 
linked  with  both  Calvary  and  the  com- 
ing kingdom,  separated  as  events  by  the 
centuries  that  have  since  covered  this  age 
of  grace,  the  time  of  the  calling  out  of 
the  Church. 


BEFORE  GOING  TO  CALVARY 
"And  he  came  out,  and  went,  as  he 
was  wont,  to  the  mount  of  Olives;  and 
his  disciples  also  followed  him.  And  when 
he  was  at  the  place,  he  said  unto  them, 
Pray  that  ye  enter  not  into  temptation. 
And  he  was  withdrawn  from  them  about 
a  stone's  cast,  and  kneeled  down,  and 
prayed."  After  receiving  strength,  "be- 
ing in  an  agony  he  prayed  more  earnest- 
ly." The  greatest  crisis  in  the  history  of 
man's  history  of  man's  redemption  had 
come,  and  what  it  fully  meant  to  Him 
we  shall  probably  never  know.  But  the 
one  great  resort  and  refuge  was  prayer, 
prayer.  And  if  He  felt  the  need  of  it, 
what  about  us?  Communion  with  God 
means  contact  with  the  source  of  all  sup- 
plies, for  all  need,  for  all  special  occa- 
sions. Let  us  follow  Him. 

OUR  PATTERN 

In  prayer  He  is  the  pattern  for  all  be- 
lievers. 

In  this  as  in  other  things  we  can  hear 
Him  saying,  "I  have  given  you  an  ex- 
ample that  ye  should  do  as  I  have  done." 
Then  what  place  do  we  give  to  prayer  in 
our  daily  lives  and  constant  service  for 
Him?  The  answer,  in  practice,  will  de- 
termine the  measure  of  our  love  for  the 
Lord  Jesus  Himself,  the  measure  of  our 
spiritual  health,  growth,  power,  and  suc- 
cess. When  we  say,  "Oh,  to  be  like 
Him!"  let  us  remember  that  this  likeness 
to  Him  is  not  produced  by  "snapshot" 
but  by  "time  exposure."  The  time  ele- 
ment in  prayer  is  vital.  Heaven  is  too 
busy  to  listen  to  listless,  half-hearted 
praying,  or  to  respond  to  pop-calls. 
Jacob's  all  night  of  wrestling  made  an 
era  in  his  life  never  to  be  forgotten, 
brought  God  to  the  rescue,  altered  Esau's 
attitude  and  conduct,  changed  Jacob's 
own  character  as  a  God-conquered  man, 
saved  and  affected  his  after  life,  and  en.- 
tered  into  a  destiny  of  a  nation. 

Philip  Henry  said:  "Pray  alone.  Let 
prayer  be  the  key  of  the  morning  and 
the  bolt  of  the  night.  Be  sure  you  look 
to  your  secret  duty;  keep  that  up  what- 
ever you  do.  The  soul  cannot  prosper  in 
the  neglect  of  it.  Apostasy  generally  be- 
gins at  the  closet  door.  Be  much  in  fel- 
lowship with  God.  The  best  way  to  fight 
against  sin  is  to  fight  it  on  your  knees." 

Henry  Martyn  wrote:  "Let  me  burn 
out  for  God.  After  all,  what  ever  God 
may  appoint,  prayer  is  the  great  thing. 
Oh,  that  I  might  be  a  man  of  prayer!" 

Martin  Luther,  when  once  asked  what 
his  plans  were  for  the  following  day, 
answered:  "Work,  work,  from  early  till 
late.  In  fact,  I  have  so  much  to  do  that 
I  shall  spend  the  first  three  hours  in 
prayer." 

The  story  of  every  great  Christian 
achievement  is  the  history  of  answered 
prayer,  the  outcome  of  time  "alone  with 
God." 


Bible  Lesson 

Topic:  "THE  NEED  OF  WATCHFUL- 
NESS" 
Scripture  text:  Mark  12:37. 

In  closing  His  discourse  concerning  the 
signs  of  His  coming,  Jesus  mentioned  cer- 
tain things  which  should  precede  that 
event;  and  when  they  should  occur,  they 
were  to  be  regarded  as  signs  of  its  near 
approach.  But  the  one  outstanding  truth 
of  the  whole  discourse  is  that,  while  the 
coming  itself  is  an  assured  fact,  the  time 
of  it  is  not  known  by  any  save  the  Father 
Himself.  "In  such  an  hour  as  ye  think 
not  the  Son  of  man  cometh."  In  view  of 
this  Jesus  puts  the  closing  emphasis  upon 
the  need  for  watchfulness.  "What  I  say 
unto  you  I  say  unto  all,  watch."  All  the 
duties,  responsibilities  and  tasks  which 
have  been  assigned  to  the  Church  in  this 
"little  while"  between  our  Lord's  going 
away  and  His  coming  again,  are  to  be 
done  with  the  thought  ever  in  mind  that 
He  may  come  today.  And  that  thought 
should  keep  us  ever  awake,  alert,  expec- 
tant, vigilant,  that  we  may  be  ready  to 
meet  Him  when  He  comes. 

The  reasons  for  this  sleepless,  unceasing 
vigilance  may  be  found  in  the  fact  that 
certain  dangers  beset  the  Church  in  these 
days  of  her  pilgrimage.  Among  these  are, 
first,  the  danger  that  we  shall  begin  to 
think  that  our  Lord  delays  His  coming, 
and  in  consequence  become  careless,  in- 
different, and  worldly.  Then  there  is  the 
danger  of  becoming  censorious,  and  mis- 
treating our  fellow-servants,  assuming  an 
authority  which  does  not  belong  to  us, 
judging  unjustly  and  cruelly  those  who 
may  happen  to  incur  our  displeasure. 
Again  we  may  become  so  absorbed  in  af- 
fairs of  our  own  and  in  things  of  minor 
importance  that  we  neglect  the  Master's 
business  altogether.  And  we  may  allow 
ourselves  to  be  enticed  away  from  the  al- 
legiance to  our  Lord,  and  may  lose  faith 
in  Him;  may  have  our  loyalty  so  cor- 
rupted that  we  shall  be  ensnared  of  the 
devil  and  again  brought  into  bondage  and 
finally  lost^  (See  Matt.  24:48-51.)  How 
necessary,  then,  that  we  be  watchful 
while  our  Lord  is  away. 

There  are  five  things  in  which  we 
should  be  specially  watchful. 

1.  WORDS. 

We  should  watch  our  words.  What  we 
speak  indicates  what  we  have  in  our 
hearts.  Our  speech  should  be  in  words  of 
soberness  and  truth,  seasoned  with  grace. 
For  every  idle  word  we  must  give  ac- 
count in  the  day  of  judgment.  How  easy 
it  is  sometimes  to  say  the  hasty,  cruel, 
unkind  thing  that  cuts  like  a  knife  and 
wounds  the  heart  of  a  friend;  and  then 
how  hard  it  is  to  take  back  the  word  and 
heal  the  broken  friendship.  Those  hasty 
words — how  we  wish  we  could  unsay 
them!    But  it  cannot  be  done.   How  we 
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should  watch  the  gates  of  our  lips!  "If 
any  man  offend  not  in  word,  the  same  is 
a  perfect  man"    (Jas.   3:2). 

2.  ACTIONS. 

We  should  watch  them:  they  are  the 
index  of  our  inner  selves.  Jesus  laid  down 
the  rule  bv  which  we  can  be  tested — "By 
their  fruits  ye  shall  know  them."  By  do- 
ing things  repeatedly,  we  fix  our  char- 
acters. If  one  allows  himself  to  do  an 
evil  act,  next  time  it  is  easier,  and  so  on, 
until  at  last  he  finds  he  is  entangled  in 
the  meshes  of  evil  habit  from  which 
there  can  be  no  escape  except  by  a  miracle 
of  grace.  How  careful  then  ought  we  to 
be  as  to  the  things  we  do. 

3.  THOUGHTS. 

Back  oi  our  words  and  back  of  our 
actions  are  our  thoughts.  "As  a  man 
rhinketh  in  his  heart,  so  is  he."  If  we 
think  no  evil  thought,  we  shall  speak  no 
evil  word  and  do  no  evil  deed.  Through 
infirmity  of  judgment  one  may  do  and 
say  that  which  seems  to  be  evil,  and  if 
the  thoughts  of  the  heart  are  right  there 
can  be  no  intentional  evil  in  any  thing 
we  do  or  say.  If  evil  thoughts  come  into 
the  mind,  we  must  not  harbor  them;  for 
if  we  do  though  the  effect  of  them  may 
not  appear  for  a  time,  yet  they  will 
poison  the  very  springs  of  our  life.  Let 
us  guard  our  thoughts. 

4.  COMPANIONSHIP. 

Paul  says,  Evil  communications  cor- 
rupt good  manners;  which  may  be  taken 
to  mean,  Evil  companionships  corrupt 
good  morals.  A  man  is  rated  by  the  com- 
pany he  keeps.  The  servant  of  the  Lord 
is  commanded  to  be  ready  when  his  Lord 
cometh,  and  he  cannot  afford  to  b: 
found  in  the  companionship  of  evil  men. 
He  may  go  among  them  to  do  them 
good,  and  thus  be  carrying  out  his  Mas- 
ter's commission;  but  to  seek  their  com- 
pany merely  for  the  sake  of  their  com- 
panionship will  most  certainly  result  in 
bringing  his  moral  standard  down  to  the 
level  of  theirs.  This  will  mean  loss  to 
himself  and  possibly  reproach  upon  the 
cause  of  the  Master.  How  careful  then 
should  we  be  not  to  walk  in  the  counsel 
of  the  ungodly,  nor  stand  in  the  way  of 
sinners,  nor  sit  in  the  seat  of  the  scoffer 
but  to  let  our  delight  be  in  the  law  of 
the  Lord,  and  to  meditate  in  His  law 
day  and  night. 

5.  HEARTS. 

The  wise  man  said,  Keep  thy  heart 
with  all  diligence;  for  out  of  it  are  the 
issues  of  life.  Back  of  words  and  actions 
and  thoughts  and  choice  of  companions  is 
the  heart.  The  things  which  we  love  and 
cherish  and  choose  and  cling  to  are,  after 
all,  the  things  which  make  or  mar  us  in 
the  sight  of  God.  If  the  heart  is  right,  the 
rest  cannot  be  wrong.  The  pure  in  heart 
will  not  seek  the  associations  which  will 
corrupt  good  morals,  will  not  allow  evil 
thoughts  a  place  in  the  mind  nor  permit 


them  to  issue  in  acts  of  wrong-doing  or 
to  take  form  in  words  that  sting  and  cut 
and  rankle.  No,  the  pure  in  heart  will  de- 
light in  the  things  of  God.  Their  con- 
stant cry  is.  Let  the  words  of  my  mouth 
and  the  meditations  of  my  heart  be  ac- 
ceptab'e  in  thy  sight,  O  Lord,  my 
strength  and  my  redeemer. 

If  we  are  truly  waiting  and  watchful 
for  the  coming  of  our  Lord,  we  shall  be 
careful  of  these  five  gates  of  the  soul; 
we  shall  make  watching  the  daily  busi- 
ness of  our  lives,  that  when  He  comes  we 
shall  be  ready  to  go  in  with  Him  to  the 
Marriage  Supper  of  the  Lamb. 

WHY   SEEK  THE   LOW  LEVEL? 

Why  will  new-born  souls  seek  the  low- 
est level  possible  on  which  to  live  and 
justify  themselves?  Surely  this  disposi- 
tion to  live  as  weak  and  as  poor  a  Chris- 
tian life  as  possible  does  not  come  from 
the  ingrafted  spirit.  It  is  a  product  of  the 
sinful  nature,  and  needs  to  be  eradicated. 
There  is  much  room  for  doubt  as  to  the 
sincerity  of  a  Christian  profession  that  is 
satisfied  to  be  low  because  some  one  else 
is  low. 

Why  should  not  the  Christian  seek  to 
be  the  best  possible  Christian,  regardless 
of  how  other  professing  Christians  live? 
Why  not  get  one's  eye  on  the  high  mark 
and  press  forward  to  it?  Why  be  satisfied 
with  commonplace  attainments  in  the 
Christian  life  any  more  than  in  any  other 
vocation  of  life? 

Bible  Lesson  Outline 
Topic:  "THE  BIBLE  AS  A  MIRROR" 
Introduction:  A  mirror  reflects  the 
true  character  of  things.  So  the  Bible  is  a 
mirror  of  both  man  and  God,  sin  and 
holiness,  earth  and  heaven. 

I.  The  Bible  Reflects  the  True  Character 
of  Man: 

1.  His  heart   (Jer.  17:9;  Matt.  15:19). 

2.  His  mind    (Rom.   8:7). 

3.  His  life   (Eph.   2:1-3). 

4.  His  hope   (Eph.  2:12). 

II.  The  Bible  Reflects  the  Great  Lore  of 
God: 

1.  His  general  love   (John  3:16). 

2.  "His   special   love    (Eph.    5:25). 

3.  His  personal  love  (Gal.  2:20). 

4.  His  undying  love   (Jer.  31:3) 

III.  The  Bible  Reflects  the  Grace  and 
Glory  of  Christ: 

1.  His  spotless     character      (1    Pet.    1: 
19). 

2.  His  perfect  work  (Heb.  10:12-14). 

3.  His  personal  glory    (John   17:5). 

4.  His  saving  power    (Heb.  7:25). 

— Selected. 
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BIBLE  MYSTERIES 

1.  The  mystery  of  the  kingdom  (Matt. 
13:11). 

2.  The  mystery  of  Israel's  Blindness 
(Rom.   11:25). 


3.  The  mystery  of  Translated  Saints  (1 
Cor.   15:51,  52). 

4.  The  mystery  of  the  Church  as  the 
Body  of  Christ   (Eph.  3:4-10). 

5.  The  mystery  of  the  Church  as  the 
Bride  of  Christ    (Eph.   5:32). 

There  was  a  little  boy  living  in  a  fish- 
ing village  on  the  South  Coast,  who  loved 
his  Bible  even  more  than  his  breakfast  or 
dinner,  and  every  morning  he  would  steal 
away  with  it  to  the  seashore. 

One  day  he  was  reading  as  usual,  when 
a  number  of  bovs  found  him  out  and  be- 
gan to  annoy  him.  So,  to  avoid  them,  he 
got  into  a  little  boat  that  was  anchored 
near.  Some  of  them  cut  the  rope,  which 
the  boy,  being  intent  upon  his  Bible,  did 
not  notice  till  he  found  himself  drift- 
ing out  to  sea  on  the  ebbing  tide.  Dark- 
ness and  mis't  spon  came  on,  and  the  poor 
little  boy  was  alone  with  his  Bible  on  the 
wide  stretch  of  water. 

Three  days  after,  a  large  Norwegian 
vessel  was  passing  up  the  Channel,  when 
a  man  at  the  !cok-out  spied  a  black  ob- 
ject on  the  water.  The  captain's  telescope 
soon  made  cut  that  it  was  a  small  boat, 
so  the  ship  sailed  up  to  it,  and  then  they 
saw  a  little  boy  fast  asleep  clasping  a 
Bible.  Thev  lifted  him  out  and  he  awoke, 
but  fainted  away  directly  through  weak- 
ness from  want  of  food.  However,  kind 
care  soon  restored  him,  ond  then  he  told 
his  story,  and  what  a  comfort  his  loved 
Bible  had  been  to  him  in  those  long  lone- 
ly hours  on  the  water,  until  he  was  too 
weak  to  read.  In  this  wonderful  way  God 
saved  the  boy  who  loved  his  Bible. 

Cromwell's  pocket  Bible  once  turned 
aside  a  bullet  that  was  aimed  at  his  heart, 
and  though  we  may  not  be  in  danger 
from  bullets,  our  adversary,  Satan,  is  ever 
ready  to  attack  us  with  his  fiery  darts. 
A  Bible  in  our  pocket  is  no  protection 
against  these.  It  is  only  by  having  it  in 
our  hearts  that  we  can  quench  the  fiery 
darts  of  the  enemy. 

"Thy  Word  have  I  hid  in  mine  heart, 
that  I  might  not  sin  aeainst  Thee." 


What  God  Gives  a  Boy 

A  pair  of  lips  to  speak  true,  kind,  brave 
words. 

A  pair  of  eyes  to  see  the  good  in  peo- 
ple around  him,  and  beauty  instead  of 
ugliness  in   common   things. 

A  pair  of  hands  to  use  for  himself  and 
others,  but  never  against  others  for  him- 
self. 

A  body  to  keep  clean  and  healthy  as  a 
dwelling  for  his  mind  and  a  temple  for 
his  soul. 

A  pair  of  feet  to  do  errands  of  love  and 
kindness,  but  not  to  go  in  places  of  mis- 
chief or  temptation  or  sin. 

A  pair  of  cars  to  hear  music  of  bird, 
tree,  and  human  voice,  but  not  to  listen 
to  what  dishonors  God. — Junior  Life. 
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AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
Charles!"  she  cried  excitedly,  and  handed 
it  to  her  father. 

With  trembling     hand     Mr.      Ludlow 
opened  the  letter  and  read: 

"Dear  Mother,  Father  and  Elizabeth: 
"Before  this  letter  reaches  you,  you 
will  have  discovered  my  vacant  room.  1 
love  you  as  much  as  ever,  but  the  reason 
I  am  leaving  home  is,  I  have  brought  dis- 
grace upon  your  dear  family  name  by  my 
sinful  life.  My  life  is  such  that  Viana  re- 
fuses to  keep  company  with  me  any 
longer  and  I  cannot  blame  her.  I  am  noi 
worthy  of  her.  It  is  all  my  fault,  but  it 
is   breaking  my  heart. 

"I  regret  more  than  I  am  able  to  tell 
you  that  I  have  brought  all  this  sorrow 
and  grief  to  you,  my  dear  ones.  Had  I 
followed  your  advice  and  given  my  heart 
to  God  when  a  boy,  and  then  followed 
in  your  footsteps  as  you  were  following 
the  Lord,  then  all  would  be  different 
now.  Do  not  think,  however,  that  I  am 
expecting  to  go  on  recklessly!  No,  I  shall 
try  to  break  away  from  all  of  my  sinful 
habits  and  some  day,  when  I  am  a  Chris- 
tian, living  a  clean  life,  I  trust  that  you 
will  let  me  come  back  home. 

"Please  do  not  worry  over  me  for  1 
am  not  worthy.  My  first  step  downward 
was  when  I  heard  a  minister  speak  light- 
ly of  revival  meetings  and  of  childhood 
conversions  and  I  decided  not  to  becomc- 
a  Christian  at  that  time.  My  next  step 
was  when  I  saw  the  show,  'Ten  Minutes 
cf  Laughter,'  with  its  underlying,  sug- 
gestive, and  immoral  trend.  It  awakened 
in  me  a  desire  to  drink  a  little  deeper  from 
the  cup  of  sinful  pleasure. 

"Again  I  ask  you  to  forgive  the  past 
and  some  day  I  trust  that  God  will  for- 
give me.  Please  do  not  grieve  over  me. 
"Charles  Ludlow." 
Mr.  Ludlow  and  Elizabeth  knelt  down 
by  Mrs.  Ludlow's  bedside  and  gave 
thanks  to  God  that  Charles  was  yet  alive 
and  earnestly  prayed  that  the  heavenly 
Father  might  heal  his  broken  heart,  and 
save  his  soul  and  bring  him  back  home. 
Day  after  day  passed  by  and  weeks 
slipped  away  into  months  and  months  in- 
to years,  and  yet  no  word  from  Charles, 
except  the  letter  written  on  the  train. 
The  light  in  the  front  hall  of  the  Ludlow 
home  was  never  turned  out  at  night  and 
the  front  door  was  never  locked.  Many 
times  in  the  still  hours  of  the  night 
mother  and  father  arose,  when  they  heard 
footsteps  nearing  the  house,  hoping  to  see- 
the prodigal  son  return. 

After  a  few  hours'  riding  on  the  train 
Charles  arrived  in  the  city  of  Chicago, 
lonesome  and  homesick.  After  eating  a 
scanty  breakfast  he  began  to  look  for  em- 
ployment. With  the  ambition  of  becom- 
ing a  lawyer  still  burning  in  his  heart  he 


went  to  several  lawyers'  offices,  thinking 
perhaps  he  could  get  a  position  there.  An 
elderly  man,  Mr.  Brinkerton,  who  had 
practiced  law  for  many  years,  seemed 
favorably  impressed  with  Charles  and 
showed  some  interest  in  him. 

"Young  man,"  he  said,  "my  advice  to 
you  is,  if  you  now  have  no  money  to 
continue  your  education,  that  you  work 
for  a  year  or  two,  save  your  money,  go 
to  school  and  finish  your  college  course. 
A  personal  friend  of  mine,  Mr.  Bruce,  a 
very  successful  business  man,  is  now 
looking  for  a  trustworthy  young  man  to 
fill  a  vacancy — take  my  card,  tell  him  I 
have  sent  you  and  if  you  can  qualify,  he 
will  give  you  a  chance.  I  will  call  him  up 
and  tell  him  of  your  coming." 

Charles  thanked  him  and  hopefully 
went  his  way.  He  took  the  street  car  and 
soon  arrived  at  the  large  business  house. 
He  entered  the  office,  presented  the  law- 
yer's card  and  was  told  by  a  young  lady 
at  the  desk  to  be  seated.  She  informec; 
him  that  in  a  few  moments  the  president 
of  the  company,  himself,  wished  to  in- 
terview him. 

Charles  took  a  seat  near  the  window, 
looking  out  into  the  busy  street.  He  was 
engrossed  in  deep  thought.  An  aged  gen- 
tleman with  a  kind  face  was  sitting  near. 
He  looked  at  Charles  for  a  few  moments, 
then  addressed  him,  saying,  "Young  man, 
I  suppose  you  wish  to  see  the  president, 
Mr.  Bruce,  in  regard  to  getting  the  posi- 
tion now  open." 

"Yes,  sir,"  Charles  answered,  "I  am 
very  anxious  to  get  a  good  position  with 
a  good,  reliable  firm  like  this  one." 

"Pardon  me,  young  man,  for  the  liber- 
ty I  am  taking  in  speaking  so  freely  to 
you,  a  stranger,  but  I  am  interested  in 
young  men.  It  seems  but  a  day  since  I 
was  interviewed  by  the  president  of  a 
large  business  corporation  like  this  one.  I 
judge  from  your  appearance  that  you  are 
a  young  man  who  have  had  good  train- 
ing. I  hope  that  you  will  succeed  in  get- 
ting the  position  made  vacant  by  the 
death  of  a  very  close  friend  of  mine.  I 
have  been  in  close  touch  with  this  com- 
pany for  many  years  and  I  know  it  to 
be  a  fact  that  every  young  man  who  has 
held  this  position  had  been  rapidly  pro- 
moted. Two  of  them  now  hold  much 
stock  in  the  company  and  are  wealthy 
men.  If  you  can  qualify,  your  future  is 
made." 

"You  may  come  now,"  the  young  lady 
at  the  desk  said  to  Charles.  She  led  the 
way  to  a  beautiful,  spacious  private  of- 
fice. A  very  dignified  gentleman  with  a 
kind  face  was  seated  at  a  large  desk.  He 
asked  Charles  to  be  seated  in  a  chair  to 
his  right. 

"Your  name  is  Charles  Ludlow?"  he 
said. 

"Yes,  sir." 

"And   you    are   looking   for    a    position 


my  friend,  Mr.  Brinkerton,  has  informed 
me." 

"Yes,  sir,  I  am  verv  anxious  to  get  a 
good  position  with  some  eood,  reliable 
firm.'' 

"There  are  a  few  questions  that  I  wish 
to  ask  before  we  go  any  farther.  The 
place  that  is  open  now  is  a  very  respon- 
sible position  and  I  am  very  careful  whom 
I  employ  for  this  particular  place.  The 
questions    that   I    wish    to    ask    are    these: 

"Do  you  use  intoxicating   liquor?" 

"Well,  no,  not  now,"  Charles  answered 
hesitatingly,  "I  did  but  I  have  quit." 

"If  you  ever  did,  that  is  against  you," 
he  said  seriously.  "Do  you  smoke  cigar- 
ettes?" 

"I  do,  but  I  expect  to  quit  that  also," 
he  said  with  a  downcast  look. 

"I  am  sorry,  young  man,  buc  there  is 
no  need  of  interviewing  you  any  further," 
Mr.  Bruce  said,  in  a  kindly,  but  firm 
voice.  "We  never  employ  young  men 
who  use  cigarettes."  He  then  reached 
forth  his  hand  to  bid  him  good-bye. 

"You  do  not  feel  that  you  could  give 
me  a  chance,  providing  I  promise  never 
to  smoke  another  cigarette?"  Charles 
asked. 

"No,"  he  said,  "I  cannot  run  the  risk 
of  employing  a  cigarette  user,  but  in  or- 
der that  you  may  better  understand  why 
I  take  this  position,  I  shall  ask  you  a  few 
more  questions.  Did  your  parents  consent 
when  you  began  the  use  of  cigarettes?" 

"No,  sir,  they  were  very  much  op- 
posed to  it." 

"How  long  did  you  smoke  before  your 
parents  were  aware  of  it?" 

"About  four  months." 

"Then  you  were  successfully  deceiving 
your  parents  for  four  months?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Do  you  not  see,  young  man,  that  the 
very  beginning  of  the  use  of  tobacco 
breeds  deceit?  The  great  majority  of 
young  men  who  will  deceive  their  moth- 
ers— the  best  friend  a  young  man  has — 
will,  when  opportunity  affords,  practice 
deception  with  their  employers.  For  this 
responsible  place  we  must  have  a  young 
man  whom  we  can  implicitly  trust. 
Again,  we  need  a  young  man  with  a  clear 
mind  and  steady  nerves  and  cigarette 
users  usually  have  neither.  Every  boy  who 
graduates  from  high  school  knows  that 
this  is  scientifically  true.  To  fill  responsi- 
ble places,  this  firm  never  employs  men 
who  use,  or  ever  have  used,  cigarettes. 
As  an  experienced,  and  I  think  success- 
ful, business  man,  my  advice  to  you, 
young  man,  is,  never  smoke  another 
cigarette.  It  has  already  crippled  your 
usefulness  and  you  will  perhaps  never  be 
the  success  in  life  you  would  have  been, 
had  you  never  used  tobacco,  but  you  are 
young  and  can,  to  a  great  extent,  over- 
come the  effects  of  it.  Yes,  I  see  a  tear 
in  your  eye,  you  are  sorry  now,  but  re- 
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member  that  there  is  a  law  that  will 
never  be  revoked,  'Whatsoever  a  man 
soweth,  that  shall  he  also  reap.'  Do  not 
get  discouraged,  however,  but  face  the 
future  bravely,  ask  God  to  help  you  and 
you  will  yet  win  out." 

Charles  went  his  way  with  a  heavy 
heart.  He  repeated  slowly  the  words  or 
Mr.  Bruce,  "Remembering  that  there  is  a 
law  that  will  never  be  revoked,  'What- 
soever a  man  soweth,  that  shall  he  also 
reap.'  " 

Charles  was  in  search  of  work  all  the 
rest  of  that  day  and  the  next.  The  third 
day  he  saw  a  sign  in  the  window  of  a 
small   grocery  store,   "Clerk  Wanted." 

"How  much  experience  have  you  had?'" 
asked  the  proprietor. 

Charles  was  forced  to  acknowledge 
that  he  had  none. 

"I  must  have  an  experienced  man,"  he 
answered  coldly. 

"If  you  will  give  me  a  chance  I  shall 
do  my  best  to  make  good,"  Charles  said 
bravely. 

"If  you  are  willing  to  begin  with  small 
wages  we  might  try  it  for  a  week." 

Charles  began  to  work  immediately. 
His  salary  was  soon  increased,  but  was 
never  very  large.  Out  of  his  small  earn- 
ings, however,  he  was  saving  a  little,  plac- 
ing it  in  the  bank,  with  the  hope  that 
some  day  he  would  be  able  to  go  to  school 
again. 

Fully  determined  to  turn  from  his  sin- 
ful ways,  Charles  for  a  time  carefully 
avoided  the  companionship  of  those  who 
were  traveling  the  downward  road  of  sin- 
ful pleasure,  but  one  day  he  made  the 
acquaintance  of  a  young  man  who  was 
rooming  in  the  same  building,  who  was 
also  alone  in  the  city,  having  left  his 
home  in  Tennessee  to  make  his  fortune  in 
the  large  city  of  Chicago.  Soon  they 
drifted  together,  and  with  him,  Charles 
began  to  indulge  in  questionable  amuse- 
ments. When  once  again  he  was  caught 
in  the  whirl  he  soon  drifted  fast  into  all 
of  his  old  habits.  One  evening  at  a  dance 
he  was  introduced  to  a  beautiful  young 
woman,  Judith  Delver — if  indeed  the 
word  beautiful  may  be  used  when  ap- 
plying only  to  face  and  figure,  for  in 
Judith  there  was  neither  beauty  of  char- 
acter nor  of  soul;  however,  even  a  casual 
observer  would  soon  notice  that  she  was 
very  popular  among  the  class  of  young 
people  with  whom  she  mingled,  and  she 
had  many  suitors. 

From  the  first  evening  that  Judith  met 
Charles  Ludlow,  she  was  attracted  to 
him.  He  was  so  different  from  most  of 
the  young  men  who  frequented  the  dance, 
for  the  great  majority  of  them  had 
formed  evil  habits  in  their  childhood  and 
sin  had  left  its  mark  in  the  stooped 
shoulders,  the  sallow  complexion  and  the 
dull  eye;  while  Charles  had  not  been 
drinking    from    the    cup      so      long.      He 


walked  erect,  was  now  a  little  more  than 
six  feet  tall,  a  fine  specimen  of  young 
manhood. 

Judith  carefully  laid  the  meshes  of  her 
net  for  his  feet  and  poor  Charles,  charmed 
by  her  beauty,  and  deceived  by  her  flat- 
tering words,  stepped  into  the  net.  She 
soon  discovered  that  his  training  had  be-'ii 
different  from  hers  and  thus  was  careful 
about  her  conversation  in  his  presence. 
She  invited  him  to  her  home,  but  not  un- 
til she  had  instructed  her  parents  as  io 
their  conduct  while  he  was  there.  Charles 
dressed  well,  was  always  carefully 
groomed  and  Judith's  parents,  thinking 
he  must  be  a  young  man  of  means,  re- 
ceived him  with  open  arms.  However, 
after  a  few  weeks  of  acquaintance  they 
ventured  to  question  him  concerning  his 
business.  He  told  them  that  he  was  clerk 
in  a  grocery  store.  When  they  learned 
this  they  immediately  treated  him  coldly 
and  informed  Judith  that  she  must  no: 
keep  company  with  a  poor  man.  She,  with 
a  toss  of  her  pretty  little  head,  told  them 
that  she  would  do  as  she  pleased.  They 
forbade  her  to  invite  Charles  to  then 
home.  She  was  indignant  at  this.  After 
this  they  attended  dances  and  shows  to- 
gether, but  he  never  again  entered  her 
home.  At  last,  while  in  the  whirl  of 
pleasure  and  intoxicated  by  the  influence 
of  a  series  of  pictures  which  they  saw 
filmed  of  a  young  couple  who  eloped  be- 
cause they  were  opposed  by  the  girl's  pa- 
rents, Judith  suggested  to  Charles  that 
they  do  likewise.  A  few  days  later  they 
obtained  a  license  and  were  married  by 
the  judge. 

(To  be  continued) 

Keeping  Tony's  Confidence 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

that  you  can  always  come  to  mother  and 
tell  her  things,  and  trust  her,  just  as  I 
want  to  be  able  to  trust  you." 

A  relieved  look  passed  over  Tony's  face. 
"Let's  think,"  Elsie  Morton  went  on, 
slipping  her  arm  around  Tony,  "what 
Jesus  would  have  done  if  He  had  been 
here.  He  said  that  we  were  to  do  unto 
others  as  we  would  like  to  have  them  do 
unto  us.  That  is  called  the  Golden  Rule 
Now  if  you  were  Lucy,  and  the  money 
had  been  taken  out  of  your  pocketbook, 
how  would  you  feel,  and  what  would  you 
want  Tonv  Morton  to  do?" 

Tony's  face  was  eager.  "I'd  want  Tony 
to  tell  my  mother  what  became  of  that 
money,  so  she'd  believe  me  when  I  said  I 
didn't  lose  it,  an'  trust  me  to  go  to  the 
store  again." 

Elsie  thought  a  moment. 

"You're  right,  Tony,"  she  said.  "That 
would  be  doing  as  you'd  like  to  be  done 
by.  But  don't  forget,  Tony,  that  Fred 
and  Jimmy  may  be  cross  with  you  if  they 
find  out  that  you've  told.  Are  you  brave 


enough  to  do  by  Lucy  as  you'd  like  to  be 
done  by?" 

Tony's  face  flushed.  Fred  and  Jimmy 
were  older,  and  he  knew  they  could  hit 
him,  and  take  his  marbles  and  top  from 
him. 

"I  have  an  idea,"  Elsie  Morton  said  at 
last.  "Let's  call  Fred  and  Jimmy  into  our 
house  when  they  come  over  this  way  this 
afternoon.  Or  you  could  go  and  ask  them 
to  come,  as  I  have  something  for  them. 
I  can  give  them  each  a  nice  peach." 

"Then  you  and  I,  Tony,  can  tell  Fred 
and  Jimmy  how  sorry  we  are  that  they 
took  the  money  from  Lucy  and  got  Si 
Beamer  to  buy  cigarettes  with  it,  and 
smoked  them.  If  they  each  have  five 
cents  of  their  own,  or  can  earn  five  cents 
by  doing  some  work  for  somebody,  I 
think  they'd  >  be  willing  to  go  and  pay 
Lucy  back,  for  they  can  never  be  happy 
remembering  that  they  have  been  dishon- 
est. 

"Then  if  they  are  sorry  about  the  ciga- 
rettes, and  will  try  not  to  deceive  their 
mothers  any'  more,  we'll  feel  that  we've 
done  our  best  for  them,  without  going 
and  telling  their  mothers.  Then  I  don't 
believe  that  Fred  and  Jimmy  will  be 
cross  with  you.  Think  about  it,  dear,  and 
see  how  you  feel." 

Tony  thought  it  over,  and  after  a 
while  he  came  to  his  mother  and  said: 
"If  Fred  and  Jimmy  haven't  the  money, 
couldn't  we  hire  them  to  rake  our  side 
yard?  I've  got  a  nickel." 

"And  I've  got  one,"  Elsie  told  her  lit- 
tle boy. 

So  that  was  the  plan  finally  worked 
out.  Fred  and  Jimmy  were  really  ashamed 
when  they  realized  the  several  wrong 
things  they  had  done.  They  were  ready  to 
make  good  by  repaying  Lucy  after  they 
had  earned  the  money,  and  they  really 
felt  more  kindly  than  than  ever  before 
toward  Tony  and  his  mother.  —  From 
"The  Baby's  Mother." 

Your  Boy 

Tell  him  to  read  good  books  and  pa- 
pers, for  what  one  reads  and  sees  has  all 
to  do  in  moulding  character.  Tell  him  to 
stay  out  of  bad  company.  You  can  tell 
what  a  boy  or  girl  is  by  the  company 
they  keep.  Tell  him  to  form  right  habits. 
Tell  him  to  be  sober,  this  needs  emphasis 
as  never  before.  Tell  him  to  save  his 
money,  to  be  careful  how  and  where  he 
invests  it.  If  he  squanders  it  you  can  tell 
what  kind  of  man  he  will  be.  Teach  him 
to  pay  tithes  and  to  give  free-will  offer- 
ings to  be  used  in  lifting  the  world  God- 
ward,  and  heavenward.  Tell  him  to  be 
clean  in  life.  There  is  too  much  un- 
cleanness.  Paul's  admonition  to  Timothy 
was,  "Keep  thyself  pure."  "Flee  also 
youthful  lusts." 


September,  1937 


The     LIGHTED     PATHW  AY 


Page  17 


HARVEST 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
value.  One  of  the  most  important  features 
of  the  harvest  is  the  spirit  of  goodwill 
and  kindliness  that  is  always  so  manifest 
i  in  every  community  at  that  time.  Neigh- 
bors who  are  too  busy  to  spend  precious 
hours  in  visiting  through  the  time  of 
planting  and  sowing,  now  come  with 
willing  hands  to  help  glean  the  results  of 
each  other's  labor,  and  preserve  what  Na- 
ture has  so  bountifully  bestowed.  Then 
there  is  the  feasting  and  laughter,  the 
spirit  of  good  fellowship  and  comradeship 
that  brings  all  hearts  nearer  together  and 
adds   dignity    to   labor   and   sweetens   toil. 

Since  it  is  from  the  products  of  the 
ground  that  all  must  be  fed,  the  tilling  of 
the  soil  must  ever  be  the  most  necessary 
work  that  is  to  be  done  and  it  is  the  part 
of  wisdom  for  those  who  have  this  work 
to  do  to  seek  to  know  the  best  method 
of  each  branch  of  husbandry.  Our  gov- 
ernment is  now  sending  out  entirely  free 
bulletins  and  pamphlets  to  help  all  who 
are  engaged  in  agriculture.  People  can 
now  learn  many  valuable  lessons  which 
will  enable  them  to  reap  a  far  more  boun- 
tiful harvest  than  thev  ever  could  do 
without  the  knowledge  thus  gained. 

Some  years  ago  there  were  amusing 
tales  which  went  the  rounds  of  the  Press 
about  some  city-bred  men  who  thought 
to  try  farming  as  a  pastime,  yet  had 
no  knowledge  whatever  of  the  different 
kinds  of  grain  and  who  sowed  their  fields 
with  rye  when  they  wanted  a  crop  of 
wheat. 

Their  mistake  was  made  the  target  for 
our  humorists  to  create  fun  and  laughter 
but  perhaps  it  will  make  us  realize  that 
if  we  want  wheat  we  must  plant  wheat, 
and  that  we  are  always  going  to  reap 
what  we  sow. 

This  is  true  not  only  in  the  physical 
world  but  also  in  the  moral  and  spiritual 
world.  Just  as  there  are  many  weeds 
which  want  to  fill  our  fields  and  gar- 
dens and  take  possession  of  our  lawns,  so 
there  are  many  evils  which  seek  to  crush 
out  the  noble  wheat  of  civic  righteous- 
ness, all  the  beautiful  fruits  of  loyalty 
to  truth,  and  uprightness,  all  the  flowers 
of  peace  and  goodwill  and  kindliness  and 
give  only  a  harvest  of  husks  and  chaff. 
The  young  man  or  woman  who  sows  in 
his  or  her  heart's  garden  the  love  of  the 
cigarette  is  going,  according  to  our  best 
medical  authority,  to  reap  a  harvest  of  a 
weak  heart,  a  clouded  brain,  a  spineless 
will,  and  a  TENDENCY  toward  many 
evils. 

As  we  review  the  work  of  each  day  it 
is  a  fitting  question,  WHAT  WILL  THE 
HARVEST  BE?— Mrs.  L.  J.  Schumaker, 
Rt.  7,  Box   131,  New  Castle,  Pa. 


He  is  Coming 

He  is   coming,   He   is  coming, 
He  is  coming  and  it  won't  be  long; 
He  is  coining,  my  Savior  is  coming, 
Get  your  ticket,  be  on  time. 

Come,  poor  sinner,   come   to  Jesus, 
Come  today  while  you  have   time; 
Come   to  Jesus,   come   to  Jesus, 
He's   the  one   for   you   today. 

He  is  coming   for  His  people, 
O  dear  friends,  please  don't  be  lost; 
For  down  here  we  all  must  suffer, 
But  we'll  soon  lay  down  the  cross. 

Oh,   1  have  so  many  loved  ones 
And  I  hate  to  see  them  lost; 
But  I'm  living  for  my  Savior 
And  they  too  must  bear  the  cross. 

— Lillie  Belle  Guy. 
*  *  * 
There  is  Power  in  the  Blood 

Thank  God  for  the  blood.  It  brings  to 
my  mind  that  old  song, 

There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood, 
Draivn  from   Emmanuel's   veins, 

And  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood- 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

O  Lamb  of  God,  Thy  precious  blood, 

Shall  never  lose  its  power; 
Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  God 

Are  saved  to  sin  no  more. 

Praise  God,  it  has  never  lost  its  power. 
It  holds  good  today.  Thousands  have  been 
washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  and 
have  gone  on  their  way  rejoicing  and 
shouting  the  victory.  "Without  shedding 
of  blood  there  is  no  remission."  Heb.  9: 
2?.  The  one  who  denies  the  blood  of 
Jesus  will  never  enter  the  pearly  gates. 
The  passover  lamb  that  was  slain  in 
Egypt  pointed  down  to  the  time  when 
Christ  should  hang  on  the  cross  and  shed 
His  own  blood  for  our  sins.  The  children 
of  Israel  were  sheltered  under  the 
sprinkled  blood;  hidden  safely  while  the 
death  angel  passed  over,  and  God  said, 
"When  I  see  the  blood,  I  will  pass  over 
you."  Ex.  12:13.  Oh!  What  it  must  have 
meant  to  those  Israelites  down  in  the  lit- 
tle land  of  Goshen  when  they  were  shel- 
tered by  the  hand  of  God.  He  told  them 
to  sprinkle  the  blood  of  the  lamb  on  the 
door  posts  and  on  the  lintels  of  the  door. 
Death  was  to  be  visited  on  every  house 
that  night  in  that  wicked  land,  but  God's 
people  were   tinder  the  blood. 

Children  of  God,  do  you  appreciate  be- 
ing under  the  blood  of  Jesus  today?  Oh 
thank  God,  we  can  all  be  under  the  blood 
and  have  His  protecting  care.  The  blood 
of  bulls  and  of  goats  was  nothing  to  com- 
pare with  the  eternal  sacrifice  that  God 
gave  when  He  sent  His  Son  to  give  His 
life  that  we  might  have  eternal  life.  Oh, 
you  professors  of  a  bloodless  religion;  you 
people   who  hold   a   doctrine   that   denies 


the  blood;  what  will  you  answer  God? 
Many  ministers  of  denominational 
churches  do  not  mention  the  blood,  fear- 
ing they  may  offend  some  "nice"  mem- 
bers of  their  congregation.  He  is  ashamed 
of  the  blood.  It  will  take  the  blood  ap- 
plied to  our  hearts  to  make  the  rapture. 
Many  of  the  writers  of  songs  have  left 
out  the  blood  in  their  song  books.  People 
are  saying,  Away  with  the  blood,  away 
with  this  man  Jesus.  I  just  want  to  say 
again,  thank  God  for  the  blood. — Mrs. 
Gertrude  Coster,  Blacksburg,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  wish  to  express  my  thanks  to  you  for 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  indeed  means 
much  to  me  and  I  enjoy  it  just  more  than 
words  can  tell.  Each  paper  I  read  I 
think  of  you  and  can  see  yen  vividly  as 
you  sit  at  your  big  desk  in  that  small 
room  of  the  Publishing  House,  and  wor- 
ry how  you  can  help  vis  young  people  who 
are  on  the  fields  in  need  of  that  help. 
Sister  Harrison  I,  personally,  for  one, 
think  you  have  done  a  good  job  editing 
a  paper  that  pleases  us  and  it  has  helped 
us  just  a  whole  lot.  The  good  pieces  have 
meant  a  lot  to  me.  I  do  enjoy  them  so 
much. 

Since  Bible  School  has  closed  and  I  am 
no  longer  there  to  talk  to  you  I  just  read 
the  Editor's  Message  and  consider  it  as 
your  letter  to  me.  It  sounds  just  like  you 
talk. 

Sister  Harrison,  would  it  be  impossible 
for  so  small  a  state  to  win  the  Y.  P.  E. 
banner?  We  are  increasing  a  lot  in  our 
Y.  P.  E.  work  and  we  are  trying  our  best 
to  put  the  Lighted  Pathway  over  in  our 
state.  It  is  slow  to  sell  but  once  they  buy 
one  they  are  eager  to  buy  the  second  one. 
— Anna  Mae  Foster,  Sedan,  New  Mexico. 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

It  has  been  quite  awhile  since  you  have 
heard  from  me,  but  I  still  have  the  love 
of  Jesus  within  my  heart.  I  enjoy  read- 
ing the  Lighted  Pathway  and  love  its  Edi- 
tor as  though  she  were  an  intimate  friend 
or  loved  one.  May  God  continue  to  bless 
you  that  you  may  be  able  to  feed  the 
young  people  through  the  Lighted  Path- 
way with  words  of  courage  and  love. — 
Jewell  Kitchens,  Strawn,  Texas. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

May  I  have  a  sample  copy  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  or  any  other  publication 
you  have? 

Would  you  or  any  lady  you  know  care 
to  be  a  pen  pal,  as  I  love  to  write  and 
would  appreciate  hearing  from  ladies  or 
girls? 

Paso  my  address  along  and  you  write 
me  a  letter  or  a  card.  I  love  to  cheer  the 
sick  and  the  distressed.  I  will  answer  all 
letters. — Mrs.  Mamie  Austin,  Box  43  2, 
Brownsville,  Pa. 

Editor's  note:  Writing  letters  to  the 
sick  and  afflicted  and  those  who  need  en- 
couragement is  a  wonderful  ministry.  It 
may  be  that  others  would  enjoy  this  kind 
of  work  for  the  Master.  You  may  be  de- 
prived of  attending  services  by  living  in 
some  obscure  place.  This  would  be  a  good 
way  for  you  to  use  your  time. 

Dear  Lighted  Pathway  readers: 

The  Pathway  is  an  outstanding  paper, 
with  great  interest  to  old  and  young, 
entering  homes  and  being  a  blessing  to 
many  precious  souls.  But  the  time  came 
when  God  called  for  a  greater  interest 
and  a  larger  paper.  We  were  furnished 
with  a  twenty-four  page  paper,  but  in  or- 
der to  keep  this  larger  paper  going  co- 
operation  was   needed. 

Our  Editor,  as  we  could  see,  had  lines 
upon  her  dear  face,  caused  by  trial  and 
labor  and  heavy  burdens  for  the  young 
people.  No  doubt,  in  the  late  hours 
of  night  she  had  been  praying  for 
us  when  we  were  sleeping  away.  She  alone 
couldn't  put  this  over  without  the  co.- 
operation  of  the  young  people.  There- 
fore, she  called  for  each  Y.  P.  E.  to  send 
in  a  yearly  subscription  each  month.  God 
moved  UDOn  Sister  Childers'  heart  and 
showed  her  the  need  of  co-operation.  She 
began  to  pray  and  ask  God  to  help  our 
Y.  P.  E.  to  give  twelve  yearly  subscrip 
tions.  He  showed  her  six  of  the  twelve 
that  were  to  give  this.  It  was  put  before 
the  young  people  and  God  came  down 
in  a  wonderful  way  and  took  charge  of 
the  service. 


The  Holv  Ghost  put  His  seal  upon  it. 
God  gave  us  fifteen  subscriptions.  If  the 
Holy  Ghost  puts  His  aporoval  on  any- 
thing we  must  not  worry  about  it.  He 
will  never  seal  the  wrong  thing. 

Dear  readers,  the  thing  I  am  trying  to 
get  you  to  see  is  the  need  of  co-operation. 
Young  people,  let's  stand  by  Sister  Har- 
rison. Please  read  the  Editor's  message  in 
July  issue,  also  helps  for  tempted  and 
tried.  I  also  read  a  little  poem  to  Gideons. 
It  made  .in  impression  on  me.  It  said  a 
prompt  Gideon  would  pay  on  the  dot.  It 
also  said  our  Gideons  owe  her  $903.6.9. 
Surely  you  will  not  let  her  lose  all  that. 
She  has  been  such  a  blessing  to  all  the 
young  people.  Oh!  how  I  praise  God  for 
her  and  the  Lighted  Pathway.  Sister 
Harrison  is  doing  her  best  for  you  and 
me.  Please,  young  people,  co-operate  with 
her.  Do  you  think  it  right  to  let  her  bear 
all  the  burden.  If  you  ever  did  co-oper- 
ate in  your  life,  please  do  it  now.  I  wish 
I  could  say  something  that  would  help 
you  see  this  just  like  I  do.  Dear  Gideons 
everywhere,  remember  God's  Word  says, 
"A  good  name  is  rather  to  be  chosen  than 
great  riches,  and  loving  favour  rather 
than  silver  and  gold."  Prov.  22:1.  Try- 
to  be  that  Gideon  that  pays  on  the  dot. 
Dear  hearts,  I  know  you  will  co-operate, 
won't  you?  God  wants  young  people  that 
will  do  their  best  for  Him  and  His  cause. 
The  Editor's  message  each  month  means 
much  to  me.  You  know  Nehemiah  5 : 6 
says  that  the  people  had  a  mind  to  work. 
Let's  make  up  our  mind  to  co-operate 
with   Sister   Harrison. 

A  reader  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  a 
member  of  the  Y.  P.  E.— Mrs.  Gertrude 
Coster,  Blacksburg,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I'd  like  to  be  added  to  the  Gid- 
eons. As  I  am  the  only  one  that  gets  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  the  rest  would  like  to 
read  it  too.  Will  you  please  send  me  a 
roll  right  away?  I  think  there  is  no  paper 
like   the   Lighted  Pathway. 

A  sister  in  our  church  had  been  back- 
slidden for  over  a  year  but  had  been  try- 
ing to  get  back  to  the  Lord.  It  seemed  as 
though  she  couldn't  get  enough  faith  to 
trust  Him.  She  surely  went  through 
something.  On  Sunday  she  was  at  our 
place  and  I  gave  her  the  Pathway  to 
read.  The  name  of  the  story  I  don't  re- 
member but  it  was  about  Jim,  how  he 
let  his  light  shine  while  he  did  his  work 
and  through  this  his  boss  got  saved.  When 
she  read  this,  everything  looked  new,  and, 
praise  God,  she  was  saved. — Mrs.  Vernon 
Bauders,  Dundee,  Ohio. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

This  afternoon  I  take  great  pleasure 
in  writing  to  you  regarding  "The 
Lighted  Pathway." 

Sister  Harrison,  we  appreciate  the  fine 
work  you  are  doing  in  behalf  of  the 
young  people.  We  certainly  do  appreci- 
ate the  little  paper  beyond  words  of  ex- 
pression. 

May  the  Lord  richly  bless  you  in  your 
work  for  Him.  Pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  here 
in  Juniata,  Pa. — Eleanor  Diffenderfer. 

Young   People's  Day    at  the 
Florida  Camp  Meeting 

Just  a  few  words  about  the  Young 
People's  Day  at  the  Florida  Camp  Meet- 
ing, Wimauma,  Fia.  Saturday,  June  12, 
was  set  aside  for  the  young  people  and 
truly  the  Lord  blessed  and  set  His  ap- 
proval on  the  young  people's  efforts.  Of- 
ten during  the  day  we  thought  of  Sister 
Harrison  and  wished  she  could  have  been 
with  us,  we  felt  that  it  would  have  en- 
couraged her  and  we  know  that  she 
would  have  been  a  great  blessing  to  the 
young  people.  We  also  wished  every  mem- 
-  ber  of  the  different  Endeavors  could 
have  been  with  us,  and  we  believe  that 
if  even'  Church  of  God  member  who 
does  not  believe  in  Y.  P.  E.  could  have 
been  there  they  would  have  changed  their 
opinion. 

We  had  intended  to  give  the  entire 
program  in  detail  but  due  to  illness  the 
next  day,  which  was  also  the  last  day  of 
camp  meeting,  we  were  unable  to  get 
seme  of  the  speaker's  correct  names  and 
initials  and  to  verify  the  scriptures,  as  we 
took  them  down  so  as  to  avoid  an  error, 
we  will  tell  about   the  day  as  a  whole. 

The  sermon,  "The  Ideal  Church  Mem- 
ber" at  the  sunrise  service,  while  not  di- 
rectly to  the  young  people,  certainly  will 
be  a  blessing  and  inspiration  to  all  who 
heard  it.  We  are  so  glad  that  young  peo- 
ple can  and  do  make  ideal  church  mem- 
bers. As  some  one  was  heard  to  remark 
during  camp  meeting,  "There  is  some- 
thing sweet  and  holy  about  the  sunrise 
service  anyway." 

At  10:00  o'clock  the  young  people 
gathered  out  in  front  of  the  tabernacle 
and  we  marched  to  our  reserved  places, 
two  lines  of  about  a  hundred  in  each 
line.  Shouting  was  heard  all  along  the 
lines  as  we  took  our  places.  As  we  filed 
in  we  were  filled  with  a  solemn,  holy 
feelinsr  bordering  on  sadness  as  we  reai- 
ized  our  responsibility  as  the  young  peo- 
ple of  the  Church  of  God.  We  are  the 
'middle  class'  as  it  were;  the  boys  and 
girls  look  up  to  us  to  be  an  example  to 
them  and  the  older  people  look  back  to  us 
for  strength  and  they  expect  some  of  us 
to  take  their  places  when  they  lay  their 
burdens  down.  The  well-arranged  pro- 
gram consisted  of  some  extra  good  string 
music  and   singing  intermingled  with  in- 
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spiring  talks.  Our  state  superintendent. 
Brother  Stewart  Brinsficld;  opened  the 
program  with  a  scripture  reading.  It  was 
encouraging  and  inspiring  to  hear  what 
the  other  endeavors  have  been  accom- 
plishing. We  were  especially  thrilled  when 
they  told  of  one  little  Endeavor  on  an 
island  with  a  population  of  16  8,  and  had 
at  one  service  an  attendance  of  193 
which  included  every  one  on  the  island 
and  2  5  off  the  island.  Who  said  the  Y. 
P.  E.  couldn't  do  anything? 

The  talk,  "Shall  we  come  down," 
should  be  a  help  to  every  one,  young  and 
old,  who  heard  it.  Young  people,  lift  up 
the  Standard,  don't  come  down  to  the 
world,  we  can't  afford  to  compromise. 
The  program  was  not  so  arranged  as  to 
leave  God  out  of  it  and  He  surely  did 
bless  during  the  testimony  service.  From 
some  of  the  testimonies  we  learned  that 
our  young  people  trust  God  with  their 
bodies  as   well   as  with  their  souls. 

In  the  afternoon  alter  some  more  good 
music  and  singing  we  had  ihree  wonderful 
talks  by  able  speakers.  All  of  the  talks 
proved  to  be  the  results  of  study  and 
prayer  on  the  part  of  the  speakers,  even 
our  older  ministers  seemed  to  enjoy  these 
talks  by  the  young  people. 

Tne  concluding  number  of  this  great 
day  was  a  play,  "The  BETTER  WAY," 
showing  the  results  of  proper  child  train- 
ing. The  child,  who  in  his  childhood  was 
taken  to  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School, 
grew  up  to  be  a  Christian  and  tried  to  be 
an  influence  for  good  to  the  friend 
who  had  had  no  Christian  training  at 
home  and  who  had  not  been  taken  nor 
allowed  to  go  to  church  when  a  child. 

Those  contributing  to  the  musical  part 
of  the  program  were  little  Robert  Tay- 
lor, the  Lazo  sisters  and  the  Harris  sis- 
ters from  Miami,  the  Greenville,  S.  C. 
quartet,  the  Denson  trio,  little  Helen 
Rumler  from  Perry,  and  Sister  Ruth  Bal- 
dree.  The  program  showed  faithful  ef- 
forts on  the  part  of  our  state  superin- 
tendent and  other  members  of  the  pro- 
gram committee.  We  thank  those  in  au- 
thority for  setting  aside  this  day   for  us. 

If  you  were  not  with  us  this  year  you 
missed  a  blessing  and  we  hope  you  will 
plan  to  be  with  us  next  year  on  Young 
People's  Day  in  the  Florida  Camp  Meet- 
ing. Sister  Harrison,  we  hope  that  you 
can  be  with  us  then  and  we  want 
you  to  know  that  the  young  people  of 
Florida  are  behind  you  one  hundred  per 
cent  with  our  prayers  and  good  wishes 
and  are  looking  forward  to  doing  greater 
and  bigger  things  for  Christ  in  the  com- 
ing year. — lone  Watts  Self,  Tampa,  Fla. 

The  heart  that  is  kept  full  of  love  will 
never  become  cranky  or  hard. 


Kentucky  Y.P.E.  Dist.  Conv'n. 

Greetings  to  all  the  dear  Lighted  Path- 
way readers. 

May  we  have  a  little  space  to  tell  of 
our  wonderful  Y.  P.  E.  convention  which 
convened  at  Mitchel  Hill  church  June 
19,  20,  21,  with  Brother  Cooper,  our 
state  Y.  P.  E.  superintendent,  in  charge. 
It  was  his  first  time  to  visit  this  part 
of  Kentucky  and  I  feel  sure  he  was  well 
pleased  with  our  work  here. 

The  Lord  surely  did  bless  in  our  con- 
vention from  the  first  till  the  last. 
Each  service  seemed  to  get  better, 
and  at  the  last  service  we  were  reminded 
of  the  service  for  the  young  people  at  the 
General  Assembly,  when  the  power  fell  in 
such  a  marvelous  way.  We  feel  assured  of 
God's  approval  on  our  Y.  P.  E.  work. 

The  Louisville  church  was  well  repre- 
sented at  each  service.  We  had  all-day 
service  on  Sunday  with  a  bountiful  feast 
of  good  things  to  eat  at  the  noon  hour. 
In  the  afternoon  the  Louisville  Y.  P.  E. 
was  in  charge  with  their  able  president, 
Brother  Alfred  Thompson,  and  group 
leader,  Sister  Birdie  Albro.  They  put  on 
a  good  missionary  program  with  some 
good  songs  and  music.  At  the  close  of 
their  program  the  Mitchel  Llill  Y.  P.  E. 
group  leaders  were  called  to  the  rostrum 
to  display  their  missionary  aprons.  Thes: 
aprons  were  like  Joseph's  coat  "of  many 
colors."  The  aprons  were  white  with 
patches  of  many  colors  and  under  each 
patch  was  money.  A  total  of  $23.75  was 
collected  in  this  manner,  half  for  for- 
eign missions  and  half  for  home  missions. 

We  had  our  program  on  Sunday  night. 
Our  "Booster  Band"  composed  of  chil- 
dren under  twelve  years  of  age,  had  the 
first  and  we  were  especially  proud  of  this 
part  of  our  Y.  P.  E.  Their  cheery  songs 
and  other  work  is  an  inspiration  to  us 
older  ones.  We  expect  great  things  of  our 
"Boosters"  in  the  future.  The  older  ones 
then  came  on  with  their  program.  We 
had  not  quite  finished  when  the  Lord  be- 
gan to  bless  and  it  was  truly  wonder- 
ful. The  president  turned  the  service  over 
to  Brother  Cooper.  With  only  a  few  re- 
marks, he  made  ah  altar  call  and  many 
came  rushing  to  the  altar.  One  was  sav;d, 
one  sanctified  and  one  baptized  with  the 
Holy  Ghost.  We  are  proud  of  our  Y.  P. 
E.  We  have  held  the  state  banner  three 
months. 

I  cannot  close  without  saying  a  word 
for  our  beloved  paper.  We  would  be  lost 
without  "The  Lighted  Pathway".  We  use 
it  at  each  meeting.  I  enjoy  reading  it  at 
home  also.  I  feel  encouraged  and 
strengthened  and  we  all  love  Sister  Har- 
rison  so   derrly. 

May  the  Lord  bless  and  help  her  is  my 
prayer.  —  Charline  Lockard,  Louisville, 
Ky. 


Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

Isn't  it  just  like  the  Lord  to  help  any 
one  do  good.  You  remember  I  promised 
to  help  all  I  could  in  promoting  the 
Lighted  Pathway  but  it  looked  like  I 
was  handicapped  in  that,  as  we  are  try- 
ing to  raise  money  to  build  a  new  church 
and  it  seemed  that  we  couldn't  press  the 
people  any  more  for  money  as  we  were 
doing  all  we  could  for  the  church.  Our 
Gideon  grew  discouraged  and  gave  up  the 
job  so  our  Y.  P.  E.  president  asked  me 
to  take  it.  I  was  so  glad  to  do  so.  I  sell 
ten  each  month  and  give  the  extra  four 
to  people  who  have  never  read  them  be- 
fore and  I  am  sure  they  will  subscribe 
then.  My  goal  is  five  rolls  a  month  and 
I'll  not  be  satisfied  until  I  reach  that. 

Pray  for  me,  Sister  Harrison,  and  re- 
member I  am  one  who  loves  you  and 
prays  for  you  often. — Beatrice  Roberts, 
Albany,  Ga. 

«•    *    » 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Will  you  please  send  me  an  extra  roll 
of  Lighted  Pathways  this  month?  We 
never  seem  to  have  enough  to  go  around 
in  our  Y.  P.  E.  God  is  blessing  here. 
Most  of  our  programs  are  taken  from  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  We  had  the  play  called 
"The  Value  of  a  Single  Soul,"  from  the 
Lighted  Pathway  in  our  service,  also 
at  the  state  convention,  and  God  wonder- 
fully blessed  both  times.  Words  cannot 
express  iust  how  I  feel  about  this  won,- 
derful  paper.  It  has  inspired  our  young 
people  to  go  on  with  the  Lord  and 
helped  in  so  many  ways. 

I  pray  that  God  has  strengthened  your 
body  and  that  He  will  reward  you  and 
your  co-workers  for  sending  out  this  lit- 
tle paper  which  has  been  a  blessing  in  our 
lives. — Edna  Albright,  Somerset,  Pa. 
i'e    SS-    * 

Sister  Alva  Mae  McClure,  state  super- 
intendent of  Y.  P.  E.  in  Pennsylvania, 
writes  that  she  is  urging  her  Gideons  to  be 
prompt  in  remitting  for  papers.  A  pret- 
ty good  idea. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

This  is  my  first  time  to  write  you  al- 
though I  have  been  a  reader  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  for  over  a  year.  It  is 
such  a  wonderful  little  paper  and  I  sure- 
ly enjoy  every  word.  There  are  so  many 
wonderful  things  in  it  that  I  can't  tell 
which  page  I  like  best.  We  use  this  paper 
in  our  meetings.  The  Y.  P.  E.  here  in 
Union,  S.  C.  is  coming  along  fine  and 
most  of  our  young  people  have  the  bless- 
ing and  are  willing  to  do  what  they  can 
for  God.  We  thank  God  for  our  Y.  P. 
E.  president  and  group  captain,  for  thev 
have  the  work  and  young  people  at  heart. 
I  am  praying  that  God  will  bless  all  the 
young  people  everywhere.  May  God's 
richest  blessings  be  on  you. — Mildred 
Pharr,  Union,  S.  C. 


Page  20 


The     LIGHTED     PATHWAY 


September,  1937 


Glints  of  Knowledge 


Static? 

The  hisses,  buzzes  and  other  noises  of  a 
radio  set  are  believed  to  be  caused  by 
lightning  and  other  electrical  discharges 
in  the  atmosphere. 


More  than  forty  million  men,  women 
and  even  children  drive  twenty-six  mil- 
lion motor  vehicles  a  distance  of  400,- 
000,000,000  passenger-miles  annually. 
The  automobile  has  brought  happiness, 
richer  opportunities  and  new  horizons, 
but  it  also  brings  death  to  about  3  6,000 
persons  each  year. 

— o— 

In  New  York  City  at  the  present 
time,  a  man  is  arrested,  charged  with 
some  revolting  sex  offense,  every  six 
hours  on  the  average.  Of  the  1,460  in- 
dividuals so  arrested  annually,  few,  police 
say,  ever  reach  prison  or  asylum. 
— O— 

The  mortality  rate  for  bachelors  is 
about  1218  per  100,000  population,  as 
compared  with  856  for  married  men. 

The  mortality  rate  for  spinsters  is 
1040  per  100,000,  as  compared  with  857 
for  their  married  sisters. 

— o— 

In  the  United  States  enlightened  phy- 
sicians are  advising  their  patients  to  or- 
ganize themselves  into  co-operative  health 
societies  and  to  employ  a  physician  on  a 
salarv  basis.  These  societies  are  develop- 
ing in  all  parts  of  the  country. — Dr. 
Warbasse. 

— O— 
Do  you  know  that  when  the  18th 
Amendment  was  voted  into  the  Consti- 
tution it  closed  the  doors  of  177,790 
saloons,  1,7  54  breweries  and  distillers, 
and  90  per  cent  of  the  Keeley  Cure  In- 
stitutes? 

Do  you  know  that  under  repeal  we 
have  437,000  saloons,  and  that  the  liquor 
cures  are  now  doing  a  landslide  business? 
Do  you  know  that  it  has  been  officially 
announced  that  bootleggers  are  doing  50 
per  cent  of  the  business? — Ethel  Hublcr. 
— O— 
There  are  four  hundred  million  more 
heathen  in  the  world  than  there  were  one 
hundred  years  ago,  according  to  Dr.  Ken- 
neth MacKenzie,  a  well  informed  writer 
on  missionary  themes.  This  in  spite  of  the 
fact  that  the  past  hundred  years  wit- 
nessed the  greatest  known  missionary  ad- 
vance in  the  Christian  era.  This  would 
be  discouraging  if  one  were  expecting  the 
conversion  of  the  world  within  the 
church  age. 

— Cr- 
eancer, which  annually  kills  more  peo- 
ple in   the  United   States   than    any  other 
disease   except   heart   trouble,    is   as   easily 


cured  as  diphtheria  or  any  other  acute  in- 
fectious disease,  if  it  is  treated  in  the 
early  stages,  Dr.  J.  Shelton  Horsiey,  emi- 
nent Richmond  (Va.)  surgeon,  said  in  an 
interview. 

— O— 
With  the  airlines  of  the  United  States 
expecting  to  carry  2  5  0,000  women  pas- 
sengers this  vear,  the  days  of  the  woman 
air  traveler  has  definitely  arrived. — Alice 
Rogers  Hager. 

— O— 

One  out  of  every  five  residents  of  Los 
Angeles  County  is  receiving  relief  funds. 

Taxpayers  were  represented  as  stagger- 
ing beneath  the  burden  of  supporting 
19.36  per  cent  of  the  county's  popula- 
tion of   2,3  66,904  persons. 

It  cost  the  taxpayers  of  the  county  an 
average  of  $87.5  1  apiece  last  year  for  the 
support  of  indigents.  Relief  costs 
mounted  from  92  cents  per  capita  in 
1925    to  $44.52  in   1936. 

No  lessening  of  the  burden  is  in  sight 
for  these  taxpayers  supporting  thousands 
of  transients  on  relief. 

— O— 

According  to  a  tract  issued  by  the 
Bible  Institute  Colportage  Association,  it 
is  claimed  that  three  million  children  are 
born  annually  of  drunken  parents.  Half 
a  million  of  these  are  born  idiots.  Three 
hundred  thousand  are  born  deaf,  dumb 
or  blind. 

— O— 

Americans  spent  more  for  tobacco  last 
year  than  they  gave  to  all  churches  anj 
all  other  welfare  institutions.  They  gave 
$5  51,000,000  to  the  churches  \ind 
spent  $8  5,000,000  for  narcotics  and 
drinks,  and  $890,000,000  for  amuse- 
ments.— Religions  Digest. 
— O— 

Retail  sale  value  of  alcoholic  beverages 
jumped  from  two  billion  dollars  in  1934 
to  three  and  one-quarter  billion  in  1936. 
Every  day  the  traffic  is  tightening  its 
grip  on  the  government  and  the  people. 
As  folks  become  "liquor  conscious,"  the 
traffic  grows  more  conscienceless. — The 
American  Issue. 

— O— 

Accidents  cost  the  United  States  a  grim 
toll  of  111,000  lives  and  a  staggering  bill 
of  $3,700,000,000  in  1936,  the  National 
Safety  Council   estimated   Thursday. 

Its  annual  summary  of  accident  facts 
said  such  fatalities  of  all  types  exceeded 
by  more  than  10,000  the  193  5  total — 
99,967. 

It  noted  one  person  was  injured  ac- 
cidentally every  three   seconds   last   year, 


there  were  10,73  0,000  cases  in  all,  400,- 
000  were  permanently  disabled,  and  an 
accidental  death  occurred  every  five  min,- 
utes. 

— O— 

If  Labor  is  militant,  it  has  taken  a  leaf 
from  certain  segments  of  industry,  and 
especially  steel. 

Up  to  the  New  Deal,  steel  seemed  to 
consider  that  it  must  resist  every  demand 
of  Labor,  giving  as  little  as  possible.  And 
every  "gift"  must  be  accompanied  with 
a  sneer  and  a  slur. 

For  the  first  decades  of  this  century, 
conditions  in  the  steel  towns  were  a  dis- 
grace to  America.  The  cardinal  policy  was 
to  give  to  Labor  only  that  which  Labor 
was  powerful  enough  to  command,  and 
steel  labor  was  not  powerful  enough  to 
command  anything.— Chattanooga  News. 
— O— 
A  Fitting  Phrase 

"A  plague  on  both  your  houses,"  is 
President  Roosevelt's  attitude  on  ex- 
tremists in  industrial  strife,  he  told  the 
press.  Lie  expresses  public  impatience 
with  strikers  who  use  violence  and  em- 
ployers who  refuse  negotiations. 

It  is  a  colorful  phrase,  from  Romeo  and 
Juliet,  as  Shakesperean  readers  know. 
— O— 

Even  if  we  go  back  to  1929  there  were 
about  3  98,000  farm  families  in  this 
country  which  had  a  total  gross  income 
of  less  than  $2  5  0  a  year.  This  included 
the  products  which  they  sold,  traded,  and 
consumed,  their  meat  and  bread,  fruit 
and  vegetables,  and  all  that  they  had  to 
eat.  If  we  assume  that  the  average  size 
of  the  family  was  five  people,  we  had 
1,900,000  people,  each  one  of  whom 
had  a  gross  income  for  the  year  of  $50, 
or  less  than  8  cents  a  day.  Of  course, 
many  of  these  farm  families  are  twice  as 
large  as  the  figure  used  and  therefore, 
the  income  of  many  individuals  would 
be  less. — Congressional  Record. 

Fireworks    and    Independence 

During  the  Revolutionary  War,  4,044 
Americans  were  killed  in  our  successful 
fight  for  independence. 

To  celebrate  this  independence  we  have 
been  observing  July  4  as  a  national  holi- 
day. 

Records  on  fireworks  accidents,  most 
of  them  on  July  4,  have  been  kept  for 
the  past  3  3  years.  In  this  period,  4,300 
persons  have  been  killed  by  fireworks — 
2  56  more  than  were  killed  in  the  Revo- 
lutionary War. 

There  were  6,004  Americans  wounded 
in  the  Revolutionary  War.  More  than 
97,000  have  been  wounded  by  fireworks 
in  the  past  3  3  years. 
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Revival  Incidents 

INTERCEDING    AND    PREVAILING 
PRAYER 

Some  time  ago  a  minister  found  him- 
self in  charge  of  a  steadily  declining 
church;  among  its  members  were  "envy- 
ing, strife,  and  divisions;"  conversions 
were  unknown. 

For  two  years  he  labored  and  prayed, 
but  without  success.  At  length,  discour- 
aged, broken-spirited,  willing  to  die  if 
need  be  for  the  salvation  of  the  people, 
he  cast  himself  at  his  Master's  feet  in  ab- 
solute submission,  exclaiming,  "Lord, 
what  wilt  Thou  have  me  to  do?" 

No  sooner  did  he  do  this  than  God 
gave  to  him  such  a  sight  of  his  past  un- 
faithfulness, and  of  the  uncleanness  of 
his  own  heart,  as  well-nigh  sank  him  in 
despair.  He  felt  the  time  had  come  when 
judgment  must  begin  at  himself,  and 
after  a  sharp  fight  with  unbelief  he  en- 
tered  into   the   rest  of   full   salvation. 

Shortly  after  this  the  spirit  of  inter- 
cession came  upon  him  with  such  power 
that  he  could  scarcely  eat  or  sleep,  and 
at  last  he  received  the  assurance,  so  in- 
describable to  others,  but  so  clear  to  him 
to  whom  it  is  given,  that  his  prayer  was 
heard. 

Calling  the  members  of  his  church  to- 
gether, he  told  them  the  story  of  his  sor- 
rows, his  conflicts  and  his  victory;  and 
though  some  were  skeptical,  and  others 
were  afraid  of  irregularity,  they  agreed  to 
hold  daily  prayer  meetings.  At  these 
meetings  many  tears  were  shed,  many 
acts  of  unfaithfulness  confessed,  many 
petitions  offered  for  the  healing  of  back- 
sliding, and  many  Christians  entered  in- 
to the  experience  of  entire  sanctification. 

Then  followed  earnest,  united  prayer 
for  the  unsaved,  and  soon  prayers  were 
turned  into  songs  of  praise;  and  in  a  few 
months  the  church  had  doubled  the  num- 
ber of  its  members. 

A  young  blacksmith  went  about  two 
years  after  his  conversion  to  live  in  a  val- 
ley where  there  was  a  chapel  which  was 
never  opened  except  on  Sunday  after.- 
noons.  The  congregation  and  school  had 
almost  dwindled  away. 

The  young  man,  who  was  enjoying 
the  experience  of  full  salvation,  and  long- 
ing to  see  souls  saved,  was  deeply  moved 
by  the  indifference  of  the  people.  Hav- 
ing induced  the  five  or  six  aged  Chris- 
tians who  constituted  the  church  to  join 
him  he  held  a  prayer  meeting  in  the 
chapel  every  night.  In   a  little  while     a 


few  young  people  were  attracted  to  the 
place,  and  the  numbers  steadily  increased 
until,  at  the  end  of  a  fortnight,  the  chapel 
was  full  each  evening. 

The  young  man  then  went  to  the  min- 
ister who  resided  in  the  neighboring  town 
and  timidly  asked  for  a  single  preachim; 
service.  The  minister  saw  the  hand  of 
God  in  the  movement,  and  arranged  to 
spend  the  whole  of  the  following  week 
there.  During  that  week  the  little  church 
was  increased  five-fold;  not  only  so,  but 
the  accession  to  the  Sunday  School  and 
congregation  was  so  large  that  a  bigger 
chapel  had  to  be  built  almost  immediate- 

Tnere  never  was  a  time  when  the 
church  was  so  greatly  in  need  of  men — 
Spirit-baptized  men,  men  of  prayer  and 
faith.  If  believers  could  be  made  to  see 
that  this  is  the  will  of  God  concerning 
them,  and  if,  seeing  this,  they  would 
present  themselves  before  God,  asking  for 
this  baptism  of  the  Spirit  on  His  own 
terms,  the  question  of  "How  to  reach  the 
masses"  would  find  a  very  speedy  and 
practical  an  s  w  e  r.  —  Holiness  Mission 
Journal. 

If  You  Do  Not  Pray 

"If  you  do  not  pray,  your  father,  your 
sister,  your  mother,  your  brother,  or 
some  loved  one  or  dear  friend  may  not  be 
convicted  of  sin;  if  you  do  not  pray 
some  door  that  God  would  have  opened 
may  be  closed  forever;  if  you  do  not 
pray  some  barrier  may  stand  still  till  Jesus 
comes. that  God  might  have  hurled  down 
if  you  had  prayed.  If  you  do  not  pray 
onlv  eternity  will  reveal  what  God  has 
lost,  and  what  you  have  lost,  and  what 
the  universe  has  lost  because  of  your  fail- 
ure." 

They  Prayed 

Abraham  prayed  and  God  gave  him 
Lot;   although   the  city  was  destroyed. 

Elijah  prayed  and  God  withheld  the 
rain — He  prayed  again  and  the  rain  came. 

Daniel  prayed  and  the  lions'  mouths 
were  closed. 

Jesus  prayed  and  Lazarus  came  forth 
from  the  tomb. 

The  Church  prayed  and  Peter's  prison 
doors  were  opened. 

The  disciples  prayed  and  "signs  and 
wonders"  were  wrought. 

Martin  Luther  prayed  and  the  refor- 
mation came. 

John  Knox  prayed  and  God  gave  him 
Scotland. 

Evan   Roberts  prayed  and   the  mighty 


Welsh  revival  came. 

PRAY— NOW.— Full  Gospd  and  Res- 
cue  Journal. 

*    ::-    si- 

How  They  Prayed 

George  Whitefield,  the  famous  English 
evangelist,  said:  "Oh  Lord,  give  me  souls, 
or  take  my  soul!" 

Henry  Martyn,  missionary,  kneeling  on 
India's  coral  strands,  cried  out,  "Here  let 
me  burn  out  for  God." 

David  Brainerd,  missionary  to  the 
North  American  Indians,  1718-1747: 
"Lord,  to  Thee  I  dedicate  myself.  Oh, 
accept  of  me,  and  let  me  be  Thine  for,- 
ever.  Lord,  I  desire  nothing  else,  I  desire 
nothing  more."  The  last  words  in  his 
diary,  seven  days  before  he  died — "Oh, 
come,  Lord  Jesus,  come  quickly.  Amen!" 

Thomas  a'Kempis,  1379-1471:  "Give 
what  Thou  wilt,  and  how  much  Thou 
wilt,  and  when  Thou  wilt.  Set  me  where 
Thou  wilt  and  deal  with  me  in  all  things, 
just  as  Thou  wilt." 

Dwight  L.  Moody:  "Use  me  then,  my 
Saviour,  for  whatever  purpose  and  in 
whatever  way  Thou  mayest  require.  Here 
is  my  poor  heart,  an  empty  vessel;  fill  it 
with  Thy  grace." 

Martin  Luther;  a  few  words  from  his 
great  agony  of  prayer  on  the  night  pre- 
ceding his  appearance  before  the  Diet  of 
Worms:  "Do  Thou,  my  God,  do  Thou, 
God,  stand  by  me  against  all  the  world's 
wisdom  and  reason.  Oh,  do  it!  Thou 
must  do  it.  Stand  by  me,  Thou  true, 
eternal  God!" 

John  McKenzie;  a  prayer  of  a  young 
missionary  candidate  as  he  knelt  on  the 
banks  of  the  Lossie:  "O  Lord,  send  me  to 
the  darkest  spot  on  earth." 

Praying  Hyde,  a  missionary  in  India. 
"Father,  give  me  these  souls,  or  I  die." 

Mrs.  Comstock,  a  missionary  in  India, 
a  prayer  of  parting  when  she  sent  her 
children  home:  "Lord  Jesus  I  do  this  for 
Thee." 

John  Hunt,  missionary  to  the  Fiji  Is- 
lands, a  prayer  upon  his  dying  bed: 
"Lord,  save  Fiji,  save  Fiji;  save  these  peo- 
ple, O  Lord;  have  mercy  upon  Fiji;  save 
Fiji." — The  Alliance  Weekly. 
:;-    se-    :;- 

He  Forgot  to  Bow  His  Head 

Hurled  down  to  death  from  the  top 
of  a  train  because  he  forgot  to  bow  his 
head.  It  was  the  duty  of  this  man  to 
stand  on  the  top  of  the  train,  watching 
through  the  long  miles  of  the  run,  lest 
accident  should  come  to  any  of  the  cars. 
By  night  and  by  day  he  must  be  at  his 
post.  Sometimes  in  the  wintertime  the 
tops  of  the  cars  were  slippery  and  dan- 
gerous. Now  and  then  storms  swept 
down  from  the  north  and  he  had  to  cling 
with  all  his  might  to  the  standard  of  the 
brake.  It  was  none  of  these  things,  how- 
ever, which  brought  the  trainman  to  his 
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terrible  end.  He  could  guard  himself 
against  ice  and  storm.  The  trouble  was 
that   he  forgot   to  bow  his  head. 

Just  before  the  train  reached  a  low 
bridge,  the  fringed-out  ends  of  a  dozen 
ropes  stretched  across  the  road  dangled 
in  the  face  of  the  trainman.  These  were 
the  signals  to  him  of  the  approach  of  the 
girders  of  the  bridge.  Now  was  the  time 
for  him  to  stoop  and  escape  danger.  But 
he  forgot!  With  awful  force  his  head 
struck  the  iron  beams  above  him,  and 
he  was  thrown,  crushed  and  bleeding  to 
the  earth — killed  because  he  forgot  to 
bow  his  head! 

If  we  had  only  remembered  the  morn- 
ing watch  with  God  this  morning,  we 
should  have  gone  through  the  night  safe- 
ly. Then  our  hearts  would  have  been 
made  strong  for  all  that  might  come  to 
us.  We  knew  our  weakness;  we  knew  the 
source  of  our  strength;  and  yet  some- 
thing pushed  the  thought  of  the  hour 
with  the  Master  out  of  our  minds.  Who 
knows  what  it  was?  it  matters  not  now. 
The  crisis  came  in  a  moment  when  we 
were  not  aware  of  our  peril,  and  we  went 
down,  slain  because  we  did  not  stoop  to 
be  with  God. 

"I  do  not  need  to  give  this  time  to 
God!  I  am  strong  enough  to  go  through 
the  day  without  bending  the  knee  before 
I  go!" 

Did  you  say  that?  Think  again.  Never 
deceive  yourself  like  that.  Thinking  thus, 
thousands  of  stronger  men  than  you  have 
gone  down  to  ruin.  Give  Him  this  one 
precious  moment.  Bend  the  head  in  prayer 
and  petition  for  His  help  through  the 
day.  Then  go  on  safe  in  His  keeping. — 
Selected. 

::-    ::-    ss- 

Something  Always   Give   Way 

A  Christian  woman  desired  to  obtain 
a  schoolhouse  for  the  purpose  of  start- 
ing a  Sabbath  school,  but  was  refused  Sy 
a  skeptic  trustee.  Still  she  presevered,  and 
asked  him  again  and  again. 

"I  tell  you,  Aunt  Polly,  it  is  of  no  use. 
Once  for  all,  I  say  to  you,  you  cannot 
have  the  schoolhouse  for  such  a  purpose." 

"I  think  I'm  going  to  get  it,"  said 
Aunt  Polly. 

"I  should  like  to  know  how,  if  I  do 
not  give  you  the  key,"  replied  the  trus- 
tee. 

"I  think  the  Lord  is  going  to  unlock 
it." 

"Maybe  He  will,''  said  the  infidel, 
"but  I  can  tell  you  this — He  will  not  get 
the  key  from  me." 

"Well,  I  am  going  to  pray  for  it,  and 
I  have  found  out  from  experience  that 
when  I  keep  on  praying  something  always 
gives  wav."  And  the  next  time  she  came 
the  infidel  gave  way,  and  she  received  the 
key.  More  than  this,  when  others  opposed 
the    school,    he   sustained    her,    and    great 


good  was  done  for  perishing  souls. 
"Something  gives  way."  Sometimes  it  is 
the  man's  will  and  sometimes  it  is  the 
man  himself.  But  God  always  finds 
the  way. — Selected. 

EDITOR'S   MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page     2) 

never  been  known  to  put  on  a  program 
other  than  one  with  a  good  lesson.  That 
should  be  our  aim.  We  have  been  using 
quite  a  few  of  these  plays  in  our  paper 
this  year  and  we  find  them  to  be  a  great 
blessing  among  our  young  people.  Many 
have  written  telling  of  the  blessings  they 
have  brought  to  their  Y.  P.  E's.  We  tried 
to  preach  a  sermon  in  each  of  these  plays. 
We  have  so  much  to  say  about  the  pic- 
ture shows  and  how  dangerous  it  is  for 
our  children  to  go  and  it  is  a  known  fact 
that  things  impressed  upon  the  person 
through  the  eye  has  a  greater  effect  than 
just  reading  about  it  or  hearing  it  re- 
lated. If  that  is  true  of  bad  things,  why 
is  it  not  true  of  good  things  as  well?  If 
we  can  preach  a  good  sermon  by  putting 
on  some  play  to  illustrate  the  lesson  we 
are  trying  to  teach,  we  believe  God  is 
pleased  with  it.  We  have  put  on  num- 
bers of  programs  where  people  were  un- 
der conviction  and  some  have  confessed 
to  a  change  in  their  lives  through  see- 
ing the  play.  We  have  seen  people  leave 
some  of  our  programs  in  tears.  Now  this 
is  the  only  kind  of  programs  we  advocate 
for  our  churches. 

Another  objection  some  bring  is  that 
folks  get  their  feelings  hurt  many  times 
because  they  are  not  selected  to  take 
part.  Well,  if  this  is  an  objection  then 
we  must  do  away  with  our  Sunday 
Schools  and  our  Y.  P.  E's  because  quite 
often  folks  get  hurt  because  they  were 
not  selected  for  superintendent  of  the 
Sunday  School  or  as  president  of  the  Y. 
P.  E.  Instead  of  stopping  our  Sunday 
School  and  Y.  P.  E.  or  our  good  helpful 
programs  why  not  just  pray  for  the 
man,  woman,  boy  or  girl  who  will  get 
offended  until  they  can  measure  up  to 
that  scripture  which  says,  "In  honor  pre- 
ferring one  another."  When  we  get  like 
that  we  need  a  fresh  dip  into  the  crimson 
fountain,  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ.  May 
God  help  us  to  do  everything  to  His  hon- 
or and  glory  and  He  will  take  care  of 
the  rest. 

It  is  not  programs  that  is  sapping  the 
life  from  our  churches.  It  is  criticism, 
jealousy  and  selfishness.  Each  one  want- 
ing every  one  to  see  his  or  her  way  and 
if  they  don't  then  they  are  wrong  and 
nothing  will  satisfy  until  everything  is 
changed  to  suit  their  fancy.  If  God  does 
not  want  you  to  use  your  time  in  certain 
kinds  of  work  then  listen  to  His  voice 
and  leave  the  other  fellow  with  God.  Here 
is  a  little  poem  which  will  be  good  for 


us 

SHEEP 

Often  at  night 
When   I   can't   sleep, 
I  He  in  bed 
And  count  white  sheep. 

I  see  them  go  over 
A  bright  green   stile. 
I  follow  closely 
Until    afterwhile, 

They  turn  into  people. 

As  soon  as  they  do, 

I  lose  all  the  calm 

And  the  peace  that  I  knew. 

You  see,  I  have  learned 
From  my  rural  observing, 
Watching  sheep  climb 
Is  much  less  unnerving, 

Than  trying  to  make 

All  the  people  I  know 

Follow  the  paths 

That  I  want  them  to  go! — Sel. 

New  Gideons 

Margaret  Barher,  Chester,  Pa. 

Austin  Thompson,  Chester,  Pa. 

Gladys  Deskins,  Williamson,  W.  Va. 

Beatrice  Roberts,  Albany,  Ga. 

Marvin  Little,  Washington,  N.  C. 

Nehemiah  Archer,  St.  Ann,  Jam. 

Mrs.  Wm.  Ferguson,  Altoona,  Pa. 

Edith  Ferguson,  E.  Juniata,  Pa. 

Dewitt  Davis,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 

Mrs.  Jack  Stamey,  Candler,  N.  C. 

Lois  Hicks,  W.  Va. 

Mrs.  Betty  Tipton,  Acosta,  Pa. 

Roy  Freeman,  Marietta,  S.  C. 

Mrs.  Thelma  Shelton,  Greer,  S.  C. 

J.  D.   Hopkins,  Honea  Path,   S.   C. 

Kathleen  Winegar,  Bastian,  Va. 

Ethel  Blankenship,  Claysburg,  Pa. 

Lorene  Nelson,  Plant  City,  Fla. 

Hazel  Gibson,  Olney,  111. 

Mrs.   Vernon  Bauders,  Dundee,   Ohio. 

J.  R.  Freeman,  E.  St.  Louis,  111. 

T.  S.   Dieter,  Mt.   Union,  Pa. 

Mrs.  R.  V  Swain,  Rt.  2,  McRae,  Ga. 

Jeanette  Towns,  Towns,  Ga. 

Thelma   Snyder,   Corbin,  Kv. 

Mrs.   Paul  R.  Walker,  Perulack,   Pa. 

Blanche  Grissom,  Red  Bay,  Ala. 

Sarah  Ulsh,  Orbisonia,  Pa. 

Irene  Metts,  Naples,  Fla. 

Mrs.  Maggie  Ricker,  Greeneville,  Tenn. 

Dimple  Sexton,  Resaca,  Ga. 

Iola  Camel,  Woodman,  Ky. 

Mary  Williamson,  Pine  Hill,  Ala. 

Mae  Shipp,  Perdido,  Ala. 

Carl   Morris,   Greenwood,   S.   C. 

Mrs.  R.  E.  Nuzum,  Johnstowns,  Pa. 

Alta  Moore,  E.  St.  Louis,  111. 

To  be  a  Gideon  vou  mav  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  #1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  three  hundred  who  are  going  to  put  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  thi«  year? 
Read    the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 

the  grace  to  see  a  joke, 
To    get    some   happiness   out    of    life   and 
pass  it  on  to  other  folk." 

Problems 

'1 


g      puzzles      you    too    mucn, 


MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 

EDITOR'S  NOTE:  We  get  letters  occasionally 
addressed  to  Miss  Alda  B.  Harrison,  some  to  Mr. 
Alda  B.  Harrison;  others  write  in  asking  if  we  have 
children.  This  month  we  are  giving  you  the  pic- 
ture of  one  of  our  daughters,  hoping  this  will 
settle  this  question.  We  have  a  son  and  another 
daughter  also 

Leave  it  to  Him 

When  night  comes,  the  day's  work 
done,  and  I  would  fain  know  its  worth 
but  cannot,  I  say  to  my  heart:  "Be 
still!  Leave  all  to  God."  'Tis  then  I  rest, 
closing  my  eyes  to  what  is  past,  only 
praying  to  wake  with  clear  vision  for  the 
new  day  and  with  strength  and  courage 
to  do  its  task  the  best  I  can  and  be  glad. 
■ometimes — or  when  and  where  is  nor 
significant — sometime,  life  done,  and  1 
unskilled  to  know  its  worth  or  fix  its 
destiny,  I  will  say  to  my  heart:  "Be 
still!  Leave  all  to  God."  I  think  I  shall 
rest  then,  closing  the  eyes  to  all  of 
earth,  to  wake  with  clear  vision  of  the 
new  life,  and  with  ample  power  and  zest 
for  enterprise  and  infinite  joy. — Albert 
D.  Knapp. 

*   -:j   * 

An  Old  English  Wish 

"Give   me   a   good    digestion,    Lord,      and 

also  something  to  digest, 
Give  me  a  healthy  body,  Lord,  with  serse 

enough   to  keep  it   at  its  best. 
Give  me   a   healthy  mind,   good  Lord,   to 

keep  the  good  and  pure  in  sight, 
Which,    seeing   sin,   is    not   appalled      bui 

finds  a  way  to  set  it  right. 
Give  me  a  mind  that  is  not  bound,  that 

does   not   whimper,   whine   or   sigh. 
Don't  let  me  worry  overmuch  about  the 

fussy  thing  called  T. 
Give  me  a  sense  of  humor,  Lord;  give  me 


"If    a    thim 

child," 
My  mother  used  to  say, 
"Put  it  away, 
Forget  it  awhile, 
And  run  outdoors  and  play." 

TODAY— 

Tired  and  worn  with  a  problem  too  great 

for  my  heart, 
1  shall  lay  it  aside, 
I    shall    go    out    into   the    world      that    is 

wide; 
I  shall  forget 

The  intricate  task — the  fret — 
The  clamor  of  it  to  be  done; 
I  shall  drink  in  the  winey  wind,  and  the 

sun; 
I   shall    lie   down      on   a   green-gold   slope 

awhile; 
I  shall  look  into  the  blue  above  me,  m'Jt 

on  mile, 
I  shall  look  long — 
And  then,  going  back, 
I  shall  laugh  aloud  to  see 
How   simple  is  the  problem   waiting     le! 


Poise 

Today  there  is  so  much  of  blatant  noise 
God   grant   me      peace,      and      give      me 

inward   poise. 
Help  me  to  keep  a  haven  deep  inside, 
Untouched  by  tears,  unseared  by  worth- 
less pride. 
Make  it   as  calm  as  dreams  kept  long  in 
musk. 

Teach  me  to  know  that  even  as  the  hills 
Stand  tall,  serene,  although  the  bright  air 

fills 
With  chaos  or  brief  fanfare,  so  may  I 
Be  unmoved,  too,  and  quiet — if  I  try! 
Let  my  roots  sink  too  deep     for     outer 

touch, 
Then  nothing,  God,  can  hurt  me — over- 
much.— Sel. 

*>    *    » 

The  Plodder's  Petition 

Lord,  let  me  not  be  too  content 
With  life  in  trifling  service  spent — 

Make  me  aspire! 
When  days  with  petty  cares  are  filled, 
Let  me  with  fleeting  thoughts  be  thrilled 

Of  something  higher. 

Help  me  to  long  for  mental  grace 
To  struggle  with  the  commonplace 


I  daily  find; 
May  little  deeds  not  bring  to  fruit 
A   crop  of  little  thoughts   to  suit 

A   shriveled  mind. 

— Helen  Gilbert. 

The  Tree 

The  tree  held  up  her  branches  to  the  sky 
And   danced   and    flirted   in   the   glowing 

sun. 
She  revealed  in  the  summer  just  begun 
And  kissed  each  little  breeze  that  drifted 

by. 
She  was  a  thing  of  beauty  and  of  grace. 
It  was  a  joy  to  see  her  standing  there 
When  passing  blossoms  brushed  her  love- 
ly face, 
Or   summer   rains   dropped   softly  on   her 
hair. 

Then  autumn  came  and  with  a  ruthless 
hand 

Tore  off  her  clothes  to  add  to  his  gay 
store. 

Bereft  and  naked  then  she  had  to  stand 

And  yet  she  seemed  more  lovely  than  be- 
fore. 

An   inner   grace,   a  hidden  symmetry, 

The  source  of  all  her  beauty  was  re- 
vealed, 

A  soul  laid  hid  bare  that  nature  had  con- 
cealed 

And  covered  with  a  gown  of  greenery. 

My  soul  before  the  Lord  is  always  bare, 
I  wonder  if  He  finds  some  beauty  there. 
— Margaret  Hall  Smith. 

My  Creed 

The  food  that  I  share  with  others 

Is  the  food  that  nourishes  me. 

The  strength  that  I  spent  for  others 

Is  the  strength  that  I  retain. 

The  freedom  I  seek  for  others 

Makes  me  forever  free, 

The  pain  that  I  ease  in  others 

Shall    take   away  my  pain. 

The  load  that  I  lift  from  others 

Makes  my  load  disappear. 

The  good  that  I  see  in  others 

My  greatest  good  shall  be. 

The  love  that  I  feel  for  others 

Comes  back  my  life  to  cheer. 

The  path  that  I  walk  with  others 

Is   the  path   God   walks   with  me. 

— By  Grace   Hill  Freeman. 
*    n-   «■ 

If  you  are  tempted  to  reveal 
A  tale   to  you  some  one  has  told 
About   another,   make   it   pass, 
Before  you  speak,  three  gates  of  gold, 
Three  narrow  gates:   First,  "Is  it  true?" 
Then,  "Is  it  needful?"  In  your  mind 
Give  truthful  answer;   and  the  next 
Is  last  and  narrowest,   "Is  it  kind?" 
And  if  to  reach  your  lips  at  last 
It  passes  thru  these  gateways  three, 
Then  you  may  tell,  nor  even  fear 
What  the  result  of  soeech  may  be. 
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THINKING  YOUTH 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

fronted  with  fierce  temptations,  which 
he  was  powerless  to  overcome.  He  began 
to  search  for  God.  Realizing  his  impo- 
tence, he  knew  he  must  find  some  source 
of  strength. 

From  church  to  church,  and  from  cult 
to  cult  he  went  in  his  quest,  but  they  ail 
seemed  to  leave  him  cold.  For  a  time 
Christian  Science  appealed  to  him,  until 
in  one  of  their  Pleading  Rooms  he  got  in- 
to conversation  with  a  Practitioner,  to 
whom  he  remarked,  "I  have  noticed  that 
you  don't  seem  to  have  any  churches 
down  in  the  East  End  for  the  poor." 
"No!"  was  the  reply,  "you  see  they've 
not  up  to  it!"  "Oh!"  said  my  friend, 
"Christ  came  to  the  poor,  and  if  your 
message  is  no  good  for  them,  then  it  is 
no  use  to  me." 

Thank  God  he  ultimately  found  in  the 
Christ  of  the  Cross,  the  One  in  whom 
his  faith  could  function  and  by  whom 
his  life  became  empowered. 

Repent  and  Be  Born  Again 

Nicodemus,  a  Pharisee  and  ruler  of  the 
Jews,  came  to  Jesus  at  night  and  told 
Him  that  they  knew  He  was  a  teacher 
from  God  because  they  knew  that  no  one 
could  do  the  miracles  He  did  unless  God 
was  with  them. 

Jesus  told  Nicodemus  that  unless  a 
man  was  born  again  he  could  not  see  the 
kingdom  of  God  (John  3:3).  But  Nico- 
demus couldn't  understand  how  an  old 
man  could  be  born  again.  (John  3:5.) 
"Except  a  man  be  born  of  water  and  of 
the  Spirit,  he  cannot  enter  into  the  king- 
dom of  God."  This  means  that  no  mat- 
ter how  old  you  are,  you  must  become 
humble  and  as  a  little  child  and  confess 
your  sins  unto  God.  If  you  are  really  in 
earnest  about  the  matter  and  are  willing 
to  obey  God,  He  will  save  you.  When 
you  are  saved,  you  are  born  of  the 
spirit,  and  to  be  born  of  water  you  must 
be  baptized.  When  this  is  done  you  are 
born   of  the  spirit  and  of  water. 

Nicodemus  didn't  believe  these  things 
and  Jesus  asked  him  how  he  was  going  to 
believe  heavenly  things  if  he  didn't  be- 
lieve earthly  things. 

John  3:14,  "And  as  Moses  lifted  up 
the  serpent  in  the  wilderness,  even  so 
must  the  Son  of  man  be  lifted  up."  When 
the  children  of  Israel  were  in  the  wilder- 
ness, and  were  being  bitten  by  the  poi- 
sonous serpents  and  were  dying  because 
they  had  disobeyed  God,  He  told  Moses 
to  make  a  brazen  serpent  and  raise  it  up 
on  a  pole  and  all  who  were  bitten  and 
would  look  up  at  it  would  be  healed,  but 
those  who  did  not  look  at  it  would  die. 
This  ^hows  that  if  we  will  always  look  to 


God,  He  will  supply  our  needs  and  pro- 
tect us  from  harm.  And  when  we  get 
sick  we  won't  have  to  send  for  a  doctor 
and  take  a  lot  of  medicine.  If  we  will 
trust  God,  He  is  all  the  doctor  we  need. 

God  loved  us  so  much  that  He  gave 
His  only  Son  to  die  a  shameful  death  on 
the  cross  of  Calvary  and  bear  our  sins 
that  we  might  be  saved.  John  3:17.  "For 
God  sent  not  His  Son  into  the  world  to 
condemn  the  world;  but  that  the  world 
through  Him  might  be  saved."  If  we  be- 
lieve on  Him  we  are  not  condemned,  but 
if  we  do  not  believe  we  are  already  con- 
demned. 

Because  men's  deeds  are  evil  they  love 
darkness  rather  than  light,  and  will  not 
come  near  the  light  because  they  are 
afraid  their  sins  may  be  found  out  and 
they  might  be  punished.  But  it  doesn't 
matter  how  careful  they  are,  there  is  one 
they  can't  hide  from,  because  the  all  see- 
ing eyes  of  God  see.  everything  that  is 
done  and  he  hears  everything  that  is  said, 
and  they  will  have  to  face  it  on  judg- 
ment day  if  not  before,  if  they  don't 
change  and  accept  God  before  it  is  too 
late.  Those  who  are  mindful  and  do  good 
deeds  always  come  to  the  light  because 
they  know  that  some  one  is  always  watch- 
ing to  see  what  kind  of  a  life  they  livr, 
and  in  some  cases  some  people  are  in- 
fluenced by  the  truthful  life  of  others 
and  accept  God  as  their  Master  also. 

John   3:27.  "A  man  can  receive  noth- 
ing except  it  be  given  him  from  heaven." 
God    gave    us   everything    we   have.      He 
created  the  earth  and  everything  upon  it 
for  our  pleasure.  But  we  do  not  stop  to 
think    of    this.    We    act    as   if   we   owned 
everything  and  were  responsible  for  it  be- 
ing here.  But  God  can  take  it  from  us  in 
the    twinkling   of   an   eye.    No   doubt   wc 
think  we  are  having  all   the  pleasure  we 
need  but  there  is  coming  a  time  when  we 
are    going    to   see    the    difference,      when 
those    who    have    refused    to    accept    God 
and  be  born  again,  wake  up  in   hell  and 
See  God's  children  in  that  beautiful  place 
called   heaven,   with    Him.    They   will    be 
like  the  rich  man   was.  They  will   realize 
how  foolish  they  were  by  rejecting     God 
while    they    had      a   chance.      They      wiii 
scream  and  cry  for  mercy  but  it  will  be 
of  no  use.  Why?  Because  when  they  had 
a  chance  to  repent,  they  refused  to  do  so 
and  now  the  time  for  repentance  is  over 
and  it  is  too  late.  There  will  be  weeping, 
and    wailing,    and    gnashing   of      teeth    as 
they  are  tossed  up  and  down  on  the  fiery 
waves  of  the  lake  of  fire.  But  their  cries 
will    be    in    vain.    They    have    served    the 
devil   through   life   and   need   not  call  on 
God   for  mercy   now   because   He      can't 
help  them,  and  the  devil  will  only  laugh 
at  them  and  torture  them  to  make  their 
suffering   and      agony      worse.   —   Ruby 
Boone. 


The  Church  of  God 

Oh,  the  Church  of  God  is  shining, 
Brighter   than  ever  before; 
She  is  rising  ever  moment; 
Soon  she'll  rest  on  heaven's  shore. 

She  is  the  thing  that  Jesus  died  for, 
And  she  is  going  to  be  His  Bride; 
She'll  be  dressed  in  power  and  glory 
When  she  rests  at  Jesus'  side. 

The  devil  hates  her  blessed  teachings 
And  he  fights  with  all  his  might, 
But  the  fight  won't  last  much  longer. 
For  she'll  soon  be  out  of  sight. 

Oh,  the  pure,  clean  Church,  we  love  her, 
And  her  Savior  loves  her  too. 
I'm  so  glad  that  I'm  a  member, 

Aren't  you? 

Jesus  is  her  only  leader, 
And  He'll  take  her  safely  o'er; 
Though  her  road  be  rough  and  dreary, 
She  will  travel  it  no  more. 

If  you  ever  get  to  heaven, 
You  will  see  her  dwelling  there, 
The   Church   of   God  so  clean   and   spot- 
less, 
In    those  mansions   bright  and  fair. 

Selected  and  sent  in  by  Miss  Curtie  V. 
Mooney,  6  5  Augusta  Avenue,  School- 
field,  Va. 

PERSONAL    EVANGELISM 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

labor  today.  The  setting  sun  of  time  will 
bring  your  reward. 

"EACH  ONE  WIN  ONE" 
— Bertram  Williams  in    Young    People's 
Journal. 

What  To  Do  With  Care 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
and  to  do  what  we  need  to  have  done,  this 
takes  away  all  burdens  of  every  kind. 
Having  to  do  with  Christ  as  Burden- 
bearer  is  occupation  for  our  faith.  Here 
and  now  we  have  burdens,  some  of  them 
very  heavy,  but  they  are  what  He  gives 
us  that  we  may  know  the  joy  and  peace 
of  casting  every  burden  upon  Him.  So 
burdens  are  not  to  be  shunned,  but  by 
faith  made  the  opportunities  of  learning 
what  Christ  is  able  to  do  for  His  believing 
people.  This  we  are  to  be  doing  while 
waiting  for  His  coming  for  us  to  take  us 
to  be  ever  with  Him. — Help  and  Food. 

OBEDIENCE  TO  PARENTS 
I  believe  that  the  fewer  the  laws  in  a 
home  the  better;  but  there  is  one  law 
which  is  as  plainly  understood  as  the 
shining  of  the  sun  is  visible  at  noonday, 
and  that  is,  implicit  and  instantaneous 
obedience  from  the  child  to  the  parent, 
not  only  for  the  peace  of  the  home,  but 
for  the  highest  good  of  the  child. — A.  E. 
Kittredge. 
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Our  Duty 


The  great  world's  heart  is  aching ,  aching  fiercely  in  the  night , 
And  God  alone  can  heal  it,  and  God  alone  give  light; 

And  the  men  to  bear  that  message,  and  to  speak  the  living  word* 
Are  you  and  I,  my  brothers,  and  the  millions  that  have  heard. 

Can  we  close  our  eyes  to  duty?  Can  we  fold  our  hands  at  ease, 
While  the  gates  of  night  stand  open  to  the  pathways  of  the 
seas? 
Can  we  shut  up  our  compassions?  Can  we  leave  one  prayer  un- 
said, 
Till  the  lands  xvhich  hell  has  blasted  have  been  quickened  from 
the  dead? 

We  grope  among  our  trifles  and  our  spirits  fret  and  toss, 

While  above  us  burns  the  vision  of  the  Christ  upon  the  Cross; 

And  the  blood  of  God  is  streaming  from  His  broken  hands  and 
side, 
And  the  lips  of  God  are  saying,  rrTell  my  brothers  I  have  died.'"' 

O  voice  of  God,  we  hear  Thee,  above  the  shocks  of  time, 
Thine  echoes  roll  around  us,  and  the  message  is  sublime; 

No  poiver  of  man  shall  thtvart  us,  no  stronghold  shall  dismay, 
When  God  commands  obedience  and  Love  has  led  the  way. 

— Canon  Scoff. 
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cThy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  un- 
to my  path."  Psalm  119:10  5 
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October,  19  y  7 


Alda  B.  Harrison 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

I  am  going  to  imagine  that  I  have  all 
of  the  boys  and  girls  together  tonight  and 
we  are  going  to  have  a  heart-to-heart 
talk.  First,  I  ask,  How  many  of  you  are 
coming  to  the  Assembly  at  Chattanooga 
next  month?  Oh  yes,  many  hands  ar: 
going  up  and  you  are  saying,  "I'm  com- 
ing, I  wouldn't  miss  it."  Then  I  see  some- 
thing sad.  Some  hands  did  not  go  uu. 
May  I  ask  why?  And  then  they  are  giv- 
ing their  reasons,  one  says  I  must  not 
miss  that  much  school.  Well,  that  is  a 
fine  reason,  for  getting  an  education  is 
one  of  the  important  things  of  life.  An- 
other says,  I  cannot  leave  my  work,  an- 
other I  am  not  able  financially,  and  still 
others  say  I  must  stay  home  and  carry 
on  the  work  here  while  my  pastor  i-. 
gone,  "I  must  keep  the  home  fires  burn- 
ing." 

Now  I  know  that  every  one  of  you 
would  like  to  come  and  I  wish  you  could. 
Many  of  you  will  be  disappointed  and  I 
am  sorry  for  you  but  let  us  remember 
the  verse  in  the  Bible  that  says,  "For  we 
know  that  all  things  work  together  for 
good  to  those  who  love  God."  Several 
years  ago  when  my  children  were  small 
and  I  lived  in  Toronto,  Ohio,  I  wanted 
to  go  to  a  great  Pentecostal  convention. 
Many  things  seemed  to  stand  in  my  way. 
The  children  and  I  prayed  about  it  every 
day,  but  it  looked  impossible.  !  '■aid. 
Well,  children,  we'll  get  everything  ready 
to  go,  perhaps  God  will  open  the  way. 
I  washed  and  ironed  all  their  clothes  and 
packed  our  suitcases  still  believing  our 
prayers  would  be  answered.  We  waited 
and  believed  and  the  dav  before  the  date 
the  meeting  was  to  begin   every  obstacle 


was  removed  which  was  indeed  miracu- 
lous. Just  believe  God  and  if  it  is  His  will 
He  can  remove  mountains  and  if  it  is  not 
His  wi  1  you  would  not  want  to  come,  for 
to  be  outside  of  God's  will  is  the  most 
miserable  place  in  the  world. 

Now  let  us  talk  about  this  great  As- 
sembly where  thousands  of  people  will 
meet  as  they  come  from  the  four  corrers 
of  the  earth  where  they  have  been  labor- 
ing for  the  Master.  Some  of  you  will  re- 
member about  the  wonderful  young  peo- 
ple's meetings  we  had  last  year.  We  re- 
member the  great  outpouring  of  the  Spirit 
on  Monday  night  when  the  power  of  God 
was  manifested  in  such  a  marvelous  way. 


BE  KIND  TO    OLDER    FOLKS 

|j    Don't  forget  the  old  folks. 

Love   them  more  and  more 
As  they,  with  unshrinking  feet 

Near  the  shining  shore. 
Let  your  words  be  gentle, 

Loving,  soft,  and  low; 
Let  their  last  days  be  the  best 

They  have  known  below. 

Don't   forget  thy  father 

With  his  failing  sight. 
With    his    locks,    once    thick       and 
brown, 

Scanty  now,  and  white, 
Though   he  may  be  childish, 

Still  do  thou  be  kind; 
Think  of  him  as  years  ago, 

With  his  master  mind. 

Don't  forget  dear  mother, 

With  her  furrowed  brow, 
Once  as  fair  and  smooth  and  white 

As  the  pure,  clean  snow. 
Are   her   steps    uncertain? 

Is  her  hearing  poor? 
Guide  her  gently  till  she  stands 

Safe    at    heaven's    door. 

— S.  G.  H. 

Then  our  morning  meetings  at  7:30 
o'clock  when  hundreds  of  bovs  and  girls, 
men  and  women  arose  early,  many  going 
without  breakfast  in  order  to  be  on  time, 
and  what  a  feast  of  good  things  we  en- 
joyed. 1  want  them  to  be  greater  this  year, 
don't  you?  What  will  you  do  to  make  it 
greater?  We  want  our  great  Y.  P.  E.  fam- 
ily to  resolve  in  their  hearts  to  be  at 
these  morning  meetings  and  help  us  to 
make  it  the  best  yet.  Will  you  do  it? 
Don't  forget   your  alarm  clock. 

Then  we  want  everybody  to  bring  a 
dollar  and  subscribe  for  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. We  need  some  subscribers  as  well  as 
Gideons   to   help   us   over    the   top.   Don't 


forget,  I'm  looking  for  you  to  help  me. 
Now  I  ask  you  a  question.  What  are 
you  coming  to  the  Assembly  for?  I  see 
many  hands  raised  waiting  to  speak.  The 
first  one  says,  "I'm  coming  to  meet 
mother  and  dad.  We've  Deen  laboring  m 
different  fields  this  year  and  here  we'll 
get  to  enjoy  being  together  for  at  least 
a  few  days."  Flow  beautiful  this  is.  Oh 
that  family  tie.  It  means  so  much.  Some 
might  say,  "I'm  coming  for  the  trip. 
I've  never  had  the  privilege  of  traveling 
and  seeing  the  beautiful  mountains  or  the 
great  cities  of  our  country.  It  will  be  a 
treat  to  me."  Some  will  say,  "I've  lived 
away  off  here  in  this  isolated  spot  with 
just  a  few  in  our  church.  They  tell  me 
it  is  wonderful  to  see  the  thousands  of 
God's  children  coming  together  in  this 
great  convention.  I  want  to  see  it  one 
time  in  life."  There  will  be  some  readers 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway  who  will  come  to 
investigate.  They  want  to  know  if  God 
is  pouring  out  His  Spirit  in  the  old-time, 
Pentecostal  way.  They  are  honest  hearted 
and  if  there  is  any  thing  more  for  them 
they  want  it.  They  want  the  very  best 
God  has  for  them  and  they  are  coming  to 
see.  They've  heard  a  lot  about  them  from 
the  world's  standpoint.  They've  been 
looking  on  from  the  outside  but  they 
want  to  lay  aside  all  prejudice  and  step  on 
the  inside  for  awhile  and  see  if  these 
things  are  true.  This  is  fine  for  when  they 
take  this  attitude  they  are  going  to  get 
some  place.  Yes,  they  will  soon  be  ming- 
ling their  voices  with  us  in  praise  and 
gratitude  to  God  for  His  wonderful  bless- 
ings. 

Now  all  of  these  reasons  for  coming 
are  splendid  but  the  one  I  believe  is  best 
of  all  is  to  meet  the  Savior  and  enjoy  His 
presence.  And  I'm  going  to  tell  you  how 
to  do  this.  Get  "others"  on  your  heart. 
Think  what  you  can  do  for  some  one  to 
cause  them  to  get  a  blessing  and  you  w;!l 
find  your  own  soul  overflowing  with  lo\e 
and  power.  Your  life  will  just  shine  with- 
out your  knowing  it.  Try  to  meet  as 
many  new  people  as  possible.  If  you  stay 
in  the  same  house  or  hotel,  don't  just 
pass  by  without  speaking.  Stop  and  shake 
hands  and  say,  "I'm  Mary  Jones  from 
Chicago,  what  is  your  name?"  and  before 
you  know  it  you'll  make  a  new  friend 
and  may  be  able  to  help  somebody  that 
you  wouldn't  have  otherwise.  "Oh,"  you 
say,  "we  don't  have  time."  Well,  if  you 
have  something  more  important  to  do 
than  this,  it  will  be  a'l  right,  but  to  me 
this  is  very  important. 

Now  here  is  a  request  I  want  to  make 
of  you.   You  know   at   the  first  morning 
meeting  we  have  a  get-acquainted  meet- 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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grandfather.  He  has  lived  here  since  his  earliest 
recollections.  His  environment  was  quite  different 
to  that  of  his  father,  Charles  Ludlow,  when  he 
was  a  boy. 

Charles  Ludlow  was  reared  in  a  beautiful  home 
in  a  thriving  little  Illinois  city.  His  merchant  fa- 
ther was  prosperous,  and  the  little  family  of  four, 
consisting  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ludlow,  Charles  and 
his  sister,  Elizabeth,  were  happy  indeed.  The  par- 
ents were  Christians  and  desired  to  lead  their  chil- 
dren,   to    Christ. 

Years  passed,  and  Charles,  a  stalwart  young  man 
of  eighteen  years,  had  failed  to  accept  Christ  as 
his  Savior,  though  he  attended  church  services 
regularly.  He  was  keeping  company  with  a  beau- 
tiful Christian  girl  in  high  school,  Viana  Harvey, 
wh  ■    was   church   pianist. 

One  day  the  principal  demanded  that  the  his- 
tory class,  of  which  Charles  was  a  member, 
go  as  a  body  to  the  theatre  that  night.  Charles' 
parents  protested,  but  the  principal  was  firm,  as- 
suring them  that  the  picture  to  be  shown  was 
clean  and  historical.  This  first  picture,  followed 
by  .-.  suggestive  one,  started  Charles  on  the  down- 
ward path.  More  shows  (which  he  sneaked  off  to 
see) ,  cigarettes,  questionable  company,  dancing  and 
drink   all    found    their   place   in    his    life. 

His  parents  and  Viana  warned  him  of  his  folly. 
Hj  promised  to  give  up  his  evil  ways,  but  in  his 
weakness,  vow  after  vow  was  broken.  Finally  Vi- 
ana tells  him  their  close  friendship  must  cease.  He 
goes  home  brokenhearted,  and  in  the  still  night 
hours  decided  to  leave,  rather  than  bring  more 
disgrace  upon  those  he  loves  dearest.  Walking  six 
miles  to  a  near-by  town  to  avoid  recognition  he 
boards  the  train  for  Chicago  and  writes  a  letter 
01  explanation,  giving  it  to  the  mail  clerk  so  :t 
would   bear   no   postmark. 

Back  at  the  home  there  was  much  grief  when 
it  was  discovered  that  Charles  was  gone.  A  frantic 
search  by  authorities  was  being  made  for  him  when 
his  letter  arrived,  bringing  a  measure  of  consola- 
tion  to   his    family. 

Charles  arrived  in  Chicago  with  a  burning  de- 
sire to  become  a  lawyer.  Finding  no  employment 
in  law  offices,  he  is  recommended  by  an  attorney, 
whom  he  favorably  impressed,  for  a  responsible 
position  with  a  good  firm,  but  is  turned  aside 
when  he  acknowledges  he  drinks  and  smokes.  With 
heavy  heart  he  trudges  the  town  in  search  of  work, 
finally  obtaining  a  small  pay  job  as  grocery  clerk 
with  a  desire  to  overcome  his  evil  habits  and  study 
law.  Charles  begins  saving  a  meager  amount  of 
money  tor  school  and  avoids  unbecoming  asso- 
ciates for  a  time.  Soon  he  meets  a  young  man 
from  Tennessee,  however,  who  like  himself,  is 
alone  in  the  big  city.  They  are  in  the  same  room- 
ing house  and  become  fast  friends.  Charles  be- 
gins questionable  amusements  with  him,  and  be- 
fore long  he  is  again  in  tha  old  whirl  of  sin.  One 
evening  he  is  introduced  to  Judith  Delver,  who 
ij  beautiful  physically,  but  not  beautiful  in  char- 
acter or  soul.  Charles  is  athletic  and  handsome 
and  she  is  immediately  attracted  to  him,  which 
flatters  his  pride,  as  she  is  Very  popular  among 
those  with  whom  she  mingles.  They  begin  keeping 
company.  But  when  her  parents  find  that  Charles 
is  only  a  grocery  clerk,  they  object  to  the  friend- 
ship, which  results  in  outside  dates  at  dances  and 
shows;  and  at  last,  after  seeing  a  picture  of  an 
elopement  one  night,  at  Judith's  suggestion  they 
obtain   a   license   and   are   married   by   the   judge. 


Publishing   House 

(Continued  from   las/   issue) 

They  rent  a  house  to  begin  housekeep- 
ing. Judith  insisted  on  buying  very  ex- 
pensive furniture  on  time  payments 
which  put  them  heavily  in  debt.  She  had 
never  cooked  a  meal,  nor  taken  care  of 
her  own  room.  She  was  petted  and  spoiled, 
the  deceived  parents  thinking  their 
daughter,  because  of  her  beauty,  would 
some  day  marry  a  rich  man  and  have 
servants,  would  not  need  to  learn  the 
art   of   housekeeping. 

After  a  few  unwilling  attempts  to 
cook  a  few  meals  she  informed  her  young 
husband  that  she  never  did  like  house- 
keeping and  therefore  he  must  prepare 
his  own  breakfast  each  morning,  so  that 
if  she  wished  she  might  sleep  until  noon. 
"Your  lur.ch,"  she  said,  "you  can  get  at 
a  near-by  lunch  counter  and  for  our  din- 
ner we  will  go  to  the  LaFountain  Hotel. 
You  see,  that  will  be  much  more  pleasant 
for  me." 

Charles  protested,  saying  that  they 
could  not  afford  this  on  his  small  salary. 
But  she  had  been  petted  and  humored 
all  her  life  and  had  always  had  things  her 
own  way  and  now  informed  him  that  she 
had  never  been  any  one's  slave  and  never 
would  be.  Judith  won  out,  as  she  usually 
did. 

Poor  Charles  was  bewildered,  his  con,- 
cern  was,  how  it  would  be  possible  to  live 
extravagantly,  as  Judith  insisted  on  do- 
ing, and  make  ends  meet  with  the  salary 
he  was  getting.  At  this  time,  because  of 
ill  health,  his  employer  was  compelled  to 
move  to  a  milder  climate.  Charles  had 
proved  to  be  so  dependable  that  he  be- 
came manager  of  the  small  store.  This 
meant  some  increase  in  salary,  which  was 
encouraging,  and  he  could  pay  off  a  few 
dollars  on  their  furniture  every  week. 

Charles  often  felt  his  heart  sinking 
within  him  when  he  thought  of  how  dif- 
ferent their  home  life  was  from  that  of 
his  parents.  He  often  suggested  to  Judith 
that  they  attend  church,  but  she  told  him 
not  to  get  such  foolish  notions  into  his 
mind.  "My  mother  and  father  never  went 
to  church,"  she  informed  him,  "and  I  am 
sure  we  can  get  along  quite  well  without 
it." 

A  year  had  now  passed  since  Charles 
and  Judith  were  married  and  the  third  of 
June,  Charles'  twenty-first  birthday,  lit- 
tle Stephen  was  born.  Charles  was  happy, 
and  when  the  nurse  was  in  the  act  of  tak- 
ing the  baby  to  Judith  he  insisted  on  do- 
ing it  himself.  To  his  sore  disappoint- 
ment, however,  she  only  cast  a  glance  at 
him  saying,   "I   guess  our  good  times   are 


over  now.  I  suppose  you  will  want  to  stay 
at  home  and  take  care  of  the  kid  instead 
of  having  a  good  time." 

All  Charles  could  say  was,  "O  Judith," 
and  heaving  a  deep  sigh  he  handed  the 
little  bundle  back  to  the  nurse. 

Charles  sincerely  hoped  that  after  the 
baby  came  Judith  would  take  some  in- 
terest in  home,  husband  and  child,  but  to 
his  sore  disappointment  it  proved  to  be 
just  the  opposite.  When  the  baby  was  on- 
ly a  few  weeks  old  she  informed  Charles 
that  she  did  not  intend  to  waste  her  time 
taking  care  of  him,  and  that  they  would 
have  to  hire  a  nurse  so  that  she  might  not 
be   hindered   in   her   social   life. 

Charles  tried  to  reason  with  Judith, 
showing  her  by  some  figures  just  how  far 
his  salary  would  go,  paying  rent,  making 
payments  on  their  furniture,  grocery 
bills,  etc.,  but  she  insisted  that  she  would 
not  keep  house.  Soon  Charles  had  all  the 
home  duties  to  perform  as  well  as  the 
care  of  the  baby  between  working  hours, 
while  Judith  was  reading  novels  or  was 
attending  some  social   function. 

Charles  dearly  loved  the  baby  and  be- 
came more  and  more  attached  to  him. 
This  seemed  to  anger  Judith.  He  waited 
long  for  Judith  to  suggest  a  name  but  it 
did  not  seem  to  occur  to  her  that  the 
baby  ought  to  have  a  name.  She  was  not 
enough  interested  in  him.  When  he  was 
four  weeks  old  Charles  watched  for  an 
opportunity,  and  one  day  when  she 
seemed  to  be  in  a  good  humor,  he  took 
the  baby,  sat  down  by  her  side  saying, 
"Now  for  a  pretty  name  for  our  baby — 
what  shall  we  call  him?" 

She  answered,  with  much  indifference, 
"Call  him  anything  you  please,  I  am  sure 
I  don't  care." 

With  a  heavy  heart  Charles  walked  to 
the  other  room,  sat  down  in  a  rocking 
chair  and  rocked  the  baby  to  sleep,  wip- 
ing the  tears  from  his  eyes,  while  Judith 
continued  to  read  her  novel,  seemingly 
not  in  the  least  aware  of  the  fact  that 
she  had  said  anything  out  of  the  way. 

The  subject  of  naming  the  baby  was 
never  again  mentioned  but  from  that  day 
Charles  called  him  Stephen,  partly  be- 
cause his  own  father's  name  was  Stephen, 
but  also  because,  when  a  boy,  the  Bible 
story  about  Stephen  had  always  appealed 
to  him.  She  was  not  enough  interested  to 
;ven  ask  any  questions  about  the  name 
until  about  six  months  later  while  read- 
ing a  novel  in  which  the  hero's  name  was 
Steverton.  She  looked  up  at  Charles  while 
he  was  washing  Stephen's  face  and  hands, 
which  had  been  neglected  all  day,  saying, 
"Where  did  you  get  the  name  Stephen, 
was  he  the  hero  in  some  story?" 

"Yes,  and  a  brave  one;  may  our  little 
Stephen   face  his   martyrdom,   that   seems 
to    be    awaiting    him,    as    bravely    as    the 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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Tell  the  Truth 


To  tel!  a  lie  is  very  wrong, 
Yet  few  in  any  daily  throng, 
Are  able  still  to  tell   the   truth, 
And  say  with  all  the  pride  of  youth, 
"I  never,  never,  told  a  lie, 
Oh!   no  indeed!  not  I!   not  I!" 

Now  httlc  boys,  and  little  girls, 
With  happy  smiles,  and  pretty  curls, 
The  very  fact  should  always  tell, 
For  truth  is  like  a   golden  bell, 
Remember  too  no  lies  are  white, 
But  blacker  than  the  darkest  night. 

— Will  Van  Winkle. 

(Sent  in  by  Mrs.  L.  J.  Schumaker.) 

Wheat  and  Chaff 

1.  If  possible,  secure  several  heads  of 
wheat,  from  one  of  which  remove  the 
kernels.  (If  the  heads  cannot  be  ob- 
tained take  some  wheat,  and  show  by  a 
picture  how  it  grows,  modifying  the  les- 
son   to   suit    the   circumstances.) 

2.  Ask  (a)  How  many  heads  of  wheat 
you  have?   (b)   Is  it  all  good  wheat? 

3.  Examine  (a)  one  head  showing  the 
full  ripe  kernels;  (b)  another  showing 
that  there  is  no  grain,  only  husks. 

4.  Beat  the  heads  so  that  the  grain  falls 
oat.  Lay  the  grain  in  one  place,  the  chaff 
in  another. 

5.  Ask  which  is  good.  Gather  up  the 
good  and  place  it   carefully   in   a   box. 

6.  Ask  what  the  chaff  is  good  for. 
Throw  it  away  into  the  fire,  if  there  is 
one  near. 

7.  Teach  that  God  will  thus  separate 
the  good  from  the  bad.  The  good  He  will 
save  in  heaven — the  wicked  He  will  cast 
away. 

(If  wheat  cannot  be  obtained,  substi- 
tute any  seeds  enclosed  in  husks.) 

Finding   Rest 

Strange  directions  for  finding  rest: 

Stand. 

Walk,  Jer.  6:16. 

Run. 

Become  a  servant,  Isa.  40:31. 

Wear  a  yoke. 

Bear  burdens. 


Learn  lessons,  Matt.   11:2  8-30. 

Suffer,  2   Cor.    12:7-10. 

Why  it  is  that  we  find  rest  in  doing 
these   things: 

God  is  with  us,  Exo.  33:14. 

We  are  laborers  together  with  Him, 
1   Cor.    3:9. 

He  strengthens  us,  Isa.  41:10. 

Supports  us,  Deut.  3  3:27. 

We  may  cast  our  care  on  Him,  1  Pet. 
5:7. 

The  Christian  Farmer 

THE  FARM  IS— 

The  world.  Matt.   13:38;  Mark   16:15. 

THE  WORK  IS  TO— 

1.  Get  the  soil  ready. — Prov.  16:1; 
John   16:8,  9. 

2.  Sow. 

Who  is  to  sow?  The  farmer,  and  all  his 
"hired  help,"  (the  missionaries).  Acts  8: 
4. 

WHAT?  Good  seed,  Matt.  13:27;  Pre- 
cious  seed,   Ps.    126:6. 

WHEN?  Morning  and  evening.  Eccl. 
11:6;  Today,  Matt.   21:28. 

HOW?  Beside  all  waters,  Isa.  32:20. 
Bountifully,  2  Cor.  9:6.  With  tears,  Psa. 
126:5,  6. 

3.  Cultivate.  1  Cor.  3:6. 

4.  Reap.  Psa.   126:6;   Isa.    5:10,11. 
THE  REWARD— 

Dan.    12:3;   2   Tim.   4:8. 

The  Kingdom  Come 

1.  What  is  His  Kingdom? 

God  reigning  as  King  in  the  hearts  of 
the   people. 

Illustration:  As  honey  is  in  the  honey- 
comb, by  taking  in  each  particular  cell,  so 
God's  Kingdom  comes  by  His  coming  to 
reign  in  each  of  our  hearts. 

2.  How  Does  God's  Kingdom  Come  into 
Our  Hearts? 

Not  breaking  in  as  a  thief,  but  enter- 
ing as  a  guest,  when  we  are  willing. 

3.  What  Are  the  Duties  of  One  Who  Has 
Taken  God  For  His  King? 

4.  Flow  May  We  Help  on  the  Coming  of 
Christ's  Kingdom  to  the  "Dark  Places"  of 
the  Earth? 

(Teacher  describe  condition  of  heath- 
en.) 

By  praying  for  them. 


By  giving  money  and  other  gifts. 

By  going  ourselves,  perhaps,  to  tell 
them  of  Jesus,  when  we  are  older. 

5.  The  Kingdom  will  fully  come  at 
Christ's  Appearing.  (Matt.  2  5:31-46; 
Phil.    2:10.) 

6.  Take  God  for  your  King  now,  that  you 
may  be  on  His  right  hand  then.  (Matt. 
25:34.) 

The  Little  French  Girl 

Some  years  ago  a  very  pretty  little 
French  girl,  about  nine  years  old,  was 
brought  by  a  young  English  friend  to 
call  upon  me.  She  was  stylishly  dressed, 
and  her  large,  dark  laughing  eyes  and 
long  brown  curls  gave  her  a  very  attrac- 
tive appearance. 

A  little  broken  English  had  been 
learned,  of  which  she  seemed  very  proud, 
saying  the  words  she  had  learned  with  a 
smile,  and  with  a  toss  of  the  head  that 
showed  her  satisfaction. 

Jennie  whom  I  had  known  for  some 
time,  acted  as  her  guide,  and  we  chatted 
freely  about  the  sights  she  had  seen  in  the 
great  city,  and  the  friends  she  had  met. 

1  then  asked  Cora  if  she  ever  read  God's 
Word. 

Assuming  quite  a  serious  air,  she  soon 
gave  me  to  understand  she  had  not.  Tak- 
ing my  pocket  Testament,  I  opened  at 
Galatians  2:20  and  pointed  to  the  words, 
"The  Son  of  God  who  loved  me  and  gave 
Himself  for  me." 

I  then  repeated  them  slowly  and  dis- 
tinctly, asking  Cora  to  say  them  after  me. 
"Jesus  Christ  is  the  Son  of  God,"  I  said, 
"He  loved  Cora,  and  gave  Himself  that 
Cora  might  go  to  heaven."  She  looked  at 
me  wistfully. 

"Will  you  put  your  name  into  the 
verse  instead  of  the  word  'me'?  Will  you 
learn  it  so,  and  try  never  to  forget  it?" 
The  words,  having  been  repeated  several 
times,  were  thus  learned,  "The  Son  of 
God,  who  loved  Cora,  and  gave  Himself 
for  Cora." 

The  child  gave  me  her  promise,  and  we 
parted.  My  heart  was  lifted  up  in  prayer 
that  she  might  know  Jesus  as  her  person- 
al  Savior. 

I  did  not  see  Cora  again,  and  when  I 
asked  Jennie  about  her,  she  said  she  had 
returned  to  France.  One  day,  seven  or 
eight  years  after,  I  was  told  that  a  young 
lady  wished  to  see  me,  and  that  she  de- 
clined to  send  in  her  name. 

As  the  visitor  entered  the  room  I  did 
not  recognize  her.  With  beaming  face 
(Continued  on  page  8) 


We  were  recently  asked  by  a  sister  tvho  works  with  children  how  to  use  the  lessons  we  have  in  our  paper  each 
month.  I  am  tvondering  if  others  are  having  trouble.  We  would  suggest  that  every  church  should  have  a  good 
sized  blackboard.  Any  thoughts  you  want  to  impress  deeply  should  be  put  on  blackboard .  These  lessons  are  for  you 
to  study  like  a  preacher  studies  his  sermon  outline  and  you  are  to  bring  the  thoughts  to  the  children.  Lots  of 
prayer  for  guidance  will  make  them  real  to  you  in  giving  out  the  message.  Seek  to  draw  the  children  out  on  the  sub- 
ject by  questions.  The  Publishing  House  has  a  song  book,  "Juvenile  Hosannas,"  that  you  might  like  to  use  with 
your  Juniors.  Price,  20  cents. — Editor. 
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THINKING  YOUTH 

Chapter  II 

IS  THERE  A  GOD? 

The  fundamental  belief  in  all  religion 
is  the  fact  of  God.  If  He  did  not  exist, 
then  the  whole  edifice  of  religion  crum- 
bles to  the  ground.  To  have  no  God  is  to 
have  no  one  infallible  in  whom  to  be- 
lieve, no  one  spiritual  with  whom  to 
commune,  and  no  one  eternal  in  whom 
to  hope.  Yet  we  are  living  to-day  in  an 
age  when  a  materialistic  philosophy  of 
life  sits  enthroned.  A  secularistic  blizzard 
is  blowing  over  the  world,  and  youth  is 
menaced  With  an  entirely  godless  con- 
ception of  life. 

MODERN  ANTI-GOD  INFLUENCES 
Indeed  the  new  paganism  is  far  more 
dangerous  than  the  old  atheism,  which  up 
to  the  time  of  the  "World  War  was  still 
rooted  in  the  classical  free-thought  of  the 
seventeenth  century.  As  Dr.  Biederwolf 
says,  "The  old  paganism  was  content  to 
train  its  artillery  on  the  fundamental  doc- 
trines— the  creed  of  Christendom — and 
on  Christianity  as  a  system  of  thought 
and  belief.  It  tolerated  very  largely  some 
concept  of  a  Supreme  Being,  and  ad- 
mitted quite  generally  the  value  of  Chris- 
tian ethics.  But  the  new  paganism  has 
lifted  its  battle  cry  against  the  whole 
triumverate  of  the  Christian  faith — its 
God,  its  creed  and  its  morality.  It  repudi- 
ates not  only  the  distinctive  doctrines  of 
Christianitv.  but  it  attacks  the  very 
idea  of  a  God  of  any  kind,  and 
makes  blatant,  blasphemous  mockery  of 
the  holy  ideals  of  conduct  set  up  by 
Christ  as  its  standard  of  moral  be- 
haviour. Bertrand  Russell,  Freud,  H.  G- 
Wells,  Bernard  Shaw,  and  Walter  Lipp- 
man  plainly  repudiates  the  ethical  teacn- 
ings  of  Christianity,  as  they  do  the  creed- 
al  foundations  on  which  it  rests." 

For  instance,  as  Mr.  Newman  Watts 
points  out,  George  Bernard  Shaw,  in  his 
notorious  plav,  "Adventures  of  the  Black 
Girl  in  Her  Search  for  God,"  represents 
Jesus  as  a  conjurer,  and  then  as  a  penni- 
less vagrant  reduced  to  acting  as  an  art- 
ist's model.  In  one  of  his  writings  Shaw 
refers  to  "parental  duty,  religion  and  mo- 
rality as  only  names  for  intimidation;" 
and  to  virtue  as  "but  a  trade  unionism 
of  the  married;"  and  to  "honour,  chas- 
tity and  all  the  rest  of  your  moral  fig- 
ments" as  things  for  which  Mr.  Shaw 
cares  not  a  rap. 

"Militant    atheism,"      says  Mr.    Watts, 


"is  found  in  nearly  all  his  writings;  the 
more  recent  the  writings,  the  more  viru- 
lent and  outrageous  the  language.  With 
Shaw  it  may  be  mere  contrariness,  but  hi? 
misrepresentations  are  becoming  the  com- 
monly accepted  ideas  of  the  masses,  who 
are  influenced  by  his  writings.  People  who 
do  not  read  his  plays  are  blissfully  una- 
ware of  the  menace  to  Christian  ideals 
and  institutions  which  such  propaganda 
becomes.  Mr.  Shaw  is  not  the  only  star  in 
this  firmament  of  militant  atheism;  H. 
G.  Wells,  Lord  R_ussell  and  Aldous  Hux- 
ley are  not  far  behind,  and  there  are  hosts 
of  others  who  are  waging  an  unholy  war- 
fare against  God,  religion  and  morality  in 
the  realm  of  philosophy,  science,  litera- 
ture and  art." 

While  these  subtle  forces  are  striving 
to  undermine  the  faith  of  modern  youth, 
it  is  essential  that  we  spare  no  efforts  to 
underpin  the  faith  in  the  reality  of  a  per- 
sonal God.  What  then  are  the  arguments 
^or  this  belief? 

A  LOOK  BACK  TO  ORIGINS 

Professor  Flint  says,  "Science  is  day  by- 
day,  year  by  year  finding  out  more  and 
more  that  the  universe  is  an  effect."  That 
means  that  there  must  be  a  cause.  Every- 
thing must  have  had  a  beginning.  Every 
atom  has  been  shown  to  be  a  manufac- 
tured article.  "And  so,"  Sir  John  Her- 
schell  says,  "that  precludes  the  idea  of  it 
being  self -existent." 

Everything  then  results  from — what? 

We  all  know  the  old  schoolboy  riddle, 
"Which  came  first,  the  hen  or  the  egg?" 

However  far  back  you  are  driven,  you 
must  come  to  the  first  cause — itself  un- 
caused— which  is  the  cause  of  all  other 
causes.  This  may  be  difficult  to  conceive, 
but  not  half  so  difficult  as  to  believe 
that  the  world,  as  we  know  it,  is  the  pro- 
duct of  blind  forces,  or  the  result  of  a 
"fortuitous  concourse  of  atoms." 

But  perhaps  you  say,  "Surely  every- 
thing is  the  result  cf  an  evolutionary  pro- 
cess, which  all  began  in  some  'mighty 
atom'."  If  that  be  so  then  I  ask,  "Who 
made  the  'mighty  atom?"  "Oh,  it  was  a 
protoplasmic  germ,"  you  say.  What  does 
that  mean?  Ruskin's  interpretation  of 
that  mystic  word  is,  "first  stuck  togeth- 
er." In  my  ignorance  I  would  say,  "What 
stuck  together,  and  who  stuck  it  to- 
gether?" No!  No!  The  only  satisfying  ex- 
planation to  the  universe  is  that  given  in 
the  opening  words  of  the  Bible,  "In  the 
beginning  God." 

Lord  Kelvin,  the  great  physicist,     was 


once  walking  in  the  country  with  his 
friend  Liebig,  also  an  eminent  man  of 
science. 

Said  Kelvin:  "Do  you  believe  that  the 
grass  and  the  flowers  grow  by  mere 
chemical  forces?''  "No,"  answered  Lie- 
big.  "No  more  than  I  believe  that  a  book 
on  botany,  describing  them,  could  grow 
by  mere  chemical  forces." 

They  both  reverently  believed  that  be- 
hind all  chemical  forces  is  God. 

LOOK  AROUND 

Everywhere  in  the  world  about  us  we 
see  order,  system,  beauty,  design,  purpose 
— that  is,  where  God's  work  has  not  been 
spoiled  by  sinful  man.  Look  at  the  skies. 
It  has  been  well  said  that  the  very  move- 
ment of  the  stars  can  be  predicted  in  as- 
tronomical almanacs  with  as  much  pre- 
cision and  certainty  (probably  more)  as 
the  trains  in  an  "A  B  C"  Railway  Guide. 

Sir  James  Jeans,  the  famous  scientist, 
in  a  broadcast  talk  said,  "The  number  of 
stars  in  the  universe  is  probably  about 
equal  to  the  number  of  drops  of  rain 
which  fall  on  the  whole  of  London  on  a 
very  wet  day,  and  the  average  star  is 
something  like  a  million  times  as  big  as 
the  earth.  Leave  only  three  wasps  alive  in 
the  whole  of  Europe,  and  the  area  of  Eu- 
rope will  still  be  more  crowded  with 
wasps  than  space  is  with  stars." 

Think  of  the  seasons,  the  tides,  sunrise 
and  sunset.  What  regularity!  Or  think  of 
the  laws  of  Nature,  how  unalterable  they 
are!  Take  gravitation,  for  instance.  Why- 
does  the  wind-blown  apple  always  fall 
down,  rot  up?  Take  your  powerful  mi- 
croscope, and  examine  the  minutest  forms 
of  life.  Study  a  leaf,  a  butterfly's  wing, 
a  speck  of  dust,  or  more  wonderful  still, 
a  snowflake.  How  amazing  is  their  sym- 
metry,  beauty   and   design. 

High  up  on  the  dizzy  summit  of  the 
great  Matterhorn,  a  party  of  climbers 
were  amused  to  find  a  common  housefly. 
One  of  them,  being  a  scientist,  caught  the 
fly,  and  proceeded  to  examine  him  under 
the  microscope,  and  lo!  and  behold!  he 
found  that  the  Almighty  had  provided 
him  with  socks  and  mittens  to  protect 
his  little  toes  and  fingers  from  the  cold! 
In  lower  altitudes  no  such  furry  cover- 
ings are  found  on  flies'  legs.  What  aston- 
ishing forethought  and  skill  must  have 
been  in  the  mind  of  the  Creator  for  the 
coming  needs  of  all  His  creatures. 

Look  at  some  of  the  finest  buildings 
of  our  day.  These  edifices  were  conceived 
in  the  minds  of  the  architects,  and  the 
plans  were  drawn  by  the  draughtsmen 
long  before  a  brick  was  laid.  When  you 
look  at  the  structures  you  see  in  them 
everywhere  evidence  of  intelligent  design. 
Behind  the  buildings  there  is  thought,  be- 
hind the  thought  there  must  be  a  thinker, 
a  thinker  must  be  a  person.  So  in  all  the 
(Continued  on  page  U) 
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Mothers 


God,   be  kind   to  mothers 
With  cookie  jars   to  fill, 
And   funny   lullabies   to   sing 
When  dusk  blows  down  the  gill. 
Who  scrub  small  children's  faces, 
When   early   school   bells   ring, 
And  let  a  boy  bring  puppies  home, 
Or   bugs,   or  anything. 

God  be  kind  to  mothers 
When   it   is   candle-time, 
And  children's  rounded  voices 
Say  prayers  in  ordered  rhyme. 
May   there   be  special   blessings 
At  night,  when  houses  sleep. 
On  all  the  mothers  everywhere 
Who  have  child  hearts  to  keep. 

Why?  What?    Which?    When? 

Every  parent  has  many  times  found 
his  or  her  patience  taxed  to  answer  the 
endless  questions  asked  by  a  small  child. 
It  is  an  almost  perfect  man  or  woman 
who  never  becomes  impatient  at  the 
ceaseless  queries  of  a  little  one. 

One  may  be  measuring  the  ingredients 
for  a  complicated,  special  cake  for  the 
important  guest  coming  for  dinner,  or  be 
trying  with  difficulty  to  get  a  teething 
baby  to  sleep,  while  an  insistent  small 
brother  or  sister  repeats  almost  unheard- 
of  questions.  Of  course,  a  wise  mother 
feels  she  should  always  answer  a  child's 
honest  questions.  But  one  answer  seldom 
seems  to  be  quite  enough — he  always  has 
another  right  on  his  tongue's  tip. 

Every  child  student  realizes  that  cu- 
riosity is  the  evidence  of  normal  intelli- 
gence in  a  child.  Experts  tell  us  that  if 
the  questioning  tendency  fails  to  appear, 
there  may  be  grave  doubts  as  to  that 
child's   mental    integrity. 

Reason  tells  us  that  it  is  highly  impor- 
tant that  the  child  ask  a  variety  of  ques- 
tions of  those  around  him  for,  of  course, 
a  great  portion  of  his  knowledge  can  not 
be  obtained  in  the  schoolroom,  if  he  is 
of  school  age.  The  everyday  life  about 
him  and  the  commonest  events  are 
strange  to  him  in  his  small  experience. 
His  curiosity  presses — he  longs  to  know, 
and   his  curiosity  should  be  satisfied. 

A  most  pathetic  thing — one  we  have 
all  witnessed,  no  doubt,  is  hearing  a  keen, 
little  child  say  to  Mother  or  Father, 
"Mother,  Daddy,  why  does  this  or  that 
turn,  buzz,  click,  or  whatever  it  may 
be?"  and  hear  the  impatient,  parental  re- 
sponse, "Oh,  I  don't  know,  just  because 
it  does;  don't  ask  so  many  questions,  run 


away   and  play  like  a  good  boy!'' 

As  a  result  this  puzzling  little  child 
receives  a  lasting  impression  that  some- 
how or  other  it  is  not  being  "a  good  boy  ' 
to  ask  questions.  So  he  strives  vainly  to 
solve  the  mystery  himself.  He  may  be- 
come what  psychologists  call  "repressed" 
to  his  lasting  harm  and  unhappiness.  Or 
he  may  seek  the  knowledge  elsewhere, 
possibly  of  an  unreliable  source;  or  he 
may  even  investigate  the  mechanism  him- 
self to  the  danger  of  health  or  limb. 

There  are  many  things  not  easily  ex- 
plainable to  a  small  child.  We  realize  they 
ask  questions  concerning  things  around 
them  which  they  are  not  yet  ready  to 
know  of;  for  instance,  "What  is  elec- 
tricity, Mother?"  Since  no  one  in  the 
world  possibly  really  knows  what  elec- 
tricity is,  it  would  seem  futile  to  at- 
tempt to  tell  a  five-year-old.  And  yet  to 
reply,  "I  don't  know"  is  not  logical  to 
even  his  mind.  He  knows  mother  turns 
on  the  electricity,  causing  light  and  heat, 
and  turns  it  off;  she  may  cook  with  it 
in  an  adept  manner  to  the  child,  and  for 
her  to  say  she  doesn't  know — well,  it 
may  make  the  child  feel  his  mother  is  de- 
ceiving him,  or  ignoring  him  or  otherwise 
not  treating  him  quite  fairly. 

My  Aunt  Rachael,  a  spinster,  but  a 
most  wise  woman  with  children,  always 
advised  to  "tell  them  something,"  usu- 
ally addin«  to  be  sure  it  was  an  answer 
you  wouldn't  have  "to  take  back.''  No 
child's  question  is  a  foolish  one,  to  the 
child,  advised  Aunt  Rachael.  Things  that 
are  trivial  and  unimportant  to  adults  are 
exciting,  marvelous  and  fascinating  to  a 
little  one.  He  longs,  if  natural,  to  be  a 
part  of  the  intricate  workings  of  this  life 
all  about  him. 

The  little  boy  who  begged  to  know 
what  the  steam  was,  coming  from  the 
tea-kettle  spout,  if  properly  told  about 
steam  and  its  danger  to  him,  would  nev- 
er become  one  of  those  many  curious  lit- 
tle boys  who  have  suffered  agonizing 
burns,  by  inhaling  steam  from  a  simmer- 
ing kettle  when  left   alone  with  one. 

"Tell  him  as  much  as  he  is  ready  for," 
was  Aunt  Rachael's  counsel.  "And  tell 
him  so  he  understands  and  is  satisfied," 
she  would  add. 

"Does  Daddy  pay  the  postman  for 
coming  every  day  with  letters?"  is  a  ques- 
tion quite  compatible  to  him  with  the 
bringing  of  other  articles  by  tradesmen 
who  have   to   be  paid. 

However,  a  detailed  explanation  of  the 
Government's  operation  would  not  fit  in- 


to the  mental  equipment  of  a  four-year- 
old. 

A  neighbor's  Harold  asked  recently  of 
his  mother,  "What  makes  me  go  to  sleep? 
Why  don't  I  remember  things  when  I'm 
asleep?''  These  are  hard  questions  for  the 
average  parent  to  answer.  But  in  many 
of  them  is  a  splendid  opportunity  to  mold 
a  little  child's  mind  in  healthy,  whole- 
some ways. 

That  God,  our  heavenly  Father,  gives 
Harold  sleep,  so  he  can  grow  and  rest  and 
become  some  day  a  tall,  fine  man  like 
Daddy,  serves  many  excellent  needs  of 
the  child.  It  teaches  him  the  gifts  of  God 
at  an  early  age;  makes  naps  and  going  to 
sleep  early  desirable  that  one  might  be- 
come like  a  loved  father,  and  teaches  les- 
sons of  health  and  right  living  that  be- 
come the  warp  and  woof  of  a  child's 
home  education. 

One  might  well  think  the  questions 
two  small  boys  could  ask  would  be  just 
twice  those  asked  by  one  little  boy.  Thai 
is  correct  arithmetically.  But  a  mother 
of  three  told  me  recently  that  the  most 
important  training  job  had  to  do  with 
her  eldest;  that  if  she  were  careful  to 
solve  his  problems  rightly  and  train  him 
wisely,  he  helped  her  marvelously  with  the 
other  two  as  they  came  along.  She  said 
she  had  heard  him  dozens  of  times  grave- 
ly telling  little  Bud  and  Tony  the  very 
answers  to  their  questions  that  she  had 
left  in  his  pliable  little  mind  two  or 
three  years  earlier. 

And  so  mothers  may  console  them- 
selves with  the  thought  that  Junior  is 
quite  normal  when  he  asks  seemingly  end- 
less questions;  that  the  answers  he  re- 
ceives from  adults  constitute  a  very  im- 
portant  portion   of   his   daily  education. 

Time  flies  so  very  rapidly.  Soon,  all  to 
soon,  we  shall  look  down  through  the 
years  behind  us  with  the  lenses  of  a  moth- 
er's keen  memory,  and  wish  devoutly 
that  we  might  hear  two  or  four  rushing 
little  feet  through  the  house,  and  the 
shrill,  excited  voices  calling,  "Mother, 
Mother,  what  makes  kitty's  tail  all  big 
and  funny  when  that  big  dog  comes  into 
the  yard?" — The  Baby's  Mother. 

A  Mother's  Reward 

"Affection!"  Who  is  there  among  us 
can  outclass  the  affection  a  Christian 
mother  gives  to  those  she  loves?  One 
author  was  heard  to  say  at  one  time, 
"When  my  children  were  young,  I 
thought  the  very  best  thing  I  could  do 
for  them  was  *to  give  them  myself.  So  I 
spared  no  pains  to  talk  to  them,  read  to 
them,  to  teach  them,  to  pray  with  them, 
and  in  this  way  to  be  a  loving  compan- 
ion and  friend   to  my  chi'dren. 

"I  had  to  neglect  my  housework  often. 
I  had  no  time  to  improve  myself  in  many 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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A  Pause  in  the  Prayer 

Here  is  one  of  the  pretty  things  that 
we  came  across  in  one  of  our  exchanges 
recently.  The  lad  was  bright  and  he 
crowded  a  whole  lot  of  good  hard  sense, 
mere  boy  that  he  was,  into  the  follow- 
ing: 

"There's  a  lot  of  things  that  seem  fun- 
ny if  you're  goin'  to  keep  on  livin';  but 
you  don't  want  'em  that  way  if  you 
should  die  'fore  you  wake." 

"f  I  should  die  'fore  I  wake,"  said 
Donny,  kneeling  at  grandmother's  knee, 
"  '£  I  should  die  'fore  I  wake — " 

"I  pray,"  prompted  the  gentle  voice. 
"Go  on,  Donny." 

"Wait  a  minute,"  interposed  the  small 
boy  away  downstairs.  In  a  brief  space  ne      appears.  "I  have  heard  that  this  physician 
was    back   again    and,    dropping    down    in       (who   unwittingly   caused  her   blindness) 


religion  is  a  working  principle. 

"Theology  differentiates;  religion  uni- 
fies. 

"Theology  is  what  you  think  about 
God;  religion  is  the  way  you  act  towards 
God. 

"Theology  erects  seminaries  for  the 
study  of  God;  religion  builds  churches  for 
the  worship  of   God. 

"Theology  tears  brothers  asunder;  re- 
ligion brings  brothers  together."  —  N. 
Car.  Christian  Advocate. 

No  Mistake  on  God's  Part 

In  "Fanny  Crosby's  Life  Story  by  Her- 
self," this  remarkable  statement  of  faith 
in   God's   overruling   hand   of    providence 


his  place,  took  up  his  position  where  he 
had  left  it.  But  when  the  little,  white- 
gowned  form  was  safely  tucked  in  bed, 
the  grandmother  questioned  with  loving 
rebuke   concerning   the  interruption. 

"But  I  did  think  what  I  was  saying,' 
grandmother;  that's  why  I  had  to  stop. 
You  see,  I'd  upset  Ted's  menagerie,  and 
stood  all  his  wooden  soldiers  on  their 
heads  just  to  see  how  he'd  tear  round  in 
the  morning.  But  'If  I  should  die  'fore  I 
wake,'  why — I  didn't  want  him  to  find 
'em  that  way.  There's  lots  of  things  that 
seem  funny  if  you're  going  to  keep  on 
livin',  but  you  don't  want  'em  to  keep 
that  way  if  you  should  die  'fore  you 
wake." 

"That  was  right,  dear;  it  was  right," 
commended  the  voice,  with  its  tender 
quaver.  "A  good  many  of  our  prayers 
wouldn't  be  hurt  by  stopping  in  the  mid- 
dle of  them  to  undo  a  wrong." — Sel. 
*    *    * 

Theology  and  Religion 

Sam  Jones  in  his  preaching  said  fre- 
quently, "I  love  flowers,  but  hate  bota- 
ny. I  love  religion,  but  hate  theol- 
ogy." It  was  his  effective  method  of 
driving  home  a  truth  in  a  way  that  peo- 
ple  never  forgot. 

Now  comes  Dr.  Thomas  F.  Opie  in  the 
Christian  Advocate  with  a  collection  of 
epigrams  that  from  sundry  angles  sets 
theology  and  religion  in  contrast  and 
they  are  worthy  of  anyone's  attention.  He 
says: 

"Theology  defines;  religion  refines. 

"Theology  is  a  matter  of  science;  re- 
ligion is  a  matter  of  conscience. 

"Theology  theorizes;  religion  works. 

"Theology   is   a    theoretical    hypothesis; 


never  ceased  to  express  his  regret  at  the 
occurrence;  and  that  it  was  one  of  the 
sorrows  of  his  life.  But  if  I  could  meet 
him  now,  I  would  say,  'Thank  you,  thank 
you,  over  and  over  again,  for  making 
me  blind'.  .  .  Although  it  may  have 
been  a  blunder  on  the  physician's  part, 
it  was  no  mistake  on  God's.  I  verily  be- 
lieve it  was  His  intention  that  I  should 
live  my  days  in  physical  darkness,  so  as 
to  be  better  prepared  to  sing  His  praises 
and  incite  others  so  to  do." 

DON'T  SNUB 

Don't  snub  a  boy  because  he  wears 
shabby  clothes.  When  Edison,  the  great 
inventor,  first  entered  Boston,  he  wore  a 
pair  of  yellow  linen  breeches,  although  it 
was  in  the  depth  of  winter. 

Don't  snub  a  boy  because  his  home  is 
plain  and  unpretending.  Abraham  Lin- 
coln's early  home  was  a  log  cabin. 

Don't  snub  a  boy  because  of  the  ig- 
norance of  his  parents.  Shakespeare  was 
the  son  of  a  man  who  was  unable  to  write 
his  own  name. 

Don't  snub  a  bov  because  he  chooses  a 
humble  trade  as  a  livelihood. 

Don't  snub  any  one;  not  alone  because 
some  day  he  may  outstrip  you  in  the  race 
for  life,  but  because  it  is  not  Christian. 
— Sel.  «    #    « 

How  the  Gospel    Was    Spread 

It  was  a  Jew  who  brought  the  Gospel 
to  Rome;  a  Roman  who  took  it  fo 
France;  a  Frenchman  who  took  it  to 
Scandinavia,  a  Scandinavian  who  took  it 
to  Scotland;  a  Scotchman  who  evangel- 
ized Ireland,  and  an  Irishman  in  turn 
made  the  missionary  conquest  of  Scot- 
land. No  people  ever  received  the  Gospel 


except  at  the  hands  of  an  alien. — South- 
ern Christian  Advocate. 

Luther's  Prevailing  Prayer 

On  a  certain  occasion,  a  messenger  was 
sent   to  Luther   to  inform   him   that   Me- 
lancthon  was  dying.  He  at  once  hastened 
to  his  sick-bed,  and  found  him  presenting 
the  usual  premonitory  symptons  of  death. 
He  mournfully  bent  over  him;  and  sob- 
bing,  gave   utterance   to   a   sorrowful   ex- 
clamation. It  called  Melancthon  from  his 
stupor;  he  looked  into  the  face  of  Luther, 
and  said,  "O  Luther,  is  it  you?  Why  don't 
you  let  me  depart  in  peace?"  "We  can't 
spare    you   yet,   Philip,"      was    the    reply. 
And    turning    around,    he    threw    himself 
upon   his    knees,   and    wrestled   with   God 
for  his  recovery    for  upwards  of  an  hour. 
He  went  from  his  knees  to  the  bed,  and 
took    his    friend    by    the    hand.    Again    he 
said,  "Dear  Luther,  why  don't  you  let  me 
depart    in    peace?"    "No,    no,    Philip,    we 
cannot   spare   you   yet   from    the   field  of 
labor,"  was  the  reply.  Luther  then  ordered 
some  soup,  and  when  pressed  to  take  it, 
he  declined,  again  saying,  "Dear  Luther, 
why  will  you  not  let  me  go  to  sleep  and 
be   at      rest?"      "We      can't      spare      you 
yet,   Philip,"   was   the      reply.      He      then 
added,  "Philip,     take     this     soup,     or     I 
will      excommunicate      you."      He      took 
the   soup   —   he      soon      commenced      to 
grow    better    —    he    soon      regained      his 
wonted  health,     and   labored      for     years 
afterwards      in         the         blessed        cause 
of  the  Reformation.  And  when  Luther  re- 
turned   home,    he    said    to    his    wife    with 
abounding  joy,  "God  gave  me  my  brother 
Melancthon    back   in    direct      answer      to 
prayer." — Selected. 

«•    *    * 

A  Tribute  to  Peter 

How  man}'  of  us  have  criticized  Peter 
for  his  many  lapses?  But  how  many  of  us 
have  the  faith  and  devotion  that  Peter 
had? 

General  Bramwell  Booth  of  the  Salva- 
tion Army,  recently  told  a  good  story 
of  his  father  (founder  of  the  Army)  and 
himself  according  to  the  Free  Church- 
man. "The  old  General,"  he  said,  "had 
a  great  liking  for  Peter,  but  I  always 
thought  him  a  rather  wobbly  type.  On 
one  occasion  I  said  to  my  father,  'How 
do  you  explain  the  circumstances  of 
Peter's  getting  out  on  the  water  and  see- 
ing Jesus,  and  then,  with  all  this  to  con- 
vince him,  suddenly  losing  his  faith  and 
sinking?'  Well  do  I  remember  the  old 
General's  reply,  'Bramwell,  my  boy,  yon 
ivould  never  have  gotten  out  of  the 
boat!'" 

Yes,  we  should  learn  from  the  mistakes 
of  even  the  greatest  saints;  but  let  us 
not  condemn  them  without  first  thor- 
oughly judging  the  same  sin  in  our  own 
heart.   (Matt.  7:1-2). 
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Reading  Circle 
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Influence  of   Good   Literature 

The  powerful  influence  of  all  litera- 
ture is  almost  unbelievable.  Every  book 
read  deposits  a  residuum  of  good  or  evil. 
No  literature  can  be  read  without  leav- 
ing the  one  or  the  other  of  the  two.  A 
Greek  proverb  says,  "The  fountain  of 
wisdom  flows  through  books."  God  feeds 
our  highest  nature  through  literature.  His 
Spirit  comes  through  His  truth,  His  truth 
is  revealed  in  His  Word,  and  His  Word 
is  contained  in  a  Book — the  Bible! 

When  you  consider  the  Bible  from  .1 
literary  viewpoint  alone,  the  majesty  of 
its  language,  its  pathos,  its  heart  throbs, 
it  proves  itself  the  crowning  masterpiece 
of  all  literature.  Its  excellencies  have  not 
and  never  will  be  surpassed.  It  is  not 
only  theological  literature,  it  is  the  best 
literature  on  every  subject  that  deals  witii 
human  and  divine  relationships,  literature 
that  never  grows  old.  Spurgeon  said  of 
it,  "Nobody  ever  outgrows  the  Bible  The 
Book  widens  and  deepens  with  years."  In- 
deed, every  chapter  of  it  would  be  a 
banquet  of  food  for  eternity,  if  only  our 
youth  had  the  right  appetite.  Youth  is 
the  formative  age,  and  books  are  the  food 
of  youth.  The  food  of  real  Christian  lit- 
erature is  plentiful,  the  appetite  of  youth 
finical.  •'•    *    * 

Literature    Youth    Will  Read 

Church  papers  for  youth  should  have 
stories  in  them  that  carefully  offer  les- 
sons of  probity  and  morals  without  seem- 
ing to  do  so.  Youth  is  ever  skeptical  of 
stories  that  are  given  to  them  for  the 
sole  purpose  of  preaching  to  them.  Litera- 
ture prepared  for  the  youth  must  have 
special  appeal  to  his  imagination.  It  must 
arouse  his  interest,  and  it  must  be  timely, 
dealing  with  events  of  the  day.  If  not,  he 
will  discard  it  as  useless  to  him,  and  will 
turn  more  avidly  to  the  very  literature 
from  which  you  are  trying  to  wean  him 
away.  The  literature  prepared  by  the 
Church  for  its  youth  should  be  the  most 
suitable  of  any  for  this  purpose.  Not  only 
should  it  fulfill  all  psychological  demands, 
but  it  should  strike  the  happy  medium 
in  the  presentation  of  doctrinal  truths 
that  are  so  essential  to  life  and  happiness. 

Cultivating  Better  Tastes 

To  protect  our  youth  from  the  influ- 
ence of  the  type  of  literature  all  too 
prevalent    in    our    modern    life,    we   must 


introduce  them  to  something  better.  We 
must  inculcate  in  them  a  taste  for  higher 
things  or  virtues.  One  sound  book  read 
for  the  purpose  of  instruction  will  af- 
ford more  nourishment  to  the  mind  tha  1 
a  whole  library  skimmed  over  for  amuse- 
ment. I  fear  that  much  of  present  day 
reading  is  for  amusement  only. 

The  question  is  how  to  get  youth  to 
read  Christian  literature.  For  all  the  in- 
estimable value  packed  into  any  book  i; 
of  no  practical  value  until  it  has  been 
absorbed  and  becomes  a  part  of  the  per- 
son who  reads  it.  Youth  needs  something 
more  than  the  mere  acquisition  of 
knowledge.  Culture  is  needed,  but  above 
all,  spiritual  culture,  and  that  comes  on- 
ly through  the  absorption  of  real  Chris- 
tian literature.  But  there  is  no  way  t) 
force  youth  to  read  what  they  do  not 
want,  nor  would  forcing  ever  accomplish 
anything  but  make  them  set  against  the 
book  before  they  ever  read  a  single  word 
of  it.  And  then  too,  sometimes  the  casual 
suggestions  and  all  the  tricks  one  may  use, 
are  but  too  obvious,  and  result  in  books 
still  unread.  -;:    -;:    -;: 

It  is  a  Sin! 
Have  you  ever  thought  the  widely  de- 
veloped neglect  of  serious  Christian  read- 
in"   is  a   sir,? 

Well  it  is!  And  the  reason  is  must  be 
so  judged  is,  it  is  one  of  the  most  limit- 
ing defects  of  contemporary  Christian 
life. 

Jesus  prayed  for  us,  in  His  great  com- 
munion (preserved  in  John  17:1-26), 
"Sanctify  Thou  them  through  Th/ 
truth."  The  spirit  of  God  does  not  work 
in  a  thought  vacuum.  There  is  a  natural 
as  vveli  as  a  supernatural,  factor  both  in 
conversion  •  and  growth.  The  Church 
which  is  not  steadily  supplying  the  Holy 
Spirit  with  Christian  truth  values  to 
vitalize,  will  inevitably  find  its  life  mea- 
ger, if   not   totally  fruitless. 

Back,  then,  to  the  reading  of  books, 
and  back  to  solid,  informing  preaching! 
There  is  no  other  way  to  recover  spirtual 
power.  The  difference  between  savagery- 
paganism,  and  Christendom,  on  the  hu- 
man side,  is  entirely  a  matter  of  the  truth 
that  is  possessed  and  the  extent  to  which 
it  is  in  effective  circulation! 

Yes,  it  is  a  sin  to  leave  the  wonder  of 
the  fact  of  Christ  largely  unexplored! 
We  must  repent  and  begin  to  read. — 
The  Christian  Advocate. 


READING  CIRCLE 

1.  Miss  Bernice  Stout,  Rt.  1,  Clare- 
mont,  111. 

2.  Mrs.  Lewis  Stoltz,  Rt.  1,  Claremont, 
111. 

3.  Elaine   Boyd,   Bigtimber,  Mont. 

4.  Lillian  Tucker,  Bigtimber,  Mont. 

5.  Bernice  Boyd,  Bigtimber,  Mont. 

6.  Geraldine  Biackwell,  Bigtimber, 
Mont. 

7.  Helen  Biackwell,  Bigtimber,  Mont. 
8    Edna  Ronning,  Bigtimber,  Mont. 

9.  Frances  Potcat,  Bigtimber,  Mont. 

10.  T.  T.  Barton,  Fairmount,  Ga. 
Hurrah  for  Bigtimber.  Sent  in  by  Paul 

Poteat. 

Note  by  Editor:  We  received  some 
names  of  some  of  our  young  people  in 
North  Carolina  and  in  some  way  have 
misplaced  them.  We  will  publish  them  an- 
other time.    .         -;;    .•:    ••; 

THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  GIRL 
(Continued  from  page  4) 

and  flashing  eyes  she  said,  "You  do  not 
know  me;  you  have  forgotten.  I  am 
Cora.  Do  you  not  remember  teaching  me, 
when  I  was  a  child,  that  'the  Son  of  God 
loved  Cora,  and  gave  Himself  for  Cora'?" 
"Why,  yes,"  said  I,  as  I  took  her  ex- 
tended hand.  "But  are  you  really  the  lit- 
tle French  girl  of  long  ago?'' 

"Yes,  1  am  in  the  city  again,  and  I 
came  to  see  you  as  soon  as  I  could,  for  I 
want   to  tell  you  about  the  verse." 

The  renewed  acquaintance  proved  a 
mutual  pleasure,  as  she  gave  me  details  of 
her  home.  "Yes,  indeed,  I  know  it  is 
true  that  Jesus  loved  me — Cora — and 
gave  Himself  for  me — Cora.  I  learned  to 
love  Him  as  my  Savior,  and  my  mother, 
and  brother  have  done  so  too,  for  I  to'd 
them,  when  I  went  back  to  my  home  in 
France,  just  to  put  their  names  in  my 
verse,  and  they  as  well  as  I,  have  found 
and  accepted    the   Lord  Jesus." 

Mv  heart  was  filled  with  praise  and 
gratitude  to  God  that  His  "Word  had 
not  returned  unto  Him  void." 

Cora  added,  "Oh,  how  he  loves  me  and 
my  family!  There  is  nothing  gives  us  so 
much  pleasure,  when  the  day's  work  is 
done,  as  to  sit  down  together  and  read 
God's  Holy  Book. — And  we  tell  our 
neighbors  in  our  little  town  that  the  Son 
of  God  loved  us  and  gave  Himself  for 
us." 

Once  more  I  said  good-bye  to  the 
French  girl,  praying  that  her  "own  dear 
Savior,"  as  she  called  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  would  use  her  to  bring  many  more 
besides  her  mother  and  brother  to  Him- 
self. 

Reader,  do  you  know  Cora's  Savior?  He 
says,  "Him  that  cometh  to  Me,  I  will 
in  no  wise  cast  out."  Not  as  the  Savior 
of  the  world,  but  as  your  own  Savior 
must  you  trust  Him.  Put  your  own  name 
into  Cora's  text,  and  ask  God  to  bring 
home  the  message  to  your  heart. — Sel. 
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Why  Be  Afraid  to  Die? 

By  the  Rev.  Campbell  Coyle,  D.  D. 

Why  should  I  be  afraid  to  die?  The  flow- 
ers look  up  and  smile, 

And  whisper  to  me  sweetly  of  the  Land 
of  Afterwhile; 

The  land  on  which  no  shadow  lies,  where 
winds  the  river,  Peace, 

Amid  fair  verdant  valleys;  for  all  sin  and 
pain  shall  cease. 

Sometimes  e'en  now  I  see  that  land,  and 
breathe  its   healing   balm, 

And  view  its  fragrant  landscapes  as  they 
rest  in  endless  calm. 

And  the  vision  helps  me  battle,  and  keeps 
all  hidden  sighs 

From  swellng  up  in  teardrops  to  my  ever- 
longing  eyes. 

Why  should  I  be  afraid  to  die?  I  plainly 

see  the  gleam 
Of  the  jasper  walls  of  heav'n     in     each 

softly-flowing  stream. 
The  hills  of  gold  are  mirrored  there;  and, 

too,  the  tow'rs  of  light 
Shine  clear  and   strong     in      those      still 

depths,  pure  pinnacle  of  white. 
In  ev'ry     gentle     passing     breath      that 

breathes  o'er  hill  and  plain, 
My  soul  can  feel  the  rapture  of  the  angels' 

sweet  refrain. 
The  trees  that  bend  above  my  path,  and 

whisper  in  my  ear, 
Assure   my   deathless   spirit      that   there's 

naught  ahead  to  fear. 

Why  should  I  be  afraid  to  die?  In  night's 


deep-vaulted  dome 
I  see  the  candles  burning,  and  they  speak, 

to  me  of  home. 
They  speak  to  me  of  loved  ones  who  are 

sitting  by  the  hearth 
And  waiting  for  the  footsteps  of  a  loved 

one  from  the  earth. 
For   my   hand    is   in   Another's,      and    lie 

will  lead  the  way, 
And   bring   me    to    the   sweetness   of   the 

blest  eternal  day. 
So    I'm    trudging   on    and    trusting,   with 

my  eyes  upon  the  sky; 
And  with  such  a  One  to  guide  me,  why 

be  afraid  to  die? 

I  Will  Come  Again 

Glorious  truth  this!  "Let  not  your 
heart  be  troubled!"  The  disciples  were 
discomforted  because  of  what  Jesus  had 
been  revealing  to  them.  The  plan  and 
purpose  of  God  had  been  made  known  to 
them,  and  the  force  of  it  and  the  fact  of 
ic  had  caused  one  to  show  fight  and 
others  sorrow. 

But  "I  will  come  again."  He  assures 
them  and  seeks  to  bind  up  the  broken- 
hearted and  sustain  the  weary.  Oh  glori- 
ous hope!  Oh  blessed  assurance!  What 
further  proof  need  we  of  His  coming? 
Jesus  has  said  it.  The  truths  remain — 
steadfast  and  sure  while  the  billows  roll. 
Jesus   is   coming  again. 

Fie  offers  us  consolation.  "Let  not  your 
heart  be  troubled."  He  is  acquainted  with 
grief!  Praise  Him!  He  has  gone  as  He 
said,  to  "Prepare  a  place  for  you."  Are 
you  making  any  particular  preparations  to 


be  ready  when  He  returns  or  calls  for  you 
while  He  tarries? 

There  is  a  close  relationship  between 
the  two — His  coming  and  your  place. 
The  place  will  be  made  ready.  Will  you 
be  ready  for  your  place?  Reads  like  a 
rather  personal  Epistle,  this,  and  we  as- 
sure you  of  its  major  importance  becauso, 
in  that  Christ  was  crucified  for  all  of 
Adam's  helpless  race,  He  died  in  particu- 
lar for  you,  and  the  coming  again  is  for 
you,  and  the  urge  is  for  you  to  be  ready 
for  the  call  when  it  comes  for  you  to  see 
the  shining  glory  shore  and  the  mansion 
which  God  has  prepared  for  you. 

He  will  come  again.  All  necessary  pre- 
paration will  be  complete.  Harps  of  angels 
will  be  tuned  anew.  Trumpets  will  stir 
as  never  before  on  that  great  and  dread- 
ful day  when  the  Lord  Christ  shall 
descend  from  heaven  to  gather  His  loved 
ones  home.  We  must  be  ready.  There 
must  be  no  delay,  no  pmting  off  unt;l 
tomorrow.  Tomorrow  never  comes,  and 
my  Lord  is  coming  and  we  can  rest  on 
His  promise.  The  big  issue  is  for  us  to  be 
ready. 

He  does  not  promise  to  come  for  u> 
and  introduce  us  to  others.  The  promise 
is  clear  and  concise — "I  will  come  again, 
and  receive  you  unto  myself;  that  where 
1  am,  there  ye  may  be  also."  What  better 
assurance  need  we?  What  further  need  of 
questioning,  of  doubts  and  fears?  Jesuk:> 
is  coming  again.  His  Word  says  so.  His 
Word  is  true. 

Thomas  doubted  but  we  must  not 
doubt.  There  is  no  room  for  a  doubtful 
person  in  the  mansions  of  God.  His  Word 
says  "a  double-minded  man"  is  as  "a  wave 
of  the  sea  driven  with  the  wind  and 
tossed."  He  wants  you  to  be  fully  per- 
suaded— not  almost.  He  who  trusts  Him 
fully,  finds  Him  wholly  true.  There  are 
no  "if s*'  or  "buts"  or  doubts  about  the 
physical,  bodily  return  of  Christ.  His 
Word  specifically  declared,  "I  will  come 
again."  You  will  find  it  in  John   14:3. 

Christ  convinced  Thomas.  Tenderly  He 
took  the  finger  of  the  doubting  disciple 
and  placed  it  on  the  nail-print  of  His 
blessed  hand.  Believest  thou  this? — Jesus 
is  coming  again.  Believe  Him  for  the  very 
work's  sake,  the  works  you  may  read  of 
in  His  declaration  of  return. 

What  a  wonderful  promise  to  an  unde- 
serving people!  He  promised  to  seek  the 
lost.  We  each  were  lost.  We  were  born 
lost.  None  of  us  have  any  "standing  in 
the  sight  of  God."  All  are  sinners  that 
Jesus  came  to  save.  All  can  become 
saints  by  the  efficacy  of  His  shed  blood. 

And  there's  enough  mansions  for  all. 
Isn't  that  great!  There'll  be  no  such  thing 
as  the  law  of  supply  and  demand.  There's 
room  for  all,  and  we  shall  see  His  face. 

There'll  be  no  case  of  misidentity.  His 
visage  is  so  marred   by  our  sin  that  we 
(Continued  on  page  IS-) 
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Contributions  By  Young  Writers 


PRAYER 

In  1  Thess.  5:17  we  find  these  words 
of  the  Apostle  Paul  in  his  exhortation  to 
the  brethren:  "Pray  without  ceasing." 
These  words  were  not  spoken  to  the  sin- 
ner but  to  the  brethren.  Just  because  one 
has  been  forgiven  is  no  sign  that  his  pray- 
ing days  are  over.  It's  only  a  sign  they've 
just  begun. 

Prayer  is  really  talking  to  God  or 
rather  communing  with  God.  What  a 
blessed  privilege  to  be  able  to  talk  to  and 
hear  from  God.  What  a  wonderful  ex- 
perience  that  can   be   ours. 

Prayer,  to  my  estimation  and  accord- 
ing to  God's  Word,  is  the  greatest  min- 
istry or  the  greatest  work  that  can  be 
done.  Take  prayer  out  of  the  Bible  and 
what  would  we  have?  God  commanded 
and  talked  with  Adam  before  sin  came 
between  and  sin  will  bar  you  from  the 
fellowship  with  God  today. 

Prayer  all  through  the  ages  worked 
miracles.  Lot's  life  was  saved  from  burn- 
ing Sodom  by  prayer.  Prayer  added  fif- 
teen more  years  on  to  Hezekiah's  life. 

Prayer  kept  the  Hebrew  children  from 
being  burned  to  death  in  tht  fiery  furn- 
ace. Prayer  caused  the  rain  ro  cease  for 
a  space  of  three  years  and  six  month;. 
Yes,  the  word  "prayer"  isn't  so  large  but 
it  is  the  work  it  can  do.  Jesus  said  in 
Luke  18:1,  "Men  ought  always  to  pray, 
and  not  to  faint."  What  a  perfect  ex- 
ample. Many  times  we  read  how  He  arose 
a  great  while  before  day  and  different 
times  He  left  the  disciples  for  awhile  to 
pray.  Oh,  that  we  would  follow  more 
closely  in  the  prayer  life  of  our  Christ. 
Prayer  is  the  secret  of  success.  Do  you 
want  to  live  a  successful  life?  It  all  de- 
pends on  the  prayer  schedule  of  your  life 
but  remember  success  may  not  be  the 
way  you  see  it.  It  may  cost  your  home- 
ties  to  be  broken,  a  separation  of  friends. 
a  loss  of  property  and  what  not.  But  in 
the  great  and  final  day,  will  it  pay?  Yes, 
it  will  pay. 

Some  one  said,  "Oh  why  pray  so  much? 
I  can  pray  all  1  have  to  pray  about  in  ten 
minutes  and  I  do  that  at  church."  What 
a  wonderful  experience  you  are  missing. 
Those  hours  spent  in  prayer  are  never  re- 
gretted. The  secret  of  a  Christian  life  is 
told  by  the  amount  of  actual  praying, 
not  the  amount  of  words.  No,  but  the 
effectual,  fervent  prayer  is  what  counts. 
With  souls  on  every  hand  saddened,  af- 
flicted and  etc.,  standing  in  need  of 
prayer,  how  can  we  neglect  this  great 
duty  of  ours?  Are  there  not  many  yet  to 
be  prayed  through?  Who  will  do  it  if 
you  fail? 


Sometime  ago  it  seemed  as  though  the 
cares  and  burdens  of  life  were  too  heavy 
to  bear  so  I  slipped  away  and  told  them 
all  to  the  One  who  never  yet  has  failed. 
I  received  blessed,  precious  experiences  I 
wouldn't  have  exchanged  for  the  wealth 
of  this  old  world  and  with  victory  in  m) 
soul  I  went  about  my  work.  A  young 
lady  came  to  me  asking  if  I  were  really 
happy  that  I  was  singing.  I  told  her  I 
was  and  then  she  unfolded  her  life  story, 
how  at  one  time  God  spoke  to  her  and 
she  felt  she'd  like  to  become  a  Christian 
but  one  woman  said,  "If  she  goes  to  the 
altar  I'll  not  be  back  at  church  any 
more."  Those  very  cutting  remarks  have 
caused  that  young  lady  to  go  on  until 
steeped  in  sin.  What  a  shame,  what  a 
shame!  How  my  heart  ached  to  think  all 
because  the  woman  was  not  prayed 
through  or  rather  was  not  prayed  up  as 
often  we  say,  or  else  she  would  not  have 
been  so  careless  as  to  make  that  remark 
thus  causing  a  soul  to  be  lost.  How  es- 
sential it  is  to  keep  our  ownselves  prayed 
up  so  we  can  be  a  blessing  to  others.  There 
are  people  all  around  you  and  me  steeped 
in  sin.  How  necessary  it  is  to  pray  and 
when  all  our  burdens  are  prayed  away 
then  we  can  take  such  souls  as  these  o.'i 
our  hearts  and  in  that  way  be  a  blessing. 
God  can't  use  a  discouraged  person  and 
if  your  own  affairs  are  not  prayed 
through  you're  not  as  happy  as  you 
might  be  and  thus  you  are  hindered 
some.  Let  us  take  prayer  more  serious  now 
than  ever.  We  can  win  more  victories 
through  prayer  than  all  the  enticing 
words  without  prayer.  All  the  many  ser- 
mons preached  and  songs  sung  cannot  do 
what  an  effectual,  fervent  prayer  can  do. 
Let  us  make  it  a  habit  to  steal  away 
a  while  each  day  and  pray  until  we  hear 
from  heaven.  There  is  much  to  pray 
about.  Oh,  for  the  burden  of  souls  and 
the  spirit  of  prayer  on  each  heart.  Let  us 
continue  in  prayer  until  we  hear  Him 
call  us  yonder. 

I  love  to  steal  awhile  away 
From  every  cumbering  care, 
And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day 
In   humble  grateful  prayer. 

I   love  in  solitude  to  shed 
A  penitential  tear, 
And  all   His  promises  to  plead 
Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 

I   love  by  faith  to  take  a  view 
Of  brighter  scenes  in  heaven, 
And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 
On  Him  whom  I  adore. 

Thus  when  life's  toilsome  day  is  o'er, 


May  its  departing  ray, 

Be  calm  as  this  impressive  hour, 

And  lead  to  endless  day. 

— Eva  E.  Martin,  Ephrata,  Pa. 
The  Friendship  of  Jesus 

The  winds  may   blow, 

The  storms  may  rage, 

The  tempest  toss  about; 

But   if   to  God  we're  always  true, 

The  sun   will  soon  shine  out. 

I  know  we're  weak 

And   rather   small 

In  God's  creative  plan, 

But  love  for  Him  will  win  the  day, 

And  prove  His  care   for  man. 

We  may  ignore  Him 

In  our  ways, 

Refuse  to  let  Him  guide, 

But  still  His  mercy  lingers  near, 

He's  always  at  our  side. 

So  why  not  praise 

This  precious  friend, 

He'll  surely  prove  His  worth, 

And  we'll  be  glad  we  loved  Him 

When  He  comes  back  to  earth. 

— Mrs.  J.  R.  Mullinax,  Saxon,  S.  C. 


Yours  Forever 

Yours  forever,  today,  O  God! 

Do  with  me  what  you  wish  to  do — 
Lord  that  I  may  keep 

The   faith  and  forever  be   true. 

God,  you  know  that  once  I 

Was  deep  in  sin: 
But  you,  O  Lord,  made 

Me  clean   within. 

I  praise  your  blessed  name 

For  the  good  you've  showed  to  me, 
In  keeping  me  under  the  blood 

And  making  me  forever  yours,  O 
Lord! 

— Edgar  Bullabough,  High  Point,  S.  C. 

How  Large  is  Your  Bible? 

Bibles  range  in  size  from  a  tiny  Book 
about  half  an  inch  thick,  with  pages  no 
larger  than  an  ordinary  postage  stamp, 
up  to  a  volume  of  such  immense  propor- 
tion that  several  men  are  required  to  lift 
it.  How  big  is  your  Bible?  But  in  this 
query  we  are  not  referring  to  physical  di- 
mensions. The  Bible  that  you  really  own 
is  just  as  big  as,  and  no  bigger  than,  the 
amount  of  God's  Word  that  you  have 
really  made  your  own  through  study, 
meditation,  and  practice  of  its  precepts. 
How  large  a  place  does  the  Book  occupy 
in  your  heart  and  life?  An  honest  an- 
swer to  this  question  tells  how  big  a 
Bible  you  really  possess. — Sel. 
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Her  Best  For  the  Masters  Use 


Chester  E.  Shuler 


"I  feel  so  disgusted,  mother!"  said 
Delia  Jacobs  one  Sunday  afternoon  while 
the  two  were  sitting  on  the  cozy  porch 
of  their  home.  "It  seems  to  me  I  jujf 
can't  do  anything  worth  while  for  the 
Lord!" 

"Why,  Delia,  dear,  what  makes  you 
talk  like  that?  I  think  you  are  quite  ac- 
tive along  religious  lines.  There  aren't 
many  young  folk  more  active  in  church 
than  you.  What  do  you  mean?" 

"Oh,  I  know  I  attend  Sunday  School 
and  young  people's  meeting  and  the  other 
services — even  the  mid-week  prayer 
meetings.  But  what  do  I  do  for  others? 
True  I  sit  in  the  Sunday  School  class  and 
listen  attentively  to  the  teacher;  occas- 
ionally I  take  part  in  the  young  people';: 
service  and  help  sing  in  the  church — but 
what  I  mean  is  that  I  seem  to  do  nothing 
really  worth  while  for  the  advancement 
of  the  Lord's  work  here." 

Her  mother  sat  silent  for  a  few  min- 
utes, thinking.  "I  believe  I  understand, 
Delia,"  she  said  at  length.  "But  I  don't 
think  you  should  worry  so  much  about 
it.  After  all,  it  requires  all  sorts  of  folk 
to  keep  the  Lord's  work  moving.  I'm 
thinking  that  possibly  your  ability  as  a 
'good  listener'  is  really  a  valuable  asset." 

Delia  was  not  satisfied,  but  she  said  no 
more  just  then  about  the  matter.  She  did 
not  cease  thinking  of  her  dissatisfaction, 
however,  and  determined  to  do  some- 
thing, if  she  could  possibly  think  what 
that  might  be,  which  would  help  along 
in   the  Lord's  work. 

She  worked  in  an  office  down  town 
and  was  an  excellent  stenographer.  Her 
employer  realized  her  exceptional  skill  in 
her  work,  and  she  was  often  compli- 
mented by  those  who  observed  her  ef- 
ficiency. Also,  her  boss  had  increased  her 
salary  on  two  occasions  within  the  last 
six  months,  when  he  heard  it  rumored 
that  a  rival  firm  was  trying  to  secure  her 
services  by  means  of  tempting  offers  of 
salary. 

"Another  increase,  mother,"  Delia 
cried  as  she  dashed  into  the  house  one 
evening  a  week  later.  "Mr.  Jamison  sure- 
ly is  a  prince  when  it  comes  to  paying 
me  for  my  work.  Sometimes  I  almost  hes- 
itate to  accept  it,  for  it  seems  to  be  so 
easy  for  me  to  do  my  daily  work.  But  if 
he  thinks  I'm  worth  that  much,  I  sup- 
pose he  is  the  one  to  be  the  judge." 

"He  certainly  is,  Delia.  And  I  fully 
agree  with  you  that  you  have  a  most  ex- 
cellent employer.  But  I  think  he  knows 
what  he  is  doing,  for  I  have  heard  a  num- 
ber of  people  say  that  you  are  an  excep- 
tional  success   as   a   secretary,   and   I   am 


sure  such  a  large  firm  can  easily  afford  to 
pay  v/ell  for  your  services." 

"Mother,  dear,"  Delia  said  one  eve- 
ning, "wouldn't  it  be  just  wonderful  :f 
I  could  work  for  the  Lord  as  easily  as  1 
work  for  Mr.  Jamison?  My,  but  I'd  feel 
then  as  though  I  really  deserved  to  be 
called  a  Christian." 

Her  mother  smiled.  "I  think  the  Lord 
values  work  done  well  and  thoroughly, 
dear.  And  the  person  who  does  not  do 
his  or  her  daily  work  in  that  way  cannot, 
it  seems  to  me,  please  God  wholly  with 
his  services  on  Sunday.  I  believe  God  is 
well  pleased  with  Mr.  Jamison's  stenog- 
rapher." 

"I  am  alarmed  at  the  decrease  in  our 
attendance,"  the  superintendent  of  the 
Sunday  School  said  one  Sunday  morning 
a  short  while  later,  as  Delia  was  sitting  in 
her  class  during  the  opening  exercises. 
"There  must  be  a  reason  for  it.  I  trust 
every  member  of  this  school  will  do  his 
or  her  share  in  endeavoring  to  bring  in 
the  absentees  by  next  Sunday  morning." 

This  announcement  set  Delia  to  think- 
ing. "Here  is  a  chance,"  she  thought. 
"But  how?  That's  the  question." 

The  more  she  pondered  over  the  mat- 
ter, the  more  perplexed  she  became.  How 
could  she  do  her  part  in  getting  folks  to 
attend  the  Sunday  School  sessions  regu- 
larly? Surely  there  must  be  a  cause  for 
their  absence.  What  could  it  be?  She  di- 
rected her  thoughts  in  that  channel. 

"Now,  let  me  see — "  she  mused,  "if  I 
were  absent  for  several  Sundays  what 
would  be  most  likely  to  get  me  back 
again?" 

After  more  thought,  she  suddenly 
leaped  to  her  feet  with  a  delighted  ex- 
clamation. "I  have  it!  I  have  it!  I'll  ask 
Mr.  Collins  right  away-'' 

Mr.  Collins  lifted  the  receiver  of  his 
telephone  and  was  surprised  to  hear  a 
clear,  girlish  voice  talking  excitedly  over 
the  wire.  As  he  listened,  his  expression 
grew  more  and  more  interested. 

"That  sounds  like  an  excellent  plan, 
Miss  Delia,"  he  said  at  length.  "I  want 
you  to  know,  too,  that  I  appreciate  very 
much  your  interest  in  this  matter,  which 
I  assure  you,  is  a  weighty  one  with  me. 
But  your  plan  ought  to  help  a  great  deal. 
If  you're  willing  to  enter  into  it,  I  am 
certain  that  I  will  do  my  part  gladly." 

So  it  happened  that  at  the  next  meeting 
of  the  Sunday  School  Board,  Delia  Jacobs 
was  unanimously  appointed,  or  elected, 
"official  stenographer"  of  the  Sunday 
School. 

True,  it  was  an  unusual  office  to  hold. 
Never  before  had  there  been  such  an  of- 


ficer connected  with  the  school — or  any 
other  in  the  city  to  the  best  of  any  one's 
knowledge.  But  every  member  of  the 
board,  after  hearing  Mr.  Collins  outline 
Del'a's  plan,  agreed  that  the  girl's  interest 
and  ingenuity  as  well  as  her  desire  to  be 
of  service,  merited  their  earnest  and 
whole-hearted  co-operation. 

The  Sunday  School  was  exceptionally 
large  and  up-to-date  in  every  respect. 
There  were  several  departmental  super- 
intendents in  addition  to  Mr.  Collins,  the 
general  superintendent,  and  the  pupils 
numbered  into  the  hundreds.  Even 
though  there  had  been  recently  a  great 
drop  in  the  average  attendance,  the  num- 
ber present  each  Sunday  appeared  large  to 
the  casual  observer. 

The  week  following  Delia's  appoin; 
ment,  a  great  many  members  were  sur- 
prised to  receive  letters  neatly  addressed 
on  a  typewriter.  The  envelopes  bore  the 
return  card  of  the  Sunday  School,  and  the 
letter  itself  was  neatly  typed  on  stationery 
printed  especially  for  the  use  of  the 
school. 

The  absentees  were  reminded  that  their 
absence  was  noted  and  much  regretted; 
that  they  were  cordially  invited  to  come 
around  next  Sunday  and  urged  to  bring 
others  with   them. 

The  sick  members  were  given  words  of 
cheer,  and  a  wish  for  their  speedy  recov- 
ery to  health.  They  were  reminded,  too, 
that  if  they  were  in  want,  a  note  or  tele- 
phone call  to  Delia's  telephone  would 
bring  a  visit  from  the  proper    committee. 

Teachers  who  were  absent  that  Sun- 
day were  reminded  of  the  fact,  and  urged 
to  be  there  the  Sunday  following  or  at 
least  provide  substitute  teachers  in  their 
stead  if  they  could  not  possibly  come. 

The  result  was  all  that  could  be  de- 
sired. The  attendance  began  to  increase  at 
once.  Teachers  became  more  wide-awake 
to  their  responsibility.  The  superintendent 
was  able,  through  the  efficiency  of  Delia, 
to  communicate  quickly  and  personally 
with  each  of  his  great  corps  of  teachers. 
He  would  send  out  a  bulletin  each  week, 
giving  helpful  hints  and  suggestions  to 
teachers  and  officers  of  the  school.  And 
the  members  showed  that  they  appreci- 
ated the  personal  messages  immensely. 

"Now  we  know  we're  missed  when  we 
aren't  there,"  one  Junior  boy  said  to  his 
mother,  after  he  had  received  a  letter.  "It 
rather  makes  a  fellow  'shamed  to  miss, 
too.  Guess  I'll  not  miss  any  more." 

Delia  had  a  complete  roster  of  every 
officer,  teacher,  and  pupil  in  the  school. 
She  also  had  their  telephone  numbers  and 
knew  the  hours  of  the  day  and  evening 
when  they  were  most  likely  to  be  xt 
home.  This  record  she  kept  up-to-date 
and  filed  in  a  small  card  index  case. 

Her    own    telephone    was    usually    busy 
(Continued  on  page   17) 
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9^  £P.  <?.   ^Programs 

OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
*on,g  service  too  long  but  Intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  In  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram  and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
hs  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  bf 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
i hey  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  Is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
In    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
handed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
Intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  Is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  be  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a    sermon    in    a   Y.    P.    E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and 
accept    Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    friends 

Bible  Lesson 

Subject,  "HOW  MAY  I  KNOW  I  AM 
A  CHRISTIAN?" 
Scripture  lesson:   1  John   5:1-13. 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader — 

Once  a  leader  said  to  one  of  his  young 
people,  "Are  you  a  Christian?"  The  girl 
answered,  "I  don't  know.  I  think  I  am, 
but  I  am  not  sure."  Later  he  asked  another 
young  person  and  received  practically 
the  same  answer.  Both  of  these  young 
people  were  church  members.  Others 
said,  "I  am  a  member  of  the  church,  so 
I  suppose  I  am  a  Christian." 

One  leader  said  recently,  "I  find  more 
young  people  unsettled  on  the  question  as 
to  whether  or  not  they  are  saved  than 
any  other  one   question." 

Paul  says,  "The  love  of  Christ  con- 
straineth  us."  And  Jesus  says,  "If  ye  love 
me,  ye  will  keep  my  commandments."  If 
we  have  repented  of  our  sins  and  have 
trusted  Jesus  to  save  us,  we  are  Chris- 
tians. We  will  know  by  the  witness  cf 
the  Holy  Spirit  in  our  hearts  and  the 
world  will  know  by  our  life.  The  true 
Christian  has  an  ideal,  Christ,  and  strives 
each   dav   to   be  like  Him.     If  wc  are  a 


Christian  we  will  produce  more  and  more 
of  the  fruits  of  a  Christian  life. 

blow  can  we  help  young  people  to 
know   if   they   are   really   Christians? 

(Explain  in  your  own  words  that  in 
this  program  we  are  going  to  try  to  find 
out  how  we  may  know  we  are  saved. 
Suggest  that  each  one  pay  close  attention 
and  ask  his  own  heart  the  question  right 
now,  "Am  I  sure  that  I  am  a  Christian?") 

INNER  EVIDENCES 
Repentance — 

The  Bible  teaches  that  the  first  step 
in  becoming  a  Christian  is  to  repent  of 
sin.  The  word,  repentance,  means  "a 
change  of  mind."  There  are  three  ele- 
ments in  repentance:  conviction,  contri- 
tion and  conversion. 

Conviction  means  that  one  realizes  thn 
he  is  a  sinner;  contrition  means  that  one 
is  sorry  for  his  sins,  and  conversion 
means  that  one  turns  away  from  his 
sins  and  accepts  Christ. 

No  one  can  be  saved  unless  he  has  re- 
pented of  his  sins.  (Read  or  have  others 
prepared  to  read:  Luke  13:3;  Acts  17:30; 
Mark    1:15.) 

If  there  has  been  no  conviction  of  sin 
in  a  life,  and  no  sorrow  for  sin,  and  no 
turning  away  from  sin  that  soul  is  still 
lost.  Repentance  will  change  the  conduct, 
because  one's  attitude  toward  sin  and  to- 
ward God  has  changed. 
Faith— 

The  second  step  in  becoming  a  Chris 
tian  is  faith  in  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  The 
Bible  teaches  that  one  is  not  saved  when 
he  has  repented  of  sin.  The  gift  of  salva- 
tion comes  when  that  one  turns  away 
from  sin  and  turns  to  Jesus  and  trusts 
Him  to  forgive  his  sins.  (Read  John  3: 
36;  John  3:18;  Mark  16:16.)  (Have  all 
quote  John   3:16.) 

What  does  it  mean  to  "believe  on  Je- 
sus"? Faith  is  trust — personal  trust  in 
Jesus.  The  belief  that  makes  one  a  Chris- 
tian is  casting  himself  upon  Jesus,  the 
bending  of  a  heart  to  the  will  of  Christ; 
it  is  taking  Jesus  at  His  Word,  and 
trusting  Him  to  do  that  which  He  has 
promised. 

One  writer  gives  this  definition  of  a 
Christian:  "If  I  know  that  Jesus  Christ 
died  for  me,  and  that  I  am  sorry  for  my 
sins  and  that  I  have  trusted  Him  to  save 
my  soul,  I  am  a  Christian."  The  Bible 
gives  two  requirements  for  becoming  a 
Christian — repentance  and  faith. 
The  Witness   Within— 

Some  one  asked  a  young  woman  how 
she  knew  she  was  a  Christian,  and  she 
replied:  "I  know  that  I  am  a  Christian 
because  I  have  repented  of  my  sins,  I 
trusted  and  believed  that  Jesus  saved  my 
soul,  and  there  is  something  inside  my 
heart  that  tells  me  I  belong  to  Him." 
The  Bible  says:  "The  Spirit  Himself  bear- 
eth  witness  with  our  spirit,  that  we  are 


the  children  of  God."  Ask  this  question, 
If  we  have  no  assurance  within  our  hearts 
that  we  are  Christians,  is  it  possible  that 
we  are  not  saved?  If  we  are  saved  will 
not  the  "something"  that  the  young  lady 
mentioned  tell  us  that  we  belong  to  Je- 
sus? 

OUTER  EVIDENCES 
,4  New  Life — 

Being  a  Christian  makes  a  difference 
on  the  inside  and  on  the  outside.  Faith 
in  Jesus  Christ  changes  the  life  of  a  per- 
son. 

Paul  tells  us  in  2  Cor.  5:17,  "If  any 
man  be  in  Christ  he  is  a  new  creature: 
old  things  are  passed  away;  behold,  all 
things  are  become  new." 

Ask  these  questions  and  answer  them 
in  your  own  words.  If  a  person  says  he 
is  a  Christian,  but  continues  to  live  in  the 
old  way,  doing  just  as  he  has  always  done, 
with  no  effort  to  correct  his  faults  and 
remedy  his  ways,  is  he  really  a  Christian? 
tf  a  person  claims  to  be  a  Christian,  but 
loves  wrong  rather  than  right  and  uses 
his  influence  to  get  others  to  do  wrong, 
is  he  a  Christian?  If  one  confesses  Christ, 
|oms  the  church,  and  is  baptized,  but 
goes  right  on  in  the  old  sinful  life,  does 
his  church  membership  prove  that  he  is 
a  Christian?  1  John  2:3  reads  "And  here- 
by we  do  know  that  we  know  him,  if 
we  keep  his  commandments.''  Will  one 
who  has  become  a  new  creature  try  to 
keep  His  commandments? 
By  Their  Fruits — 

Two  people  saw  a  large  tree  in  a  for- 
est. One  said  it  was  a  popular  tree;  th^ 
other  said  it  was  an  oak.  They  went  close 
up  to  examine  it  and  found  acorns  under 
it.  The  fruit  of  the  tree  proved  what  it 
was. 

A  preacher  said,  "You  cannot  show 
the  roots  of  your  Christian  life,  you  are 
bound  to  show  its  fruits."  If  you  are  a 
Christian  your  character  will  prove  it, 
your   daily    life   will    prove   it. 

We  are  saved  by  grace  through  faith 
in  Jesus,  but  the  evidences  of  our  sal- 
vation are  the  fruits  of  a  Christian  life. 
If  the  world  judges  us  by  the  daily 
fruits  of  our  lives,  how  many  of  us 
would  it  call  Christians? 
Power  With  God  Necessary  to 
Overcome — 

Not  so  very  long  ago  a  boy  confessed 
Christ  and  joined  a  church.  He  had  been 
going  with  the  wrong  crowd  and  had 
many  habits  that  were  not  right.  After 
his  conversion  he  wanted  to  live  a  new 
life,  but  before  long  the  old  crowd  got 
him  to  go  with  them  and  he  was  too 
weak  to  withstand  the  temptation  to 
drink.  The  next  day  he  felt  ashamed  and 
discouraged.  He  was  just  deciding  he 
was  not  a  Christian  when  a  fine  older 
friend  said  to  him,  "If  vou  love  Jesus, 
ask  Him  to  forgive  you,  and  try  again." 
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He  also  told  him  how  the  blood  of  Jesus 
would  c'eanse  his  soul  and  take  out  the 
carnal  nature  which  made  him  want  to 
do  wrong  and  how  the  blessed  Holy 
Spirit  would  give  him  boldness  to  speak 
of  Jesus  and  work  for  Him.  After  this 
encouragement  he  developed  into  a  fine 
Christian  character.  He  received  the 
necessary  power  from  God  that  enabled 
him  to  stand. 

Let  those  who  are  now  Christians  who 
have  their  sins  forgiven  go  on  to  higher 
heights  and  deeper  depths  in  Christ  and 
have  the  blood  of  Jesus  applied  to  your 
hearts  (sanctification)  and  receive  the 
Comforter  He  promised  to  send  (Holv 
Spirit).  It  is  true  we  need  much  power 
with  God  in  these  perilous  times  to  be  an 
overcomer. 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Viola  Sloan 
Subject,  "PROMISES" 
Thoughts  for  Leader — 

A  promise  is  a  declaration  made  by  on,? 
person  to  another  to  do  or  to  refrain  from 
doing.  When  a  promise  is  made  we  have 
the  right  to  expect  the  performance  of 
the  thing  or  its  non-performance  accord- 
ing to  the  nature  of  the  declaration.  The 
Bible  is  full  from  cover  to  cover  of  the 
promises  of  God  to  man.  The  greatest  of 
these  is  the  promise  of  salvation,  through 
faith.  We  find  it  foretold  way  back  in 
the  Old  Testament  in  the  time  of  Moses 
and  running  on  down  thence  to  the  final 
chapters  of  Revelation. 
Promises'  of  God — 

(a)  To  mankind  from  the  fall,  Gen.  3: 
15. 

(b)  To  Noah,  Gen.  8:21,  22;  Gen. 
9:9-11. 

(c)  To  Abraham,  Gen.  13:15,  16;  22: 
16-18. 

(d)  To  David,  2  Sam.   11:14. 

If  we  love  Him  and  keep  His  com- 
mandments He  has  promised  us  certain 
rewards.  If  we  believe  in  His  Son,  He 
has  promised  us  eternal  life.  God's  prom- 
ises are  not  like  those  of  man.  He  never 
breaks  them.  If  we  fail  to  win  the  ful- 
fillment of  the  promise,  we  must  search 
our  own  hearts  and  lives  to  find  the 
reason. 
Promises   of  Christ — 

Christ  has  promised  us  so  many  things 
that  space  will  not  permit  us  to  give 
chapter  and  verse.  Here  are  a  few  of  the 
choice  ones.  Matt.  6:33;  11:28;  16:18, 
10;  10:28,  29;  28:20;  John  14:12-14. 
God's  Promises  Unbreakable  and 
Precious — 

Num.  23:19;  Kings  8:56;  2  Peter  1:4. 

Many  a  promise  has  been  made  and 
broken,  but  never  by  our  Lord.  Chris- 
tians are  oftentimes  too  careless  about 
carrying  out  their  promises,  Better  not  to 
make   a   promise   than   to   make  one   and 


break  it. 

Just  as  God  keeps  His  promise  to  His 
children  the  promise  against  the  wicked 
will  be  carried  out. 

Promises  to  the  repentant  and  return- 
ing, Isa.  5  5:1-4;  Jer.  31:34.  No  matter 
how  many  sins  we  have  done  in  the  past 
when  we  come  to  Him  repenting  and  for- 
saking we  have  the  blessed  promise  that 
they  will  be  remembered  against  us  no 
more.  2  Cor.  7:1. 

God  promises  to  uphold.  Psa.  73:26. 
He  tells  us  in  Isaiah  to  be  not  dismayed 
for  He'll  be  with  vis  and  will  strengthen 
us  even  down  to  old  age.  He  promises  to 
carrv  us  and  deliver  us.  We  would  never 
make  the  goal  within  our  weak  selves  but 
we  have  One  who  is  fully  able  to  carry 
us  through.  1  Cor.  12:9. 
Promises  of  Temporal  Blessings — 

Exodus  23:25;  Prov.  3:9,  10;  Matt.  6: 
25,  26;  Phil.  4:19;  2  Tim.  4:8. 

Bible  Lesson 

Subject,  "THE  SECOND  COMING  OF 
CHRIST" 

1  Thess.  4:13-18. 
Thoughts  for  Leader — 

The  second  coming  of  the  Lord  is  the 
hope  of  the  Church.  This  event  is  of 
such  great  importance  and  its  approach 
is  so  imminent  that  all  who  "love  his  ap- 
pearing" should  carefully  and  diligently 
study  it.  Prophecies  are  being  fulfilled  so 
that  that  glorious  event  is,  no  doubt, 
closer  at  hand   than  we  think. 

Many  saints  from  the  apostles,  even  un- 
til now,  eagerly  anticipated,  and  loving- 
ly longed  for  the  second  coming  of 
Christ.  Today,  perhaps,  as  never  before, 
multiplied  thousands  of  saints  are  antici- 
pating Christ's  imminent  return. 

As  Rebecca  journeyed  over  the  desert 
sands,  she  journeyed  in  anticipation  of 
her  meeting  with  Isaac.  But  Rebecca  was 
not  the  only  one  who  longed  for  the 
nuptial  day.  Isaac  himself  left  his  father's 
house,  and  went  out  by  the  well,  Lahai- 
roi,  and  there  he  meditated  and  prayed, 
looking  ever  and  anon  down  the  way  for 
the  coming  of  his  destined  bride.  Across 
the  field  toward  the  approaching  cara- 
van Isaac  made  his  way,  as  Rebecca  led 
by  Eleazar  approached. 

Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  is  far  more  in- 
terested in  His  second  coming  than  we 
are.  We  need  to  be  encouraged  to  hold 
our  confidence  firm  unto  the  end,  in  or- 
der that  we  may  receive  the  promise: 
"For  yet  a  little  while,  and  He  that  shall 
come,  will  come  and  will  not  tarry." 

In  this  study  we  wish  to  take  up  the 
thoughts:  What  Christ  will  look  for  and 
what  He  will  find  at  His  coming.  It  is 
verv  evident  from  the  study  of  the 
Scriptures  that  there  are  fundamental 
truths  and  characteristics  in  the  hearts 
and  lives  of  men  that  the  Lord  will  ex- 


pect to  find  when  He  comes.  From 
statements  in  the  Word  we  know  also 
that  a  very  opposite  condition  will  pre- 
vail. Let  us  consider  some  of  these  things. 
He  Will  Look  For  a  Purified  People — 

In  1  John  3:2,  3  we  read,  "Beloved, 
now  are  we  the  sons  of  God,  and  it  doth 
not  yet  appear  what  we  shall  be:  but 
we  know  that,  when  he  shall  appear,  we 
shall  be  like  him,  for  we  shall  see  him  as 
he  is.  And  every  man  that  hath  this  hope 
in  him  (of  seeing  Him)  purifieth  him- 
self, even  as  he  is  pure." 

The  ancient  Israelite,  in  order  to  be 
prepared  for  the  passing  of  the  death 
angel  that  dreadful  night  in  Egypt,  must 
have  his  hope  centered  in  the  blood 
sprinkled  upon  the  doorposts  and  lintels. 
"And  the  blood  shall  be  to  you  for  a 
token  upon  the  houses  where  ye  are:  and 
when  I  see  the  blood,  I  will  pass  over 
you,  and  the  plague  shall  not  be  upon  you 
to  destroy  you,  when  I  smite  the  land  of 
Egypt."  Behold,  the  only  hope  of  our 
safety  in  the  day  of  Christ's  coming  will 
be  His  blood  upon  our  souls. 
"Christ  our  Redeemer  died  on  the  cross, 
Died  for  the  sinner,  paid  all  his  due; 
Hide  in  the  saving,  sin-cleansing  flood, 
And  I  will  pass,  will  pass  over  you." 

He  Will  Look  for  a  Faithful  People— 

We  believe  this  means  a  people  full  of 
faith,  and  persevering  in  the  faith.  Peter 
says  that  in  the  last  davs  will  come  scof- 
fers who  shall  say,  "Where  is  the  promise 
of  his  coming?"  Matthew  warns  of  the 
evil  servant  who  says,  "My  Lord  delayeth 
his  coming."  Jesus  Himself  asks  the  ques 
tion,  "When  the  son  of  man  cometh  will 
he  find  faith  on  the  earth?"  Will  there  be 
faith  on  the  earth?  Will  there  be  those 
believing  that  He  is  coming? 
He  Will  Look  for  a  Watchful  People— 

The  principal  condemnation  pro- 
nounced in  the  Scriptures  in  regard  to 
the  Lord's  return,  is  against  those  who 
say,  "My  Lord  delayeth  his  coming." 
Those  who  believe  He  may  come  at  any 
time  believe  also  in  being  prepared  when 
He  comes — watching  and  waiting  "with 
your  loins  girded  about,  and  your  lights 
burning;  and  ye  yourselves  like  unto  men 
that  wait  for  their  Lord."  It  is  not  enough 
to  believe  that  our  Lord  is  coming  back 
again,  but  it  is  very  important  that  we 
live  in  the  attitude  of  expectancy,  for  the 
fulfillment  of  the  promise,  and  showing 
to  the  world  that  we  are  looking  for 
Him.  "Denying  ungodliness  and  worldly 
lusts,  we  should  live  soberly,  righteously, 
and  godly,  in  this  present  world;  looking 
for  that  blessed  hope,  and  the  glorious  ap- 
pearing of  the  great  God  and  our  Savior 
Jesus  Christ."  It  will  be  such  a  company 
that  will  be  ushered  in  to  the  Marriage 
Supper  of  the  Lamb,  at  the  cry,  "Behold 
the  bridegroom  cometh!" 

Our  Lord   will  look  for  those     whose 
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vision  is  upward.  But  how  many  will  be 
like  the  foolish  virgins,  away  seeking  ro 
replenish  their  lamps,  when  they  had  re- 
peated opportunities  and  ample  time  to 
have  their  lamps  trimmed  and  burning! 
And  in  an  unexpected  moment  their 
Lord  will  come  and  they  will  be  shut  out; 
or,  like  the  unfaithful  steward,  taken  un- 
awares and  cut  asunder  and  appointed  a 
portion  with  the  unbelievers. 

He  Will  Look  For  a  People  Full  of 
Divine  Love — 

We  read  in  the  Word,  that  in  the  last 
days  shall  be  perilous  times,  "evil  men  and 
seducers  shall  wax  worse  and  worse"  (2 
Tim.  3:13),  and  "because  iniquity  shall 
abound,  the  love  of  many  shall  wax 
cold."  The  promise  of  eternal  salvation  is 
to  him  that  endureth  to  the  end.  (See 
Matt.  24:12,  13.)  The  prayer  of  the 
apostle  for  the  saints  at  Thessalonica  was 
that  their  love  might  increase  and 
abound,  that  their  hearts  might  be  estab- 
lished in  holiness  before  God,  at  the  com- 
ing of  Jesus,  and  that  they  persevere  in 
comforting  and  exhorting  one  another 
with  the  hope  of  Christ's  coming.  Weil 
may  we  consider  the  admonition  of  the 
apostle,  and  grasp  the  opportunities  of 
"not  forsaking  the  assembling  of  our- 
selves together,  as  the  manner  of  some  is; 
but  exhorting  one  another;  and  so  much 
the  more,  as  we  see  the  day  approaching." 

"Let  those  who  look  for  hasten  the  com- 
ing, joyful  day, 

By  earnest  consecration  to  tvalk  the  nar- 
row way, 

By  bringing  in  the  lost  ones  for  whom  the 
Savior  died, 

For  the  crowning  day  that's  coming  by 
and  by." 

Bible  Lesson 

Subject,  "ENCOUNTERING  DAN- 
GER" 
Text:   Job    19:1-27 

For  the  leader:  In  this  modern  age  of 
depression  and  failure  we  as  young  peo- 
ple need  to  know  how  to  encounter  the 
many  dangers  which  lie  in  wait  for  us 
from  day  to  day. 

Trouble,  of  which  all  of  us  are  having 
a  taste,  meets  us  on  every  hand.  Some- 
times it  is  grief  over  a  loved  one,  some- 
times over  losing  homes,  sometimes  over 
sickness  and  many  other  trials  of  faith, 
but  to  stay  true  to  God  is  the  trial  of  oui' 
faith. 

Many  times,  grief,  disappointments  or 
failure  will  turn  souls  to  God,  and 
change  a  human's  life  from  a  careless, 
care-free  attitude  into  one  that  serves 
God.  How  we  need  to  watch  and  pray 
and  say  as  Job  of  old,  "I  know  that  my 
Redeemer  liveth,"  when  these  tests  and 
trials   come. 


Trials  of  Faith — 

Dan.  12:10;  Jas.  1:3;  1  Pet.  4:12;  1  Pet. 
1:3-7. 
We  need  not  think  it  strange  if  we 
have  a  trial  of  our  faith,  for  in  James 
1:4  we  read  how  the  trial  of  our  faith 
worketh  patience  and  patience  has  a  per- 
fect work  that  we  may  be  perfect,  want- 
ing nothing.  Often  we  see  God  sending 
death  to  homes.  It,  I  am  sure,  is  a  real 
trial  of  faith.  Two  cardinals  once  built  a 
nest  outside  a  window  on  a  bush.  They 
were  watched  closely.  They  were  very  de- 
voted to  their  homes  and  each  other.  Late 
one  afternon  a  storm  came  with  hail  and 
a  terrific  wind  and  wildly-driven  rain. 
The  mother  did  not  desert  the  nest,  but 
suddenly  a  gust  of  wind  blew  her  out 
against  the  building.  The  eggs  were  shat- 
tered. "When  the  sun  came  out,  to  the 
surprise  of  the  observer,  the  red  birds  were 
singing  merrily  from  a  tree  near-by.  They 
had  a  test  but  overcame  it  with  singing 
hearts.  Their  new  home  was  started  the 
next  day.  Let  us  take  a  lesson  from  the 
cardinals. 

Habits — Good  and  Bad — 

2  Cor.  7:1;  Gal.   5:16;  6:8;   1  John  2:16. 

How  many,  many  times  do  we  see  mas- 
ter lives  ruined  by  habitual  drinking, 
smoking,  dope  eating,  card  playing,  etc5 
The  sad  part  is  that  when  once  these 
habits  gets  a  strong  hold  upon  one  it  is 
like  a  disease  which  eats  and  eats  until 
life's  interests  are  gone.  Yet  there  is  a 
sunny  side,  for.  Jesus  can  cleanse  us  of  all 
filthincss  of  the  flesh. 

If  we  form  habits  of  serving  God,  it 
will  save  us  the  heartache  of  breaking  the 
bonds  of  bad  habits.  As  young  people  let 
us  overcome  evil  with  good.  We  have  the 
responsibility  of  setting  the  example  for 
our  many  witnesses  who  encamp  around 
about  us  each  day  of  our  lives. 

Wolves  in  Sheep  Clothing — 
Matt.  7:15. 
Many  of  our  young  people  are  being 
deceived  by  wolves  in  sheep's  cloth- 
ing. The  Word  tells  us  to  try  the 
spirits  to  see  if  they  be  of  God.  Let  us  not 
be  led  into  heresies  but  stay  true  to  th: 
Church  of  God,  our  Lord's  namesake. 

Yielding  to  Temptation — 

Jas.   1:12;  Rev.  3:30;   1   Cor.    10:13. 

James  1:12  says,  "Blessed  is  the  man 
that  endureth  temptations."  We  find 
that  He  will  keep  us  in  the  hour  of  temp- 
tation if  we  meet  His  conditions.  The 
Lord  wants  a  tried  people,  tried  as  by 
fire.  Let  us  be  willing  to  be  tried  as  the 
refiner  tries  the  silver  and  gold.  God  is 
putting  His  children  into  the  great  melt- 
ing pot  of  endurance  each  day.  Those 
who  have  stood  the  test  are  those  who 
are  willing  to  bear  the  cross  with  a  smile. 
Paul   savs   in    1    Cor.    10:13    that  God   is 


faithful  and  will  not  suffer  us  to  be 
tempted  above  that  which  one  is  able  to 
bear, 

Emerson  says,  "Every  man  has  his  own 
vocation."  There  is  one  direction  in  which 
all  space  is  open  to  him.  He  is  like  a  ship 
in  a  river,  he  runs  against  obstructions  on 
every  side  but  one;  on  that  side  all  ob- 
struction is  taken  away  and  he  sweeps 
over  a  deepening  channel  into  an  infin- 
ite sea. 

Neglect  of  Prayer — 

James    5:16;    Matt.    26:41. 

Prayer  is  the  key  to  heaven.  A  prayer 
life  is  a  beautiful  life,  which  will  be  a 
victorious  life.  We  find  in  James  5:16 
that  "the  effectual  fervent  prayer  of  a 
righteous  man  availeth  much."  Matt.  26: 
41  says  for  us  to  watch  and  pray  that  we 
enter  not  into  temptations.  Thomas 
Payne  says  we  ask  for  toys  when  we 
should  ask  for  continents  and  be  claiming 
the  world  for  Christ.  A  man  who  walks 
with  God  always  gets  to  his  destination. 
Let  us  pray  that  we  may  be  able  to  reach 
that   destination. 

Disobedience  to  God — 

1  Sam.   15:22. 

God  loves  an  obedient  personage,  one 
who  will  hearken  to  His  voice.  When 
Matthew  was  called  to  leave  his  occupa- 
tion of  gathering  taxes  and  follow  Jesus, 
the  Word  tells  us  that  he  arose  then  and 
followed  Him.  Immediate  obedience  i- 
what  Christ  wants  in  every  Christian 
life.  In  1  Sam.  15:22  we  find  to  obey  is 
better  than  sacrifice. 

"God's  path  is  on  the  sea — just  where 
we  would  not  expect  it  to  be.  So  when  He 
leads  us  to  unexpected  ways,  off 
strong,  solid  land,  out  upon  the  changing 
sea.  then  we  may  expect  to  see  His  ways, 
we  arc  with  one  who  finds  a  path  as  He 
goes.  That  is  better  than  having  a  path 
already  tracked  out,  for  it  makes  us  per- 
fectly independent  of  circumstances." — 
C.  A.  Fox. 

Songs:  "Throw  Out  the  Life  Line"  and 
"Life  is  Like  a  Mountain  Railroad." 

Have  a  picture  of  a  large  boat  or  make 
picture  on  bulletin  board.  Call  this  boat 
"Life"  and  point  out  how  it  has  many 
dangers  to  encounter  on  its  voyage.  Will 
it  make  a  safe  journey,  etc.? 

Note  by  Editor:  Let  me  again  insist 
that  each  Y.  P.  E.  have  a  good  sized 
blackboard  to  use  in  meetings.  They  arc 
very  necessary.  Ask  some  good  friend  in 
vour  Y.  P.  E.  to  make  a  present  of  one. 

The  Bible  is  not  only  a  book  of  infor- 
mation but  it  is  a  Book  of  inspiration  and 
revelation  to  all  who  are  in  harmony  with 
its  teaching. 
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THINKING  YOUTH 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
world   of   nature   there   are  evidences   of 
thought.  Behind  the  thought  there  must 
be    a    Thinker.    The    Thinker   must    be    a 
Person.  We  call  that  Person,  God. 

The  world  is  not  a  big  machine  run  by 
itself.  Like  every  other  machine  it  was 
invented  by  some  one's  brain,  and  is 
worked  by  some  one's  skill.  Everywhere 
around  us  we  see  proof  of  an  all-wise, 
all-loving,  all-knowing,  a  1  1  -  powerful, 
self-existing   Creator. 

A  LOOK  WITHIN 

You  and  I  know  full  well  that  we  are 
more  than  the  sum  total  of  our  bodily 
powers.  We  are  not  bodies  with  souls,  we 
are  souls  with  bodies.  Sometimes  we  may 
be  tempted  to  feel  that  we  are  like  so 
many  pebbles  on  the  seashore,  unmissed 
if  lost.  Yet  in  the  deeps  of  our  nature  we 
know  that  we  are  more  than  physical  be- 
ings. We  may  live  in  ordinary  homes,  and 
work  at  commonplace  tasks,  but  we  be- 
long to  a  bigger  world  than  that.  With- 
in us  are  powers  of  reason,  imagination, 
memory,  emotion,  choice.  Whence  came 
they? 

Now  the  cause  of  anything  must  be 
adequate  to  produce  the  observed  effect. 
As  Professor  Floyd  Hamilton  says,  "We 
must  have  been  caused  by  some  one  other 
than  ourselves  who  must  have  had  suf- 
ficient power  to  produce  our  souls.  How 
could  that  which  is  not  personal  produce 
that  which  is  of  a  higher  catagory — 
personality?  How  could  that  which  neith- 
er thinks,  wills,  nor  feels,  produce  that 
which  thinks,  wills  and  feels?  .  .  .  There 
is  only  one  answer  to  these  questions, 
and  that  is,  that  the  cause  which  has  pro- 
duced us  must  be  a  thinking,  willing, 
feeling  Person,  with  power  adequate  to 
bring  us  into  existence." 

Then  there  is  also  conscience.  You  and 
I  are  moral  beings.  We  are  creatures  with 
standards  of  right  and  wrong.  Kant,  the 
German  philosopher,  was  content  to  rest 
the  whole  argument  for  God  on  the  mor- 
al law. 

What  a  strange  thing  it  is — this  con- 
science! You  know  how  it  works.  Per- 
haps you  are  remiss  enough  to  neglect  a 
duty,  and  it  haunts  you  like  a  night- 
mare. Then  out  of  sheer  desperation  you 
go  and  do  it.  Result?  A  smug  feeling  of 
satisfaction  .  .  .  "What  a  good  boy  am 
I!"  Or  you  disobey  its  dictates,  and  com- 
mit a  sin,  perhaps  a  secret  one,  not  a 
living  soul  knows,  yet  you  feel  wretched, 
and  it  seems  as  if  the  very  paving  stones 
know  all  about  it.  Why? 

Have  you  never  heard  of  "conscience 
money"?  Every  vear  our  government  re- 
ceives thousands  of  pounds  from  people 
who  have  defrauded  the  Inland  Revenue, 
but  whose  consciences  would  not  let  them 
rest.      (Perhaps   this  is   the   biggest  phe- 


nomenon of  all!)  "I  could  not  stand  it 
any  longer,"  said  a  murderer  to  the  pol- 
ice, when  he  gave  himself  up.  "Can't 
stand  what?"  "Conscience!" 

G.  K.  Chesterton  once  said,  "When  a 
crocodile  devours  his  tenth  explorer  you 
do  not  say  to  him,  'Come  now,  be  a  croc- 
odile!' But  when  a  man  falls  under  temp- 
tation, conscience  says,  'Be  a  man!'  "  The 
crocodile  has  no  conscience,  but  man  has. 

Who  put  this  strange  thing  within  us? 
Certainly  we  did  not.  The  only  answer  is 
that  the  fact  that  we  as  moral  beings 
point  to  a  moral  God  as  our  Maker  and 
Creator.  Intelligence  cannot  come  from 
non-intelligence.  The  moral  cannot  come 
from  the  non-moral.  Personality  is  the 
most  precious  thing  in  the  world.  Its 
highest  quality  is  goodness.  Then  a  sup- 
er-Personality must  have  made  us,  and  He 
must  be  Supreme  Goodness. 

In  some  quarters  to-day,  to  concern 
one's  self  with  conscience  is  considered 
early  Victorian.  That  is  why  so  many 
have  consciences  that  are  doped,  seared, 
atrophied.  Elastic  consciences  are  as  pop- 
ular as  dog  racing.  An  all  too  common 
opinion  is,  "It  doesn't  matter  if  you  can 
get  away  with  it."  But  nevertheless  con- 
science rules  in  righteousness  because  it 
has  its  source  in  eternal  righteousness.  It 
sits  in  moral  judgment  because  it  is  the 
voice  of  the  moral  Ruler  of  the  Universe. 
It  praises  the  good,  and  denounces  the 
evil,  because  God,  who  is  its  Author,  is 
Himself  eternally  just  and  good. 

A  LOOK  ON 

We  have  seen  that  every  effect  must 
have  a  cause.  The  reverse  is  equally  true 
— every  cause  must  have  an  effect.  There 
must  be  "some  far  off  divine  event  to 
which  all   creation  moves." 

Unmistakably  an  overruling  Provi- 
dence is  always  at  work.  Again  and  again, 
whenever  the  forces  of  evil  have  seemed 
to  bring  the  world  to  midnight,  God's 
new  day  has  begun.  What  is  so  apparent 
in  the  history  of  the  ages,  is  the  one  sure 
guarantee  that  there  is  some  one  presiding 
over  the  world,  controlling,  guiding, 
shaping,  governing,  overruling,  under- 
taking, intervening,  and  working  out  His 
own  all-wise,  all-glorious  will. 

"But  is  that  so?"  says  some  one.  "I 
feel  like  the  commander  in  the  Navy, 
who  said,  'If  I  could  not  run  my  ship 
better  than  God  seems  to  run  His  world, 
I'd  leave  the  service.'  "  Yes,  that  is  all 
very  well,  but  there  has  been  a  mutiny 
on  board  His  ship.  The  crew  is  in  open 
revolt  against  the  Commander.  No  ship 
can  sail  happily  under  such  conditions, 
and  God  will  yet  deal  righteously  with 
the  mutineers,  as  He  has  always  done  in 
the  past.  The  present  mutiny  will  not 
hinder  God  working  out  all  His  ulti- 
mate purposes. 

My   conclusion    then   is    this.    When    I 


look  back  to  origins,  look  around  at  de- 
sign, look  in  at  personality,  and  look  on 
to  the  ultimate  issue  of  all  things,  I  find 
it  illogical,  and  indeed  impossible  to  be- 
lieve that  God  does  not  exist.  I  find  it 
much  easier  to  believe  that  "God  is,  and 
that  He  is  a  Rewarder  of  them  that  dili- 
gently seek  Him."  (Heb.  11:6.) 
(Used  by  permission  of  the  Zinzindorf 
Publishing   Co.) 

I  WILL  COME  AGAIN 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
shall  know  Him.  The  nail  prints  on  His 
hands  and  feet,  the  spear  scar  on  His 
side,  and  what's  more,  if  this  is  not  suf- 
ficient— He  has  promised  to  call  His  own 
by  name.  "He  gently  leads  me  by  the 
hand,  for  this  is  heaven's  border  land." 
When  He  comes,  if  we  are  not  there  al- 
ready, He  will  help  us  over  the  swelling 
tide  and  present  us  faultless  with  exceed- 
ing joy  before  His  Father's  face.  What 
better  assurance  need  you  or  I?  If  He 
tarries  not,  and  we  are  here  on  that  event- 
ful morning,  we  shall  be  gathered  with 
the  elect  into  the  fold  and  family  of  God 
and  be  forever  blessed. 

"I  will  come  again."  Oh  how  largely 
we  would  write  it!  It  is  strikingly  signifi- 
cant because — it  affects  you  and  me.  It 
means  just  this — we  must  be  ready  wheT 
He  comes  or  when  His  call  comes.  If  we 
are  not  ready  when  He  is  ready,  the  re- 
sult will  be  tragic. 

We  are  always  afraid  in  our  time  of 
trouble  that  God  will  deal  with  us  ac- 
cording to  our  unworthiness,  but  He  will 
not.  We  say  to  ourselves,  "At  last  the 
sins  of  my  youth  have  come  home  to  me; 
now  I  shall  be  dealt  with  according  to  my 
iniquities!"  But  Jacob  virtually  said, 
"Lord,  I  never  was  worthy  of  the  least 
thing  that  Thou  hast  done  for  me  and  all 
Thy  dealings  to  me  are  in  pure  grace.  I 
stand  still  where  I  always  must  stand,  a 
debtor  to  Thy  sovereign  and  undeserved 
favor;  and  I  appeal  to  thee,  since  Thou 
hast  done  all  this  for  an  undeserving  one, 
I  beseech  Thee  to  do  yet  more.  I  have 
not  changed,  for  I  am  as  undeserving  as 
ever,  and  Thou  hast  not  changed,  for 
Thou  art  as  good  as  ever,  therefore  still 
deliver  Thy  servant."  This  is  mighty 
pleading  with  the  Most  High. — C.  H. 
Spurgeon. 

A  Sure  Reward 

A  little  kindness  here  and  there, 

A  favor  now  and  then, 
Will  reap  for  us  a  hundredfold, 

And  then  return  again. 
A  little  smile,  a  kindly  word 

That  checks  the  blinding  tears 
Will  find  its  passage  back  again 

To  us  in  after  years. 

—A.  J.  Verrill. 
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AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
other  Stephen  did,"  he  said  as  he  kissed 
his  chubby  little  hands. 

Judith  did  not  hear  Charles'  answer  for 
she  was  too  much  engrossed  in  the  novel 
she  was  reading. 

One  evening  when  Charles,  weary  in 
body,  came  home  from  his  work  after  a 
hard  day  at  the  store,  he  noticed  that  Ju- 
dith seemed  unusually  cheerful  and  was 
attired  in  a  new  and  very  expensive  hat 
and  gown  purchased  that  day.  After  he 
had  greeted  her  as  usual,  he  looked  for 
the  baby.  When  he  did  not  find  him  in 
the  crib  he  inquired  of  Judith  where  he 
was. 

"Oh,  yes,"  she  answered,  "I  was  going 
to  tell  you  how  fortunate  I  was.  Yester- 
day Mrs.  Gadder  and  I  went  to  the  mati- 
nee while  I  left  the  kid  with  the  colored 
woman  in  the  next  block.  I  asked  Mrs. 
Gadder  if  she  knew  of  a  girl  I  could  hire. 
She  told  me  that  she  would  advise  me  to 
take  the  baby  to  the  day  nursery  on  Vine 
street,  only  two  blocks  away.  Since  it  is 
on  your  way  to  the  store  you  can  take 
him  over  there  each  morning  when  you 
go  to  work  and  then  bring  him  home  in 
the  evening.  I  took  him  over  this  morn- 
ing and  have  made  arrangements  to  that 
effect.  It  is  really  a  day  nursery  but  per- 
haps we  can  prevail  on  them  to  keep  him 
several  evenings  a  week  so  that  we  can 
go  out  in  peace. 

While  Judith  was  telling  Charles  all 
this  she  was  standing  in  front  of  the  mir- 
ror adjusting  her  new  hat  and  admiring 
her  lovely  new  silk  dress.  When  Charles 
did  not  answer  she  turned  to  him  say- 
ing, "Isn't  it  grand  that  I  should  dis- 
cover such  a  place?"  But  the  last  words 
almost  died  on  her  lips  before  they  were 
spoken,  for  when  she  looked  at  Charles  it 
frightened  her.  His  large  brown  eyes  were 
flashing  like  fire;  his  fist  was  clinched, 
his  jaws  were  set  as  he  stood  there  look- 
ing at  her.  For  a  few  seconds,  that  seemed 
like  hours  to  Judith,  he  did  not  utter  a 
word.  Then  taking  a  step  nearer  he  fair- 
ly shrieked,  "Judith!  Judith!" 

After  staring  at  her  for  a  moment  in 
fierce  anger,  suddenly  his  muscles  relaxed 
and  he  sank  into  a  chair,  his  elbows  rest- 
ing on  his  knees  and  his  face  in  his  hands 
In  a  few  moments  his  whole  past  life  as 
a  panaroma  passed  before  his  mind 's 
vision.  The  tender  care  he  had  received  at 
the  hands  of  a  devoted  mother  and  a 
proud  father.  His  happy  childhood  and 
young  manhood  until — yes,  until  he  re- 
jected Christ.  The  first  show;  the  first 
novel;  the  first  dance;  the  first  cigarette; 
the  first  cards;  and  now  this — yes — this. 
Then  with  a  convulsive  sob  and  a  broken 
heart  he  sobbed  out,  "O  Judith,  Judith! 
is  it  possible  that  you  have  no  mother- 
love  *or  our  baby,  our  own  little  Stephen, 


your  own  flesh  and  blood?  Do  you  mean 
to  say  that  your  whole  life  is  to  be  spent 
for  self,  in  vanity  and  pride,  and  that  you 
will  not  care  for  your  own  baby?'' 

"Well,  Charles,"  Judith  said  with  a 
sneer,  "is  that  what  all  your  fussing  is 
about?  I  though  the  way  you  looked  at 
me  and  the  way  you  acted  that  some- 
thing dreadful  had  happened.  It  looks  as 
if  you  never  will  enter  into  any  of  my 
plans.  Can't  you  see  that  it  will  make  it 
much  more  pleasant  for  me  if  we  take 
him  to  the  nursery?  It  will  relieve  me  o! 
any  bother  with  him  all  day  and  I  will 
not  be  everlastingly  tied  down  at  home. 
As  for  telling  me  that  1  ought  to  take 
care  of  him  because  he  is  my  own  flesh 
and  blood,  I  always  told  you  I  didn't  like 
kids  and  would  never  be  a  slave  to  any." 
She  then  added  impatiently,  "Now  make 
haste,  Charles,  if  you  hasten  and  dress  we 
can  eat  our  dinner  first  before  you  run 
over  and  get  the  kid.  Then  we  can  phone 
from  the  hotel  and  see  if  they  will  not 
keep  him  while  you  go  to  the  dance  with 
me.  I  made  a  date  for  tonight  with  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Gadder.  There  is  going  to  be  a 
swell  dance  and  I  purchased  this  hat  and 
dress  especially  for  that  occasion." 

"O  Judith,"  Charles  said  in  seeming 
despair,  "I  might  as  well  try  to  reason 
with  the  wind  as  to  reason  with  you,"' 
he  then  entered  the  bathroom  to  wash  his 
hands  and  glancing  around  the  house  it 
was  plainly  noticeable  that  Judith  had 
not  turned  her  hands  all  day  to  tidy  up 
the  rooms.  The  beds  were  not  made,  she 
had  not  even  washed  her  own  breakfast 
dishes. 

After  a  few  moments  of  impatient 
waiting  she  stamped  her  foot  forcibly  on 
the  floor  and  said,  "Charles,  will  you 
ever  hurry?  I  am  hungry,  hasten  and 
dress   so   we   can   go!" 

"Judith,"  he  said,  "you  may  go  to  your 
dinner,  I  do  not  feel  like  eating  anything 
this  evening." 

"All  right,"  she  said,  "if  you  are  going 
to  pout  because  I  am  going  to  have  some- 
thing to  say  once  in  a  while,  then  do  as 
you  choose,  but  I  am  going  to  have  a 
good  time." 

She  left  the  house,  slamming  the  door 
behind  her.  On  the  steps  she  stood  in  deep 
thought  for  a  moment,  knitting  her 
brow,  then  said  to  herself,  "What  did  I 
do  with   it? — oh,   yes,   I   remember." 

She  opened  the  door  and  called  back 
to  Charles,  "You  will  find  the  check  on 
the  mantle  in  the  front  room. 
"What  check?"  he  asked. 
"The  check  for  the  kid;  the  ladv  over 
there  keeps  dozens  of  youngsters,  you 
don't  suppose  that  you  could  get  him 
without  a  check,  do  you?"  she  said  as  she 
closed  the  door  and  was  on  her  way  to 
the  hotel. 

Slowly  Charles  walked  into  the  front 
room   and   took   the  check  and  looked   at 


it;  then  leaning  on  the  mantle  he  buried 
his  face  in  his  folded  arms  and  breathed 
a  prayer,  "My  Father  in  heaven,  is  it  pos- 
sible that  my  baby,  my  own  dear  little 
Stephen,  was  taken  over  there  to  be 
checked  like  a  piece  of  baggage,  and  now, 
while  my  wife — his  mother,  is  going  to 
the  dance,  I  must  present  this  check  be- 
fore I  can  get  my  own  child?  O  Lord, 
why  all  this? — yes,  1  know  why  all  this — 
sin." 

Without  eating  dinner  and  with  a 
heavy  heart  Charles  took  the  check, 
walked  two  blocks  to  where  the  nursery 
was  located,  it  seemed  like  so  many  miles. 
There  on  the  corner  stood  a  large  house. 
Slowly  he  ascended  the  steps.  He  could 
now  hear  children  weeping.  With  greac 
effort  he  took  courage  to  ring  the  door- 
bell. A  young  woman  with  white  apron 
and  cap  opened  the  door.  For  a  moment 
there  was  silence,  neither  of  them  spoke. 
Charles  felt  a  lump  gather  in  his  throat 
that  threatened  to  choke  him  and  for  a 
moment  it  seemed  that  he  would  not  be 
able  to  utter  a  word.  The  young  woman 
in  a  businesslike  manner  said,  "What  can 
I  do  for  you?" 

With  great  effort  and  barely  above  a 
whisper  Charles  said,  "I  have  come  to  get 
my  baby." 

"Your  check  please,"  the  maid  said. 
Charles  had  forgotten  to  hand  her  the 
check.  He  produced  it  and  she     stepped 
from  one  baby  to  another  until  she  found 
the    one    with    the    right    number.       She 
wrapped  a  blanket  around  him,  put  him 
into  his   cab   and    without   another   word, 
but    with   a    motion   of   her   hand   toward 
the   door,   Charles   took   him   away.      The 
moment  Stephen  saw  his  papa  he  almost 
leaped  from  the  cab,  he  was  so  overjoyed. 
His  eyes  were  red  as  if  he  had  been  weep- 
ing much   during    the   day.    Charles    took 
him    in    his    arms    and    pushed      the    cab 
home.  Stephen  put  his  little  arms  tightly 
around  his  father's  neck  as  if  to  say,  "O 
papa,  please  never  let  me  go  back  to  that 
place  where  they  are  all  strangers  to  me." 
When    Charles    arrived      at    home      he 
played   with   the   baby  for  fully  an  hour, 
after  which  he  fed  him  and  soon  he  was 
asleep,    cuddled    up    in    his    father's    arms. 
He  tucked  him  away  to  bed  and  then  for 
a  few  moments  found  relief  in  tears,  but 
soon    recovered    himself   and   was   deep   in 
thought  as  to  what  course  he  should  take. 
Should  he  permit  Judith  to  continue  to  do 
as  she  was  doing?   Should  he  permit  the 
baby    to    be    taken    to    the   nursery   every 
day,  and  each  evening  present  the  check 
and   bring   him    home   while   Judith   con- 
tinued  her    round    of   pleasure?      It      was 
either   that,  or  else   there   was   just      one 
other  thing  to  do,  and  that  was  to  write 
his  parents,  confess  all  to  them  and  then 
ask   them   if   they   would   take   the   baby. 
He  was  certain  that  Judith  would  not  ob- 
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ject. 

After  a  long,  hard  struggle  he  decided 
on  the  latter  course.  After  two  years  of 
silence  he  sat  down  to  write  his  father 
and  mother.  He  wrote  a  long  letter,  and 
with  aching  heart  slowly  folded  it  and 
slipped  it  into  the  envelope,  then  with 
bowed  head  he  muttered  to  himself,  "Oh, 
I  cannot  send  this  letter,  I  cannot  send 
it!  Oh,  this  cup  is  so  bitter,  must  I  drink 
it?" 

The  clock  on  the  mantle  was  striking 
the  hour  of  two  and  Judith  had  not  yet 
come  home  from  the  dance.  He  passed  by 
the  crib,  bent  over  it  and  just  then 
Stenhen  opened  his  large  brown  eyes, 
looked  at  him  and  with  a  smile  stretched 
forth  his  hands  pleadingly.  Charles  took 
him  in  his  arms  and  kissed  him  saying, 
"Sonnie,  you  know  papa  loves  you,  don't 
you?" 

At  this  moment  the  door  opened  and 
Judith  stepped  in,  saying  as  she  removed 
her  hat,  "Well,  well,  are  you  still  up  with 
the  kid?  You  don't  know  what  a  good 
time  is.  I  had  the  time  of  my  life  tonight, 
but  oh,  I  am  tired,  I  feel  like  sleeping  for 
a  week." 

She  was  soon  ready  to  retire  and  as  she 
turned  the  light  out  in  the  bedroom  she 
called  to  her  husband,  "Charles,  be  sure 
and  do  not  forget  to  take  the  kid  over 
to  the  nursery  when  you  go  to  the  store 
in  the  morning.  I  want  to  have  a  chance 
to  sleep  until  noon  if  I  desire." 

Charles  did  not  feel  at  all  inclined  to 
answer  her.  He  rocked  Stephen  to  sleep, 
put  him  in  his  crib  and  then  retired,  but 
not  to  sleep 

(To  be  continued) 

HER  BEST  FOR  THE 
MASTER'S  USE 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

during  the  evening  hours.  Before  long  she 
came  to  be  regarded  as  a  source  of  gen- 
era1 information  for  all  the  members  of 
the  school.  And  her  courteous  replies  and 
willing,  efficient  service  endeared  her  to 
the  entire  membership.  True,  it  occupied 
a  great  deal  of  her  time,  but  she  was 
happy  in  the  knowledge  that  now  she  was 
really  doing  something  worth  while  for 
her  Lord — the  thing  which  she  cotdd  do 
best. 

Before  long  the  officials  of  the  church 
recognized  the  great  improvement  occas- 
ioned bv  her  activities  with  her  type- 
writer, and  they  voted  to  employ  her  to 
serve  the  entire  church  as  well  as  the 
Sunday  School.  They  purchased  a  new 
typewriter  and  a  mimeograph  for  her  use, 
with  a  generous  supply  of  stationery. 
The  girl's  delight  knew  no  bounds,  and 
her   industry   and   loyal   service   soon   be- 


came the  cause  of  increased  interest  in 
the  entire  church.  The  pastor  declared 
that  the  "official  stenographer"  was  one 
of  the  most  important  officials  of  the 
entire  organization  and  that  he  would  not 
want  to  do  without  her  service. 

"But,"  he  added,  "Miss  Delia  is  not  on- 
ly efficient  with  her  typewriter,  she 
knows  the  Lord,  and  I  am  certain  that 
not  a  letter  goes  forth  without  a  prayer 
from  her  to  help  the  Master's  cause." 

"1  am  so  happy  that  the  Lord  has  been 
able  to  use  me  in  this  work,"  Delia  said, 
"because  it's  the  thing  I  can  do  best — 
and  nothing  but  my  best  is  good  enough 
for  the  Master's  use." 

LIGHTED  PATHWAY  BOOSTER 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I've  been  wondering  who  are  some  of 
the  early  Gideons  and  where  do  I  stand 
among  them.  I  remember  signing  with 
you  three  years  ago  this  past  May,  at  the 
Eldorado,  Illinois  state  convention,  as  a 
Gideon  and  I've  not  missed  or.e  month 
since  then,  as  an  individual,  to  sell  at 
least  one  roll  of  papers.  I'm  interested  in 
who's  who  as  having  a  complete  record 
from  the  start  before  then. 

We  trust  the  Lord  is  blessing  the  work 
of  your  hands  that  will  successfully  meet 
the  obligations  toward  the  paper.— Rev. 
Marvin  E.  Porter,  Austinville,  Va. 

Note:  We  surely  appreciate  Brother 
Marvin's  help  and  interest  in  the  paper. 
Some  of  our  young  people  have  written 
in  and  stated  how  long  they  have  been 
a  reader  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  Below 
are  listed  their  names.  If  we  have  omitted 
any  one  please  write  us  again.  They  did 
not  inform  us  how  long  they  had  been 
Gideons. 

1.  Beaulah  Osbon,  Aiken,  S.  C,  reader 
since  the  paper  was  published. 

2.  Mamie  McGuire,  Gastonia,  N.  C,  a 
reader  since   the  paper  was  published. 

3.  Mrs.  Lewis  Stoltz,  Claremont,  111., 
since   1931  or  before. 

4.  Hattie  Jackson,  Calhoun,  Ga.,  a 
reader   since    the   paper   was    published. 

5.  Ada  Queen,  Cincinnati,  Ohio,  a 
reader  since    193  0. 

God  Bless  You 

I  seek  in  prayerful  words,  dear  friend, 
My  heart's  true  wish  to  send  you, 

That  you  may  know  that,  far  or  near, 
My  loving  thoughts  attend  you. 

I   cannot   find   a   truer   word, 

Nor  fonder  to  caress  you, 
Nor  song  nor  poem  I  ever  heard 

Is  sweeter  than  God  bless  you. 

God  bless  you  so  I've  wished  you  all 

Of  brightness  life  possesses: 
For  can  there  any  joy  at  all 


Be  thine  unless  God  blesses? 

God  bless  you  so  I  breathe  a  charm, 
Lest  grief's  dark  night  oppress  you; 

For  how  can  sorrow  bring  you  harm, 
If  'tis  God's  way  to  bless  you? 

And  so  through  all  thy  days 
May  shadows  touch  thee  never 

But  this  alone- — God  bless  thee  dear — 
Then  art  thou  safe  forever. — Selected. 

Growing  Smiles 

A  smile  is  quite  a  funny  thing; 

It  wrinkles  up  your  face; 
And  when  it's  gone  you  never  find 

Its  secret  hiding  place. 

But  far  more  wonderful  it  is 

To  see  what  smiles  can  do; 
You  smile  at  one,  he  smiles  at  you. 

And  so  one  smile  makes  two. 

He  smiles  on  some  one,  since  you  smiled, 
And  then  that  one  smiles  back, 

And  that   one   smiles,  until,  in   truth, 
You  keep  in  smiling  track. 

And  since  a  smile  can  do  great  good 

By  cheering  hearts  of  care, 
Let's  smile  and  smile  and  not  forget 

That  smiles  go  everywhere. 

N.  Y.  Times  Book  Review. 


"Only    a    word!      But    know      this,      my 
brother: 
A   word   may   bless,   and   a   word   may 


blight, 


May  blot  the  sun  out  of  heaven  for  an- 
other, 
Or  lead   him   into   God's      own      sweet 
light." 
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Sought   help   at   evening  hour. 

There  were  the  lame,  the  halt,  the  blind, 
The  man  who  never  walked; 

They  gathered  'round  the  Man  Divine 
And  listened  to  Him  talk. 

He  told  them  of  a  Father's  iove, 
His  plan  to  save  the  race; 

He  told  of  home  in  Heav'n  above — 
Reward   of   saving   grace. 

"I'll  prove   my  word  is   true,"   He   said. 
And  healed  a  blind  man's  eyes; 

His  touch  raised  up  an  invalid, 
The  pow'r  came  from  the  skies. 

The  dumb  man's  tongue  began  to  sing, 
The  lame  man  walked  with  ease, 

The  blind  man  saw  his  Savior,  King; 
Christ    healed   of    all   disease. 

The    great    Physician    bending   there, 
Altho'  the  throng  was  thick, 

Did  hear  the  weakest,  faintest  prayer, 
His  touch  healed  all  the  sick. 

"Thy  faith  hath  saved  thee:  go  in  peace," 
So  gently  came  His  word. 

A  soul  is  glad,  sin's  reign  has  ceased 
Salvation's  shout  is  heard. 

The  years  have  passed  since  He  has   trod 
The  shores  of  Galilee. 

But  He  is  an  unchanging  God, 
I  he   Christ   of   Calvary. 

His  blood  has  bought   a  double-cure 
For  sin  and  sickness   too; 

The  vilest  heart  can  be  made  pure, 
His  blood  atones  for  yov 

Poor,  sick,  despairing  one,  I  bring 
Glad   news:   I'm  here  to  say — 

There's  healing  in  the  Savior's  wing. 
Reach    up — be   healed    today. 

— E.  Linwood  Jacobs. 


Rtv.  Linwood  Jacobs 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name. 

Enclosed  is  a  poem  that  the  Lord  re- 
cently gave  me.  If  you  sec  fit  to  publish 
it  in  the  Lighted  Pathway,  you  may  do 
so. 

I  hardly  know  how  our  Young  People's 
Endeavor  would  get  along  if  it  were  not 
for  you  and  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  have 
just  finished  reading  the  September  issue 
of  the  paper,  and  I  believe  that  it  is  the 
best  one  yet.  Especially  was  "The  Edi- 
tor's Message"  encouraging.  At  times 
there  seems  to  be  an  element  that  wishes 
to  criticize  the  work  of  our  young  peo- 
ple, but,  thank  the  Lord,  we  can  always 
count  on  you  to  stand  firm  for  God  and 
the  young  people. 

We  have  a  wonderful  Endeavor  at 
Rock  Hill.  Our  young  people  are  full  of 
the  Spirit  of  God  and  try  to  put  things 
over  for  the  Lord  and  His  church  in  a 
big  way.  Recently  our  young  people  put 
on  a  beautiful  Bible  drama.  An  offering 
amounting  to  fifty  dollars  was  given  on 
the  church  debt,  and  at  the  close  of  the 
drama,  four  received  the  Holy  Ghost  and 
a  large  number  were  saved  and  sanctified. 
Our  Endeavor  has  grown  from  just  a 
handful  until  last  service  there  were  a 
hundred  and  six  present  at  the  meeting. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  in  your  great 
work. — Linwood  Jacobs,  district  over- 
seer, Rock  Hill,  S.  C. 

The  Greatest  Physician 

Luke  4:40 

The  sun    was  setting   in   the   west 

The   day   was   growing  late, 
The  weary  ones  were  seeking  rest 

And  ease  from  Satan's  hate. 

A  multitude  had  gathered   'round 
A   man   with   wond'rous   pow'r; 
A   multitude  by   Satan   bound, 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  feel  like  writing  you  and  telling  you 
how  much  we  enjoy  the  Lighted  Path- 
way in  Grantham.  We  not  only  let  the 
saints  and  members  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  have 
the  enjoyment  of  the  paper  but  as  far  as 
we  can  reach  we  give  all  the  opportunity 
of  reading  it.  I  to'd  the  members  of  the 
church  and  Y.  P.  E.  to  allow  me  to  ex- 
tend the  Lighted  Pathway  for  August 
to  as  many  outsiders  as  possible  and  many 
new  readers  are  watching  for  the  next  pa- 
pers.— G.  A.  Powell,  Grantham,  Jam. 
::-    >;•    :;• 

My    dear   Sister    Harrison: 

I  have  been  a  reader  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  since  the  March  issue  of  1930.  I 
■-till  have  the  copy  of  this  paper  and  each 


one  since  is  a  little  sweeter  than  the  one 
before.  I  anxiously  look  forward  from  one 
month   to  another. 

When  I  receive  the  paper  I  first  turn 
through  its  pages,  glance  at  each  item  and 
author — then  turn  back  to  our  Editor's 
message  and  read  it  as  a  letter  direct  to 
me,  and  many  times  I  find  myself  wish- 
ing I  could  be  so  near  you  that  I  could 
put  my  arms  about  you  and  say  "Mother 
Harrison,   you   are  precious   indeed." 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  is  at  its  best  with  Brother 
Carlus  Muncy  as  our  leader.  We  still  have 
our  good  pastor  and  wife,  Brother  and 
Sister  Huff,  who  are  worth  more  than 
every  ounce  of  their  weight  in  pure  gold. 

May  the  Lord  shower  you  with  His 
richest  blessings. — Ada  Mae  Queen,  Cin- 
cinnati, O. 

::•    «•    :t- 

A  Good  Suggestion  From 
Crisfield,  Md    Y.  P.  E. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  few  lines  in  the  way  of  a  sug- 
gestion. You  remember  last  winter  when 
you  asked  for  each  Y.  P.  E.  to  send  in  a 
yearly  subscription  each  month  for  the 
Lighted  Pathway  so  you  could  still  give 
us  the  twenty-four  page  edition?  It  was 
then  suggested  by  the  writer  that  each 
member  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  (locally)  bring 
in  two  cents  each  month  and  by  so  doing 
our  Y.  P.  E.  could  send  in  a  yearly  sub- 
scription each  month  to  be  sent  to  dif- 
ferent places.  So  far  we  have  had  three 
yearly  subscriptions  sent  in.  One  to  be 
sent  to  the  hospital,  one  to  the  county 
jail,  one  to  the  Public  Library. 

If  you  think  this  suggestion  profitable 
you  may  pass  it  on  to  the  other  Y.  P. 
E's.  Some  Y.  P.  E's  may  have  enough 
members  so  they  could  send  4  or  5  yearly 
subscriptions   each   month. 

We  are  sending  a  subscription  for  Pine 
Bluff  Sanitorium,  Salisbury,  Md. 

1  close  with  good  wishes  and  prayers 
for  you  and  our  paper.  Pray  for  us  here 
at  Crisfield,  Md. — Thomas  Walston,  Cris- 
field, Md. 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

I  just  had  to  drop  you  a  card  and  tell 
you  how  much  I  enjoyed  the  September 
issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  The 
Editor's  message  was  so  helpful  and  every 
page  so  interesting  that  I  had  to  read  the 
paper  twice. 

May  God  bless  you  in  the  good  work 
you  are  doing.  —  Mary  Ruth  Dixon, 
Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

I  don't  suppose  that  you  ever  remem- 
ber hearing  from  me,  but  you  have.  I 
was  a  Gideon  for  the  Lighted  Pathway 
in  1935.  I  have  been  selling  the  Lighted 
Pathway  now  for  the  past  three  months 
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as  the  ex-secretary,  Sister  Bradshaw,  has 
been  giving  them  to  me  each  month.  I 
enjoy  selling  this  little  paper  because  al- 
most everyone  seems  eager  to  get  his 
paper.  I  enjoy  it  a  lot  too  and  wouldn't 
'want  to  miss  one.  This  month  I  didn't 
have  enough   for   all. 

Will  you  please  request  prayer  through 
the  paper  for  my  mother,  Mrs.  J.  B. 
Sykes,  who  has  been  unable  to  walk  for 
the  past  five  years?  It  would  mean  a  lot 
to  me  if  mother  could  be  healed.  I  know 
that  God  can  heal.  —  Miss  Elizabeth 
Sykes,  Rocky  Mount,  N.  C. 

NOTE:  If  this  were  your  mother  what 
would  you  want  people  to  do  about  this 
request  ? — Editor. 


Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

How  I  praise  Him  for  the  many  bless- 
ings He  has  bestowed  upon  me. 

I  must  try  to  tell  you  how  I  enjoyed 
your  message  in  the  September  issue  and 
especially  the  part  on  plays.  I  hope  every 
member  of  the  Church  of  God  will  read 
it.  The  devil  is  doing  all  he  can  to  hinder 
God's  work  but  I  am  so  glad  that  Jesus 
is  more  than  a  match  for  him.  I  am  glad 
the  devil  can't  do  any  more  than  God 
will  allow  him. — Beaulah  Osbon,  Aiken, 
S.  C. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

1  love  the  Lighted  Pathway.  As  soon 
as  I  receive  it  I  have  to  stop,  doesn't 
make  any  difference  what  I'm  doing  and 
look  over  it  anyway  to  see  what  is  in  it. 
When  I  find  some  of  those  interesting 
stories  I  hurry  up  so  I  can  read  them. 

I  have  two  children,  a  boy  and  a  girl. 
My  little  girl  always  says,  when  she  sees 
me  pick  up  the  little  paper,  "Mother, 
read  out  loud.  I  like  to  hear  you  read  the 
Lighted  Pathway."  She  can  read  some. 
She  still  gets  it  herself  and  reads  some  of 
the  poems  or  small  readings.  We  surely 
enjoy  it  very  much. — Mrs.  Lewis  Bowers, 
Boynton,  Pa. 

s-   s-   * 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  cannot  speak  words  to  tell  you 
how  much  we  enjoy  the  Lighted  Path- 
way paper.  It  truly  is  a  light  to  us.  We 
use  it  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  find  it  very 
helpful,  not  only  our  young  folks  like  to 
read  it  but  the  older  folks  read  and  en- 
joy it  so  much.  They  say  they  can  hardly 
wait  each  month  until  it  comes  to  search 
its  pages  and  find  what  good  it  brings 
to  them.  Instead  of  worldly  newspapers 
and  soul-killing  magazines  being  found  in 
my  home  I  have  the  Lighted  Pathway  and 
the  Church  of  God  Evangel  for  my  fam- 
ily to  read. — Mrs.  Viola  Cassady,  Davis, 
W.  Va. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ 
our  Savior.  I  thought  as  I  was  appointed 
secretary  of  our  Y.  P.  E.  at  Erwin  Hill 
I  wou'd  do  my  duty  at  once.  Our  young 
people  are  growing  fast.  We  organized 
in  April  and  we  have  nineteen  who  are 
Christians,  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 
We  have  been  taking  the  Lighted  Path- 
way and  I  surely  do  think  that  it  has  the 
right  name  for  me  for  it  lights  my  path- 
way. 

I  want  to  join  the  Reading  Circle  for 
I  have  read  the  April,  May,  and  June  is- 
sues.— T.  T.  Barton,  Fairmount,  Ga. 

*    :;-    * 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Personally,  I  think  that  the  Lighted 
Pathway  is  the  finest  young  people's  pa- 
per that  it  has  ever  been  my  privilege  to 
read  and  I  enjoy  it  from  cover  to  cover. 

Our  folks  here  in  East  Rainelle  enjoy 
it  too  and  use  it  all  the  time  in  our  Y. 
P.  E.  services  and  I  am  sure  all  of  us  de- 
rive much  spiritual  benefit  from  it. 

We  trust  that  God  will  bless  us  and 
that  you  will  remember  us  at  the  throne 
of  grace. — 7vtary  E.  Windish,  E.  Rainelle, 
W/Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  precious  name  of  Je- 
sus. I  thought  I  would  send  you  a  few 
words  from  the  Y.  P.  E.  in  Philadelphia, 
Pa.  We  are  having  a  good  time  in  the 
Lord.  We  are  enjoying  our  meetings  a 
lot.  We  use  all  the  topics  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  have  also  been  trying  to 
put  on  as  many  of  the  plays  as  we  have 
had  time  for. 

We  are  also  very  happy  for  another 
thing  which  we  have  seen  in  the  Lighted 
Pathways.  That  is  the  piece  that  Sister 
Zana  Wright  had  in  the  August  edition 
about  Brewerstown,  Tenn.  The  majority 
of  our  young  peop'e  are  from  the  South- 
ern states  and  have  been  asking  prayer 
for  some  of  their  friends  down  there.  Wo 
are  very  glad  to  hear  that  a  Y.  P.  E.  ha> 
been  started  in  this  little  town  in  Ten- 
nessee. We  are  hoping  and  praying  that  it 
will  prosper  and  not  only  that  Y.  P.  E. 
but  all  the  others.  Pray  for  us. — Florence 
Hanley. 

**"         ** 
Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

First  I  wish  to  say  that  you  mentioned 
the  Vacation  Bible  School  which  you 
thought  was  the  first  ever  conducted 
in  the  Church  of  God. 

I  wish  to  tell  you  something  about  th.> 
one  we  had  while  in  Wahpeton,  N.  Dak. 
in  June,  193  6. 

We  had  two  classes.  Those  eight  to 
twelve  and  twelve  on  up.  For  some  suo- 
jects  \/e  had  all  the  classes  together  but 
for  others  we  taught  them  separatelv. 
Charles  Washek  helped  us  in  this    school. 


We  had  classes  from  9:00  a.  m.  to  12:00 
m.  and  1:00  p.  m.  to  4:00  p.  m.  They 
first  asked  us  what  we  could  do  to  keep 
them  busy  but  when  school  once  started 
and  we  had  our  first  day  they  soon  saw. 
First,  we  had  songs  and  devotion.  Then 
a  scripture  memory  drill,  then  recess  for 
little  ones,  then  Bible  stories  for  the  lit- 
tle ones  and  then  a  Bible  character  scram- 
ble like  you  had  in  the  Lighted  Pathway 
some  time  ago.  We  mixed  up  the  letters 
in  the  name  and  when  they  all  pretty  well 
figured  who  the  character  was  we  had 
them  teil  what  they  knew  about  each 
one.  This  exercise  was  for  diversion  and 
sort  of  a  rest.  We  then  studied  Bible  he- 
roes. That  is  what  we  called  them.  It  con- 
sisted in  studying  the  lives  of  those  char- 
acters which  came  out  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  Whitefield,  Stams,  Wesley,  etc. 
We  studied  Dispensational  Truths,  Theo- 
ry of  Music,  Prophecy  and  Doctrine.  I 
have  have  forgotten,  offhand,  just  all  we 
had  but  it  certainly  was  a  profitable 
work.  I  learned  that  the  Sunday  School 
lessons  were  not  adequate  to  teach  the 
truths  of  the  Bible   to  our  children. 

I  also  wish  to  report  the  Young  Pec- 
pie's  Convention  that  we  had  in  Billings, 
August  ■>".  We  had  Brother  M.  S.  Lem- 
ons with  us  who  spoke  Saturday  night  the 
14th  and  then  taught  the  Sunday  School 
lesson  to  us  as  a  group.  The  writer  spoke 
in  the  morning  service  on  "How  to  be 
Great."  We  then  all  gathered  at  the  city 
park  for  a  basket  dinner.  In  the  after- 
noon service  the  young  people  had  full 
charge.  Their  talks  and  musical  numbers 
were  greatly  enjoyed.  The  young  people 
had  charge  of  the  first  part  of  the  even- 
ing service. 

The  power  of  God  was  manifested  in  a 
wonderful  v/ay  and  conviction  gripped 
many  hearts.  Brother  M.  S.  Lemons  then 
brought  the  message  of  the  evening.  His 
message  was  appreciated  by  all  I  am  sure. 

Thus  ended  the  first  state  Y.  P.  E. 
convention  in  Montana.  We  trust  that  we 
shall  have  many  more  in  the  future  if 
the  Lord  tarries.  M.  L.  Lowe,  pastor  of  the 
Church  of  God  in  Billings,  was  in  charge 
of  the  convention. — Wm.  Pospisil,  Den- 
ton, Mont. 

Attention    Y.    P.    E.    State    Presidents 

Some  of  our  Y.  P.  E.  state  superintend- 
ents are  asking  what  the  requirements  are 
for  winning  the  National  Y.  P.  E.  Banner. 
Here  they  are: 

Increase  over  last  year  in  number  of 
Y.  P.   E's  in  your  state. 

Increase  over  last  year  in  Y.  P.  E. 
membership   in   your  state. 

Increase  over  last  year  in  Lighted  Path- 
way circulation  either  through  Gideon's 
or  subscriptions.  Gideons  who  have  not 
paid  in  full  when  report  is  made  will  not 
count. 
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Glints  of  Knowledge 


Communism  in  the  United 
States 

The  communists  in  the  United  States 
are  rapidly  approaching  3,000,000.  This 
is  twice  as  many  as  there  are  in  the  com- 
munist partv  in  Russia  at  the  present 
time.  The  rest  of  the  people  are  not  com- 
munists, but  its  subjects.  The  number  of 
communists  in  the  United  States  are  six 
times  the  number  of  communists  in  Rus- 
sia at  the  time  of  the  revolution.  There 
are  600  newspapers  and  magazines  and 
6,000  paid  speakers  engaged  in  poisoning 
the  minds  of  the  masses.  $6,000,000  is 
spent  every  year  to  produce  civil  war  in 
the  United  States.  Over  100,000  copies 
of  Stalin's  book,  Lenin  and  Bolshevism, 
have  been  circulated  among  the  wage 
earners   in  Russia. — Religious   Digest. 

•n    -::    * 
Communism  on  the  American 

Campus 

No!  Communism  is  not  subsiding  in 
the  United  States.  It  is  especially  evident 
on  the  campus.  Reports  continue  to  roll 
in  on  the  increased  activities  af  the  reds 
among  the  youth  and  among  many  of  the 
teachers  and  professors  in  our  schools  and 
colleges.  In  agitating  the  youth,  the  reds 
are  more  bold  in  their  tactics.  They  plant 
their  seeds  in  the  form  of  innocent  sound- 
ing movements  and  issues,  which  grad- 
ually burst  forth  in  full  red  blooms. 
At  present,  most  of  the  leading  univer- 
sities and  colleges  in  the  country  are  suf- 
ficiently well  organized  by  the  commun- 
ists to  maintain  regular  radical  journels. 
As  an  example,  we  mention  the  Harvard 
Communist,  which  is  issued  by  the  Har- 
vard University  branch  of  the  Young 
Communist  League.  It  is  a  twenty-page 
magazine.  Another  so-called  "coming 
journal"  for  the  young  reds  of  the  intel- 
ligentsia is  the  Spark,  issued  by  the 
Young  Communist  League  of  the  College 
of  the  City  of  New  York. 

The  united  front  of  young  socialists 
and  voung  communists  in  the  schools  is 
the  American  Student  Union,  the  reds' 
chief  vehicle  for  penetrating  the  schools. 
In  this  field,  the  union  issues  a  number 
of  special  journals,  one  of  which  is  the 
High  School  Leader;  another  is  Outlook- 
— National  Republic. 

A  government  employee  in  Russia  has 
been  married  fifty-eight  times,  divorced 
fifty-seven,  and  had  102  children  in 
eight  years. 

■*.       ;£.       ;*. 

Mohammedanism  at  present  is  send- 
ing missionaries  into  various  parts  of  the 


world.  In  America  they  are  working  es- 
pecially among  the  Negroes.  There  are  to- 
day 75  Negro  Mohammedans  in  Chicago, 
400  in  Pittsburgh,  and  there  is  a  Negro 
mosque  in  Dayton,  Ohio.  The  Negro 
Journal  of  Religion  says  that  the  7,000,- 
000  Negroes  in  America  who  are  totally 
unchurched,  are  the  hot-beds  for  all  sorts 
of  "isms,"  and  the  problem  of  both  white 
and  black  people.  —  The  lntelligencer- 
LeaJer. 

Anti-Religious  Propaganda 

The  anti-religious  movement  in  Russia 
maintains  twenty-three  magazines  in 
fourteen  different  languages  and  pub- 
lishes for  free  distribution  over  thirty 
million  pamphlets.  It  maintains  scores  of 
"museums"  and  expositions  against 
Christianity. 

In  the  United  States  there  are  13,- 
681,273  children  under  twelve  years  of 
age  who  are  not  affiliated  with  any  re- 
ligious organization,  according  to  a  re- 
cent   census. — War    Cry. 

Protestants  in  France 

According  to  figures  offered  by  the 
Universal  Christian  Council,  there  are  to- 
day 770,000  Protestants  in  France.  The 
population  of  the  country  is  41,834,923. 
These  Protestants  are  listed  as  follows: 
Lutherans,  320,000;  Reformed,  377,000; 
Baptists,  8,000;  Methodists,  6,000.  Inde- 
pendent groups,  which  include  Plymouth 
Brethren,  the  Salvation  Army,  the  Evan- 
gelical Mission,  Adventists,  etc.,  make  up 
the  balance.  There  is  a  Welsh  Presbyterian 
Church  in  Finisterre  with  about  3  00 
communicants. 

Reports  from  Russia  relate  that,  in 
spite  of  the  definite  program  of  de- 
Christianization  of  Russian  school  chil- 
dren by  law  and  harsh  discipline,  forty- 
nine  per  cent  still  live  under  the  old  re- 
ligious atmosphere  and  that  fifty  per 
cent  still  pray  at  home.  What  a  testimony 
that  is  to  the  persistence  of  faith  in  the 
face  of  that  black  and  godless  terror  of 
human  ferocity  and  sinful  greed! 

In  the  United  States  mint  they  coin 
eagles  out  of  the  sweepings  of  the  gold 
dust  from  the  floor. 

*   =:•   * 

In  the  five  years  from  1930  to  193^. 
two  million  persons  in  the  United  States 
left  cities  and  towns  and  went  back  to 
farms.  It  is  believed  by  the  government 
statisticians  that  the  number  is  increasing 
during   the  past   year. 


Dr.  Louis  I.  Doublin,  insurance  statici- 
an,  has  recently  compiled  a  collection  of 
facts  on  murder  in  America.  It  shows 
that  each  year  11,000  people  are  mur- 
dered in  this  country.  That  amounts  to 
9.2  per  100,000  of  population.  New 
England  is  shown  to  have  the  least  mur- 
ders with  only  two  per  100,000,  and  the 
Southern  States  are  far  ahead  of  all  the 
rest.  For  every  100,000  people  in  Florida 
there  are  26.4  murders  each  year,  and  in 
1933,  Lexington,  Ky.,  led  the  nation  with 
a  rate  of  5  9.5.  Chicago  and  other  cities 
where  the  gangs  and  rackateers  are  con- 
centrated are  far  down  on  the  list  when 
rated   for  their  proportion   of  murders. 

Liquor  the  Assassin 

Intoxicating  liquor  purchased  of 
licensed  liquor  dealers  in  legalized  saloons 
had  its  part  in  the  assassination  of  our 
three  martyred  Presidents,  Abraham  Lin- 
coln, James  A.  Garfield  and  Wm.  Mc- 
Kinley.  The  man  who  shot  President  Mc- 
Kinlev  lived  in  a  saloon  and  hotel  com- 
bined. Po'ice  records  show  that  he  was  a 
drinker,  in  fact,  he  drank  daily. 

Garfield's  assassin  was  a  broken-down 
lawyer  ruined  by  liquor.  The  records  of 
the  day  show  that  he  too,  was  a  heavy 
drinker. 

John  Wilkes  Booth,  the  assassin  of  Lin- 
coln, on  the  night  he  shot  Lincoln  rode 
to  the  theater  entrance,  engaged  a  boy  to 
hold  his  horse,  then  he  went  to  a  near-by 
saloon,  took  a  drink  of  brandy  and  en- 
tering the  theater,  passed  quickly  to  the 
President's  box,  where  the  fatal  shot  was 
fired. 

Alarm  in  Israel 

Rabbi  Saul  Silber  is  reported  as  saying 
at  a  banquet  in  Chicago:  "What  will  be- 
come of  our  children?  Do  we  want  them 
to  grow  up  pinochle  players  and  poker 
sharks,  or  do  we  want  them  to  grow  up 
men  and  women  who  have  an  under- 
standing of  the  problems  of  life?  Our 
children  are  running  away  from  us  be- 
cause we  have  nothing  to  hold  them  with, 
to  make  them  worthy  of  their  Jewish 
heritage." 

Crime  or  Education? 

The  total  annual  cost  of  crime  in  the 
United  States  is  $13,000,000,000;  of 
education,  $2,500,000,000:  Five  times  as 
much  for  fighting  crime  as  for  fighting 
ignorance. 

The  per  capita  cost  of  every  inmate  of 
penal  institutions  is  $375;  for  every  child 
in  public  schools,  $86.  These  figures  can 
not  be  changed  in  a  day,  but  the  church 
should  be  committed  consistently  to  the 
expansion  of  society's  investment  in  the 
mental  and  spiritual  welfare  of  youth. — 
Robert    Henry   Miller. 
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Personal  Evangelism 


How  De  Witt  Talmadge  Was 
Won 

Bertram  Williams 

The  scene  could  have  been  no  more  un- 
promising for  the  winning  of  a  soul  who 
fhould  become  world  renowned  in  relig- 
ous  work  than  it  was;  nor  the  partici- 
pants less  likely  than  they  were.  The 
light  had  been  cold;  around  a  fireplace 
its  an  old-fashioned  family.  Outside  a 
loise  is  heard,  and  on  opening  the  door, 
a  rustic  circuit  rider  stepped  into  the 
ivarmth  of  the  home.  After  some  time 
n  conversation  the  father  asked  Rev. 
rruman  Osborn  to  read  and  pray. 

Never  dreaming  of  the  mighty  results, 
the  preacher  read  the  story  of  the  "nine- 
ty-and  nine"  and  the  one  lost  sheep.  After 
finishing  he  asked  the  father  if  all  the 
:hildren  were  Christians.  The  father  re- 
sponded, "Yes,  all  but  De  Witt."  Then 
Osborn  looked  down  into  the  fire,  and  be- 
gan to  tell  of  the  storm  that  came  upon 
the  mountains,  and  all  the  sheep,  save  one 
safe  in  the  fold.  One  little  lamb  had 
strayed  out  into  the  dangerous  night,  and 
doubtless  would  die  during  the  raging 
winds.  Then  he  graphically  spun  out  the 
tale  of  how  the  shepherd  went  out  in  the 
winds,  to  face  the  drenching  rains,  and 
risked  his  own  life  for  the  one  little  sheep. 
Then  he  told  about  Jesus  coming  to  die 
for  the  lost  sheep.  Barbed  words  as  arrows 
pierced  the  soul  of  the  lad,  the  only  sheep 
in  the  family  circle. 

That  night  on  retiring  De  Witt  knew 
that  out  into  the  storm  of  life  the  great 
Shepherd  of  the  soul  had  found  him,  the 
one  lost  sheep. 

It  was  just  a  family  circle,  but  Osborn 
came  to  grips  with  one  boy,  and  brought 
him  individually  to  Jesus.  Note  the  re- 
sults: The  lad  went  from  pastorate  to 
pastorate  until  his  throne  became  the  pul- 
pit in  the  famous  Tabernacle  in  New 
York  City.  His  sermons  were  syndicated 
until  they  encircled  the  world,  and  ap- 
peared each  week  in  more  than  2,000 
newspapers  and  religious  periodicals.  His 
books  rushed  from  the  press  as  water 
flowing  from  a  mountain  spring.  Today 
young  preachers  buy  copies  of  his  works 
that  they  may  drink  from  this  flowing 
stream  of  spiritual  beauty,  and  we  have 
read  every  volume  of  his  sermons  that  we 
might  behold  the  beauties  of  heaven  as 
pictured  by  this  master  of  words. 

Books  of  his  sermons  still  appear  as  was 
the  case  with  his  "New  Tabernacle  Ser- 
mons," his  "Wit  and  Wisdom,"  and  also 
his  "Fifty  Brief  Sermons."  To  these  men 
turn  for  linguistic  practice,  for  in  the 
art  of  illustration  and  vivid  word  pictur- 


ing Talmage  has  never  been  excelled. 

As  far  as  the  work  of  Osborn  is  con- 
cerned his  name  does  not  appear  among 
the  mighty  preachers  of  his  generation. 
No  record  is  left  of  his  life.  In  the  en- 
cyclopedia he  is  not  marked  as  the  writer 
of  books,  nor  is  his  name  to  be  found  at 
all.  From  the  worldly  standpoint  we 
must  mark  a  debit  entry  against  his  life. 
He  failed.  No  riches  were  left  by  him.  No 
honors  were  showered  upon  him.  He  lived 
the  ordinary  life  of  an  ordinary  circuit 
preacher,  traveling  through  New  Jersey 
and  New  York,  talking  with  people 
about  a  Savior  who  came  to  seek  the  one 
lost  sheep. 

A  failure,  did  I  say?  Not  so  with 
God's  reckonings.  This  was  a  crown  of 
the  personal  worker.  As  a  trophy  he  won 
for  his  Master  a  soul  winner  and  a  lead- 
er of  men,  a  preacher  of  note.  After  all 
most  of  the  successful  personal  workers 
have  stood  in  the  shadow  of  those  whom 
they  won.  So  it  was  with  Andrew.  He 
won  his  brother  Peter  to  Christ,  and  then 
his  converted  brother  is  showered  with 
honors,  while  he  stands  in  the  dim  shad- 
ows. So  it  always  has  been.  That  Sunday 
School  teacher  in  London  who  won  Rob- 
ert Morrison  is  forgotten.  The  name  of 
the  preacher,  with  flowing  long-tailed 
coat,  and  saddlebags,  A.  J.  Walker,  who 
won  Bud  Robinson  is  barely  heard  of. 
Billy  Sunday  we  know,  but  who  led  the 
street  service  in  Chicago  when  the  bail 
player  was  brought  to  Jesus?  A  forgotten 
hero,  who  died  unheralded  and  unsung, 
that  is  all. — Youmg  People's  Journal. 
"EACH  ONE  WIN  ONE" 

How  John  Bunyan  Was  Won 
Bertram  Williams 

The  career  of  John  Bunyan  should  be 
an  example  of  stimulus  for  personai 
workers.  None  could  have  been  lower 
than  he  in  the  realm  "of  morals  and  de- 
generacy. Fie  was  of  the  dregs  of  society, 
a  tinner  by  trade,  and  a  drunkard  by  pro- 
fession. Though  he' had  learned  to  read  a 
little  while  young,  he  was  so  debauched 
that  before  his  conversion  this  art,  along 
with  that  of  writing,  had  wholly  de- 
parted from  him.  He  went  about  blas- 
pheming, hated  by  respectable  people  and 
shunned  by  all.  Finally  he  married  a  plain 
and  poverty  stricken  girl,  who  knew 
something  about  Christ.  They  lived  ;n 
the  most  abject  poverty  so  that  barely 
the  necessities  were  found.  The  girl,  how- 
ever, had  brought  with  her  a  few  books 
from  her  father's,  and  among  these  was 
Fox's  Book  of  Martyrs. 

During  the  long  evenings  shyly  John 
would  pick  up  the  book  and  try  to  read. 


His  wife  would  tell  him  the  story.  The 
minister  at  the  little  Baptist  church  in 
Bedford,  where  they  lived,  was  a  holy 
man.  "Holy  Mr.  Gifford,"  as  Bunyan 
called  him,  took  an  interest  in  the  mean- 
est man  in  the  community  and  was  often 
seen  in  his  company.  Both  by  example 
and  precept  he  told  Bunyan  about  re- 
deeming grace  and  urged  upon  him  the 
necessity  of  changing  his  life's  tenor. 
Through  Sloughs  of  Despond  Bunyan's 
soul  traveled  until  it  struck  the  glorious 
highway  leading  to  the  Celestial. 

The  reward  of  the  personal  worker 
came  early,  and  Bunyan  accepted  Christ, 
to  find  a  glorious  light  shining  round 
about  him.  Gifford's  name  may  appear 
only  on  one  record,  that  of  the  church 
book  in  Bedford;  but  on  God's  scroll  of 
remembrances  it  will  stand  by  the  side  of 
Bunyan's. 

At  once  Bunyan  began  his  life's  work. 
He  did  not  wait  for  a  door  to  open  to 
him — but  he  placed  his  shoulder  to  one 
and  opened  it.  The  mender  of  tins  now 
became  the  mender  of  souls.  Wherever  he 
went  he  preached  to  the  poor  and  out- 
cast, until  he  was  called  Bishop  Bunyan. 
Later  he  was  selected  as  pastor  of  the  lit- 
tle church.  Years  of  persecution  began  to 
scar  him.  Twelve  years  were  spent  in  the 
Bedford  jail,  all  because  of  his  intense 
preaching.  While  here  visions  opened  upon 
his  soul,  and  as  the  twenty-ninth  book 
coming  from  his  pen,  out  flowed  Pil- 
grim's Progress,  the  world's  best  seller 
outside  the  Bible.  Through  it  publishers 
made  millions  but  Bunyan  made  nothing. 
This  delineates  the  progress  of  the  soul 
from  sin's  sloughs  to  heaven's  height. 
Grace  Abound'nig  is  his  spiritual  biog- 
raphy. 

The  results  of  Bunyan's  life  are  inesti- 
mable. He  is  the  world's  most  famous 
Baptist,  the  man  who  told  the  world  its 
story  of  redemption  in  allegory.  Multi- 
plied millions  have  seen  the  great  light 
because  of  him — and  because  of  holy  Mr. 
Gifford.  No  Book  of  Martyrs,  and  no  Pil- 
grim's Progress.  Little  seemed  the  work 
of  that  tiny  Baptist  church  in  Bedford; 
but  it  lighted  the  soul  of  Bunyan,  and 
transformed  him  into  a  great  light,  re- 
flecting the  glory  of  the  Sun  of  right- 
eousness. 

Does  personal  work  pay?  It  paid  Gif- 
ford with  Bunyan's  tremendous  life.  It 
paid  Frau  Cotta,  simple-hearted  German 
mother,  with  the  winning  of  Martin 
Luther.  It  paid  Boehm,  Mennonite 
preacher,  with  Otterbein,  the  father  of 
the  United  Brethren  church.  It  paid 
Bohler  with  Wesley  and  the  Methodist 
church.  It  paid  a  blacksmith  with  Spur- 
geon,  the  world's  most  famous  pastor.  It 
paid  a  youthful  lassie,  a  Sunday  School 
teacher,  with  J.  Wilbur  Chapman  and  his 
( Continued  on  page   24) 
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JAMES  HENNING,  Editor 


The  Bible  and  the  Child 

"Thy  Word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet, 
and  a  light  unto  my  path."  Psa.  119:105. 

"Suffer  little  children  to  come  unro 
me  and  forbid  them  not:  for  of  such  is 
the  kingdom  of  God." 

Two  of  the  most  precious  gifts  from 
God  to  this  world  of  ours  are  the  Bible 
and  the  child.  The  Bible  is  His  inspired 
Word  and  in  the  child,  with  innocent 
and  scrupulous  characteristics,  appears 
His  very  likeness. 

We  wish  to  suggest  the  beautiful  pos- 
sibilities to  be  derived  from  the  proper 
contact  of  these  two  aforementioned  ob- 
jects. 

As  already  stated,  the  child  in  its  first 
state  is  pure  and  sweet,  the  keynote  of  in- 
nocency  and  nobility.  Then  it  begins  to 
grow  in  intellect  and  body.  The  desire 
for  knowledge  and  the  explanation  to  un- 
solved problems  of  life  begin  to  fill  the 
mind.  Paul  says,  "When  I  was  a  child,  I 
spake  as  a  child,  I  understood  as  a  child, 
I  thought  as  a  child:  but  when  I  became 
a  man,  I  put  away  childish  things."  Then 
it  is  essential  that  in  the  growing  child, 
there  should  be  a  continually  increasing 
knowledge  of  the  "Book  of  Life"  in 
whose  blessed  pages  found  an  authorized, 
tangible  explanation  to  any  "problem  of 
life."  How  many  mishaps  along  the 
shores  of  time  could  have  been  avoided 
had  the  Word  of  God  solved  and  pointed 
out  the  way  instead  of  the  perverted  div- 
ers doctrines  of  man.  So  the  child  needs 
the  Bible  to  become  the  highest  worth  to 
a  lost  creation.  The  child  owes  its  exist- 
ence to  its  Creator,  and  not  until  it  ha* 
absorbed  the  Creator's  message  and  read 
His  blueprint,  is  it  qualified  to  build,  for 
it  must  build  its  house  or  "philosophy  of 
life"  on  the  Rock,  if  it  is  expected  to  sur- 
vive when  the  torrents  and  gales  of  life 
have   raged   and   gone. 

We  suggest,  as  some  of  us  who  read  th's 
article  are  doubtless  past  the  age  of  ado- 
lescence, but  who  have  seen  the  vision  of 
Calvary  and  looked  on  ahead  through  the 
mist  and  caught  a  gleam  of  the  glory 
that  awaits  the  faithful,  though  we  be  in 
our  youth  or  the  prime  of  life,  we're  still 
just    "children." 

We  find  in  First,  Second  and  Third 
John  that  this  beloved  saint  of  God  con- 
tinually refers  to  Christians  as  "chil- 
dren." Whose  children?  Here's  the  an- 
swer: We  WERE  the  children  of  dis- 
obedience, Col.  3:6;  but  are  NOW  the 
children  of  God,  Gal.  3:26.  This  being 
true,  it  is  as  necessary  that   the  child  of 


God,  yea  more  so,  than  the  natural  child. 
For  he  must  wage  a  continual  warfare  in 
either  public  exhortation  or  personal  work 
against  false  teachers  and  workers  of  ini- 
quity. He  must  sow  an  abundance  of  the 
seeds  of  truth  after  he  has  broken  up  the 
crust  and  gained  a  deeper  access,  where 
the  tares  of  "Behaviorism,"  Modernism, 
Skeoticism,  Russellism,  Communism  and 
the  other  "isms"  have  fallen  on  the  intel- 
lectual and  the  illiterate  alike.  He  must 
defend  the  virtue  of  Jesus'  blood  and 
point  it  out  as  the  greatest  bleaching  in- 
gredient for  sin.-stains  that  was  ever  ap- 
plied. He  must  point  sinners  to  its  flow. 
He  must  study  to  be  a  workman  that  has 
no  need  to  be  ashamed  of  his  work,  be- 
cause he  can  divide  the  teachings  and  in- 
terpret them  rightly,  of  the  Book  to 
which  he  has  devoted  himself.  The  ques- 
tion presents  itself.  Do  you  have  any 
Biblical  examples  of  children  and  youths 
who  studied  the  Word!  Yes!  Some  of 
them  being:  JOSEPH,  who  learned  the 
Word  verbally  from  Israel,  and  through 
the  avenues  of  prayer  became  a  type  of 
our  Jesus  and  the  Savior  of  his  people; 
MOSES,  who  from  infancy  was  taught 
the  wisdom  of  the  world,  and  by  the 
timely  thoughtfulness  of  his  nurse — 
mother,  absorbed  also  into  his  very  veins 
the  teachings  of  Jehovah  from  the  cradle 
to  young  mar  hood,  being  able  to  wield 
a  more  effective  weapon  against  Pha- 
roah  because  he  understood  the  arts  of 
Egypt,  and  better  yet,  the  voice  of  God; 
PAUL  who  like  Moses  was  educated  ui 
the  v/isdom  of  the  ages,  and  who  was 
acquainted  with  the  customs  and  philoso- 
phies and  many  of  the  languages  of  the 
known  world  and  its  races  in  young 
manhood.  Educated  in  Hebrew  history 
and  the  Law  and  Prophets  at  the  feet  of 
Gamaliel,  this  turbulent  young  member 
of  the  Sanhedrin  became  the  greatest  her- 
ald of  Christian  history  ever  recorded. 
Then  we  take  the  beloved  TIMOTHY, 
lo  whom  it  was  said,  "And  that  from  a 
child  thou  hast  known  the  holy  scrip- 
tures, which  are  able  to  make  thee  wise 
unto  satiation,  through  faith  which 
is  in  Christ  Jesus."  Two  Old  Testament 
and  two  New  Testament  examples,  out- 
standing champions  of  Jehovah  and  His 
Word,  have  I  presented  as  children  who 
became  acquainted  with  Goal's  word  and 
will.  We  could  go  on  and  exemplify 
David,  Esther,  Samuel,  and  our  Jesus  who 
early  in  life  proved  that  the  Word  of  God 
was  abiding  in  them,  as  well  as  others, 
but  space  will   not  permit   a  lengthy  ac- 


your  memory  as  worthy  characters  of 
child-study. 

Paul  said  to  Timothy,  "Let  no  man  de- 
spise thy  youth."  All  right,  let's  study 
God's  message  to  man,  young  folk,  and 
defend  the  gospel  of  the  cross  in  a  man- 
ner that  will  invoke  the  respect  of  the  un- 
godly and  the  godly,  the  low  and  the  high 
alike. 

Let's  be  able  to  snatch  the  sacred  Writ 
from  the  hands  of  perverters  and  give  it 
in  its  proper  light,  just  as  the  Son  of 
man  to  put  to  silence  the  prince  of  this 
world  in  His  three  notable  temptations 
following  the  forty  days'  fast. 

We  are  reminded  of  the  story  of  an  un- 
learned, but  spiritual  housewife  whose 
constant  prayer  was  that  God  would  al- 
low the  covering  of  the  flesh  of  her  off- 
spring to  become  the  cover  of  the  Bib'e. 
In  her  fervent  zeal  to  do  something  for 
God  she  made  this  the  intercession  of  her 
soul.  Soon  a  child  was  born  into  the  home 
and  as  he  grew  to  manhood  he  became 
an  extraordinary  student  of  the  Word  of 
God.  By  the  time  he  had  reached  his 
twentieth  year  there  seemed  to  be  no 
passage  of  scripture  which  he  could  not 
quote  from  memorv,  and  he  became  a 
powerful  exegete  and  preacher.  In  a  way 
too  beautiful  for  human  conception, 
which  is  always  His  way,  God  had  an- 
swered the  little  woman's  prayer. 

This  illustration  is  the  substance  of 
our  message  to  you,  young  people  every- 
where. Take  the  Word  and  apply  your- 
self tc  it,  first  become  a  student  and  set 
your  gaze  on  the  goal  of  a  scholar.  Dare 
to  do  great  things  for  God.  You  can't 
win  the  fight  against  sin  single-handed, 
bur  "greater  is  he  that  is  within  you, 
than  he  that  is  in  the  world."  1  John  4:4. 
So  we  can  win  with  God  over  the  adver- 
sary, with  the  richness  of  His  Word 
dwelling  in  us.  John  mentions  eating  the 
Book!  Now  wouldn't  it  be  wonderful  if 
we  could  just  figuratively  eat  the  hidden 
manna  of  God's  Word  and  let  it  become  a 
part  of  us.  Then  we'd  be  better  qualified 
to  play  our  little  part  in  ushering  in  His 
kingdom. — Marvin  Little,  Washington, 
North   Carolina. 


God  be  a  genteel  student  of  the  Word  of      count    of    these,    so    we    present    them    to 


Why  He  Attends  Church 

I  attend  church  when  I  can,  and  do  for 
the  church  what  I  can,  because  I  believe 
in  it.  I  have  found  nothing  in  my  re- 
ligion that  has  interferred  with  my  pro- 
gress for  a  single  moment.  I  have  never 
been  held  back  from  a  single  opportunity. 
It  has  been  my  source  of  inspiration  and 
strength  and  comfort,  and  I  should  be  an 
ingrate  and  a  fool  to  desert  it  now. 
Criticized,  derided,  belittled,  ridiculed 
and  mocked  as  it  is,  the  church  stands 
for  all  that  is  finest  in  our  thoughts.  It 
is  still  the  mother  of  our  greatest  sons 
and   daughters. — Edgar  A.   Guest. 
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From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 
Autumn 


If  the  autumn  of  life  is  half  as  lovely 
As    the   autumn    of   earth,    I    shall    not 
grieve 
For   the    vanished   days  of      a      rapturous 
spring, 
Nor  beg  for  one  moment  of  reprieve. 
I  have  loved  the  snows  of  hawthorn  and 
plum 
That  rivaled   the  frost   flakes'     mystic 
designs, 
But  what  of  a  world  in  crimson  and  go'd 
With  wild  grapes  spilling  their  purple 
wines! 

And   if   winter   should    come,   I   am   con- 
tent 
To  leave  my  life  in  the  hands  of  a  God, 
Whose  mind  could  conceive  the  autumn 
of  earth 
And  star  it  with  asters  and  goldenrod. 
— By   Marion   Doyle. 

Sometimes  in  life  we  wonder  why 
The  heart  must  ache,  the  lips  must    sigh; 
Why  disappointments  cross  our  way 
To  thwart  the  hopes  we  had  today. 
Ah  soul!   the  Father  hath  His  plan, 
Beneath  these  ways  we  cannot  scan, 
But  ever  shall  His  purpose  be 
Worked  out  for  good  to  thee  and  me 
If  we  will  wait. 

Plan  For  the  Years 

Elaine  V.  Emans 
There  are  so  many,  many  souls  who  go 
Most   gallantly  and  tall  to  meet  old  age: 
So  many  who  pin  courage  over  woe, 
And   such   a   throng  of  silent   ones     who 

wage, 
With  heads  held   high,   a   war  on   doubts 

and  fears, 
And,  so  many  bearing  flags  of  song. 
That,  Self,  we  must,  in  going  down  the 

years, 
Refuse   to  be   less  brave   and      gay     and 

strong! 

And  let  us  learn  to  keep  an  open  mind, 
A  sense  of  humor,  and  a  reverent  soul, 
And  never  be  too  busy  to  be  kind — 
Playing  so  valiantly  this  strange  new  role 
That    watching   ones,      who   love      their 

youth,   can  say, 
"I  should  not  mind  so,  growing  old  that 

way!" 

M 

My  Neighbor 

He   needs   must   work,    though   Time   on 
rushing  wings 


Has  left  bright  bits  of  soft  down  in  his 

hair; 
His   gnarled  old   hands   will  potter   with 

such  things 
As  rake  and  hoe,  or  with  painstaking  care 
He  builds  a  "rustic  seat  beneath  the  trees; 
He  cuts   the   lawn   and   clips      the   edges 

trim. 
In  simple  daily  labors  such  as  these 
He  keeps   an  independence  dear  to  him. 

He  who  has  always  worked  is  not  content 

With  idle  hours;  all  toil  to  him  is  sweet. 

He  counts  that  day  as  lost,  at  least  ill- 
spent, 

That  sees  no  labor  of  the  hands  complete. 

Dear  God,  when  he  walks  shining  ways 
with  You, 

Please  give  his  eager  hands  some  work  to 
do. 

A  Friend's  Greeting 

I'd  like  to  be  the  sort  of  friend 

That  you  have  been  to  me. 
I'd  like  to  be  the  help  that  you've 

Been  always  glad  to  be. 
I'd  like  to  mean  as  much  to  you 

Each  minute  of  the  day, 
As  you  have  meant,  old  friend  of  mine, 

To  me  along  the  way. 

I'd  like  to  do  the  big  things  and 

The  splendid  things  for  you: 
To  brush  the  gray  from  out  your  skies 

And  leave  them  only  blue; 
I'd  like  to  say  the  kindly  things 

That  I  so  oft  have  heard, 
And  feel  that  I  could  rouse  your  soul 

The  way  that  mine  you've  stirred. 

I'd  like  to  give  you  back  the  joy 

That  you  have  given  me, 
Yet    that    were   wishing   you    a    need 

I  hope  will  never  be; 
I'd  like  to  make  you  feel  as  rich 

As  I,  who  travel  on 
Undaunted  in  the  darkest  hours 

With  you  to  lean  upon. 

"Only  a  word!  But  know  this,  my  broth- 
er: 

A  word  may  bless,  and  a  word  may 
blight. 

May  blot  the  sun  out  of  heaven  for  an- 
other: 

Or  lead  him  into  God's  own  sweet  light," 

The  Procession 

By  Marian   Greene  Barney 
As  he  who  watches  l»y  a  broad  highway 


Whereon  a  long  procession  surges  past, 
Of  shining  ones  whose  memory  will  last 
When  lesser  lights  have  burned  their  lit- 
tle day, 
I  see  those  geniuses — so  grave — so  gay — 
So  human-weak,  so  witty,  wise,  steadfast, 
Leaving  with  us  a  heritage  so  vast, 
And  passing  to   a   golden  yesterday. 

And  those  who  follow  them — still  on  the 

road 
Beside  us — jostling,  dusty,  through  a  land 
Grown   commonplace      by   nearness — will 

they  rise, 
Stumbling,    perhaps,      but    carrying   their 

load 
Of  gilts  up  to  the  altar  with  proud  hand? 
Will    they   seem   shining,    too,    to   unborn 

eyes? 

Reading  the  Bible  has  lifted  more  lives 
out  of  bondage  and  ingratitude  than  any 
other  one  thing  in  the  history  of  man. — 
Cole. 

Everything  worth  while  has  a  hurt  in 
it — Edmund   Ware, 

Success  is  not  measured  by  what  a  man 
accomplishes  but  by  the  opposition  he  has 
overcome,  and  the  courage  with  which  he 
has  maintained  the  struggle  against  over- 
whelming odds.  Not  the  distance  we 
have  run,  but  the  obstacles  we  have  over- 
come; the  disadvantages  under  which  we 
have  made  the  race  will  decide  the  prizes. 

Victories  that  are  easy  are  cheap — 
Those  only  are  worth  having  which  come 
as  the  result  of  hard  fighting. 

It  is  never  fate  that  conquers  us  but 
only  our  own  reactions  to  our  experience. 
— Lndwig. 

The  only  heart  one  can  live  with  hap- 
pily is  a  melted  heart — sturdv  but  melted. 
—Cole. 

Prayer  is  the  cry  of  desire  out  of  your 
heart. — Cole. 


We  All  Have  Them 

If  times  are  hard,  and  you  feel  blue, 
Think  of  the  others  worrying,  too: 
Just  because  your   trials  are  many, 
Don't  think  the  rest  of  us  haven't  any. 

Life  is  made  up  of  smiles  and  tears, 
Joys  and  sorrows,  mixed  with  fears; 
And  though  to  us  it  seems  one-sided, 
Trouble  is  pretty  well  divided. 

If  we  could  look  in  every  heart, 
We'd  find  that  each  one  has  its  part, 
And    those    who    travel    fortune's    road 
Sometimes  carry  the  biggest  load. 


Page  24 


The     LIGHTED     PATHWAY 


October,  1937 


SELECTED    GEMS 

By  Paul  Stallings 

The  first  lesson  in  Christ's  school  is 
self-denial. — M.  Henry. 

Happiness  is  not  perfected  until  it  is 
shared. — Jane   Porter. 

Men  exist  for  the  sake  of  one  another. 
Teach  them  or  bear  with  them. — Marcus 
Aurdius. 

Kindness  has  converted  more  sinners 
than  zeal,  eloquence,  or  learning. — F.  W. 
Faber. 

A  Christian  is  the  gentlest  of  men; 
but,  then,  he  is  a  man. — Spurgeon. 

The  first  freedom  is  freedom  from  sin. 
— Martin  Luther. 

Sin  may  be  clasped  so  close  we  cannot 
see  its  face. — French. 

We  cannot  control  the  evil  tongues  of 
others;  but  a  good  life  enables  us  to  de- 
spise them. — Cato. 

Autobiography    of  a  Dime 

I  am  a  dime — ten  cents. 

I  never  talk  to  the  butcher. 

They  tell  me  I  am  too  small  to  be  seen 
or  heard,  so  I  remain  in  the  pocket  or 
purse. 

I  am  ignored  at  the  ball  game,  and 
never  invited  to  see  a  good  picture. 

When  it  comes  to  'joy  riding''  I  am  in- 
visible, because  gasoline,  oil  and  repairs 
cost  money. 

Clubs  and  lodges  positively  refuse  to 
admit  me. 

I  am  too  little  and  insignificant  to 
buy  a  Christmas  or  birthday  present. 

/  am  hardly  fit  for  a  tip! 

But,  believe  me,  when  it  comes  to  sup- 
porting the  church— I  am  considered — 
some  money! — Sel. 

I  Hope  So,  Sir 

They  were  four  bonnie,  bright  chil- 
dren who  lightly  sprang  into  the  railway 
carriage  in  which  I  was  returning  Co 
London,  and  seated  themselves  near  to 
me. 

After  giving  them  some  picture  tracts, 
I  began  to  speak  with  these  little  ones 
about  the  Lord  Jesus,  that  loving  One 
who  took  the  little  children  "up  in  His 
arms,  put  His  hands  upon  them,  and 
blessed  them."  I  found  they  knew  a 
great  deal  about  this  loving  Savior,  and 
one  of  them,  a  little  girl,  told  me  she 
knew  she  was  a  sinner,  but  the  Blood  of 
Jesus  Christ  had  washed  all  her  sins 
away,  and  made  her  whiter  than  snow.  I 
asked  this  dear  child  if  she  would  meet 
me  in  heaven,  and  she  answered  so  simply, 
"Oh  yes,  sir!"  And  when  I  asked  her 
how  she  knew  it,  she  replied,  "Because 
Jesus  has  died  for  me!" 


I  then  turned  to  one  of  the  others,  a 
little  boy  of  about  ten  years,  and  asked 
him  the  same  question,  "Whether  he 
would  meet  me  in  heaven."  But  he  cou'd 
only  say,  "I  hope  I  am  going  there." 

The  Word  of  God  gives  certainty  of 
salvation  for  all  who  believe  on  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ. 

"Your  sins  are  forgiven  you  for  His 
name's   sake"    (1    John   2:12). 

"By  grace  are  ye  saved"   (Eph.  2:8). 

"Ye  may  know  that  ye  have  eternal 
life"    (1    John    5:13). 

These  are  only  a  few  of  the  Scrip- 
tures which  show  that  it  is  right  for  a 
believer  to  be  sure  of  salvation  now  and 
heaven  by  and  by. 

This  knowledge  frees  us  of  fear  and 
the  Holy  Spirit  is  given  to  us  that  we 
may  serve  our  Lord. — Scattered  Seed. 

A  MOTHER'S   REWARD 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

ways  I  should  have  liked  to  do! 

"I  have  my  reward  now! 

"My  sons  are  ministers  of  the  Gospel; 
my  grown-up  daughters  are  Christian 
women.  I  have  plenty  of  time  now  to 
sit  down  and  rest;  plenty  of  time  to  keep 
my  house  in  order;  plenty  of  time  to  in- 
dulge myself  in  many  ways,  besides  go- 
ing about  my  Master's  business,  where- 
ever  He  has  need  of  me. 

"I  have  a  thousand  beautiful  memories 
of  their  childhood  to  comfort  me.  Nov,' 
that  they  have  gone  out  into  the  world 
for  themselves,  I  have  the  sweet  con- 
sciousness of  having  done  all  I  could  to 
make  them  ready  for  whatever  work  God 
calls  them  to  do.  I  gave  them  the  best 
I  had — myself." — Publisher  Unknown. 

PERSONAL    EVANGELISM 

(Continued  from  page  21) 
world  renowned  revivals.  It  paid  the 
drummer  with  Moody;  Moffat:  with  in- 
spiring Livingstone;  and  the  country  cir- 
cuit rider  with  Talmadge!  So  will  it  pay 
us. — Young  People's  Jojtrnal. 

"EACH  ONE  WIN  ONE" 

EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
ing.  At  this  meeting  each  one  has  a 
chance  to  stand  and  give  his  or  her  name, 
where  they  are  from  and  say  a  few  words 
besides.  We  surely  do  enjoy  these  meet- 
ings. 

Here  is  the  request:  Please  wear  a  piece 
of  paper  with  your  name  and  address  on 
it  to  this  meeting.  It  will  be  impossible 
for  all  to  speak  but  this  will  help  us  tj 
get  acquainted  whether  you  speak  or  not. 
We  expect  Community  Hall  to  be  full 
this  year,  it  was  at  times  almost  filled 
last  year.  I  believe  its  seating  capacity  is 
1,000.  Interest  is  increasing  in  the  morn- 
ing meetings.   God  is  blessing.      May  the 


Lord  bless  you  whether  you  come  or 
"keep  the  home  fires  burning."  Let  us 
say 

Ready  to  go,  ready  to  stay, 

Ready  my  place  to  fill; 

Ready  for  service,  lowly  or  great, 

Ready  to  do  His  will. 

BOUND  LIGHTED  PATHWAYS 

Do  you  want  a  bound  Lighted  Path- 
way book?  This  book  will  have  328  pages 
of  the  best  material  possible  for  your 
work.  If  you  are  a  Y.  P.  E.  worker,  pastor, 
or  evangelist  you  will  find  this  book  in- 
valuable. If  you  are  a  parent  you  cannot 
find  reading  material  better  fitted  for 
your  child.  They  will  thoroughly  enjoy 
it.  If  you  are  old  or  middle-aged  you  will 
enjoy  this  book.  A  paper  suited  to  all 
classes  of  people.  Bring  $1.00  and  get  one 
at  the  Assembly. 

SILVER  LINING 

Come  on,  young  people,  and  earn 
$15.00  by  selling  100  Silver  Linings.  You 
order  them  and  sell  them  at  2  5c  each. 
Send  us  $10.00  in  thirty  days.  You  can 
divide  them  among  your  people  and  let 
your  whole  church  help  in  selling  them. 
Please  have  your  pastor  recommend  you 
when  you  send  for  the  books.  They  can- 
rot  be  returned.  Send  order  to  Alda  B. 
Harrison,   Cleveland,   Tenn. 

GIDEONS 

1.  Naomi  Grissom,  Red  Bay,  Ala. 

2.  Janie  McConnell,  Marietta,  S.  C. 

3.  Robert  G.  Faye,  Radford,  Va. 

4.  Mary  Lee  Mosley,  Camden,  S.  C. 

5.  Elizabeth  Sykes,  Rocky  Mount,  N. 
C. 


6.  Alverda  Darr,  St.  Charles,  Pa. 

7.  Happy  Smith,  Lawtey,  Fla. 

8.  Lucille  Hardenbook,  Stark,  Fla. 

9.  Inez  Briggs,  Big  Springs,  Texas. 

10.  Luther  Gossett,  Pacolet  Mills,  S.  C. 

11.  Mona  Johnson,   Paxton,  Ind. 

12.  Mrs.    Lula    Mae   Harris,      Granite 
Falls,  N.  C. 

13.  Lula  Brooks,  Hendersonville,  N.  C. 

14.  Virginia   M.   Henning,   Elkins,   W. 
Va. 

15.  Ethel     Ervin,      209  S.  Main     St., 
Mocresville,  N.  C. 

16.  B.  H.  Hatcher,  Cheraw,  S.  C. 

17.  J.  B.  Green,  Washington,  D.  C. 

18.  Mrs.  Louise  Fogle,  Orangeburg,  S. 
C. 

19.  Mrs.  Lei'a  Jackson,  Gainesville,  Ga. 

20.  Mrs.  Katie  Guyton,     Philadelphia, 
Pa. 

21.  Myrtle  Stone,  Baxley,  Ga. 

22.  Bob  Whitticker,  Wapato,  Wash. 

23.  Mrs.  Viola  Saylor,  Twila,  Ky. 

To  be  a  Gideon  you  mav  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  £1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  three  hundred  who  are  going  to  put  THB 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  tins  year? 
Read    the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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WE  GIVE  THANKS 

Mrs.  M.  E.    Littell 

For  shine  of  sky,  and  blue  of  stream, 

For  golden  daivn,  of  which  we  dream; 

For  faith  so  real,  and  love  so  true, 

For  patience  sweet,  and  hope  e'er  new; 

For  blooming  floivers,  and  singing  birds, 

For  friendship  pure  and  loving  words; 

For  days  of  youthful  innocence, 

For  years  of  sage  experience; 

For  foliage  green,  and  fragrant  breeze, 

For  golden  grain,  and  fruitful  trees; 

For  mournful  strain,  and  chorus  sweet, 

For  grief  severe,  and  joy  complete; 

For  truth  sublime,  and  cleansing  power, 

For  help  in  trouble's  darksome  hour; 

For  privilege  the  right  to  choose, 

For  strength  of  heart,  wrong  to  oppose; 

For  sympathy,  in  pain  or  loss, 

For  light  that  shines  from  Calvary's  Cross; 

For  grace,  wrong-doing  to  confess, 

For  health  and  strength  and  happiness; 

For  wisdom's  rich  and  boundless  store, 

For  flag  that  waves  from  shore  to  shore; 

For  land  so  great  and  fair  to  see, 

For  love  of  home  and  liberty; 

For  all  we  are,  and  e'er  shall  be, 

Father,  we  render  thanks  to  Thee. 

-Exchange 


"Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  un- 
to my  path."  Psalm  119:105 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

Here  we  are  at  our  own  fireside  after 
having  returned  from  the  the  great  As- 
sembly at  Chattanooga.  Truly  it  was 
great.  Our  young  people's  meetings  were 
very  inspiring  and  helpful.  We  are  going 
to  tell  you  something  about  them. 

The  first  morning  we  enjoyed  a  "Get 
acquainted  meeting."  This  was  splendid 
as  the  young  people  introduced  them- 
selves and  told  the  place  from  which  they 
came.  Girls  and  boys  from  the  east,  west, 
north  and  south  and  some  from  foreign 
fields  were  with  us  in  this  meeting.  It  is 
said  that  the  sun  never  sets  on  the  Church 
of  God.  Truly,  it  is  wonderful  how  the 
great  latter  rain  movement  is  spreading 
over  this  world  to  hasten  the  coming  of 
our  precious  Lord,  just  like  the  early 
church  and  the  former  rain  was  sent  to 
bring  up  the  seeds  that  were  being 
planted  by  the  disciples  of  early  days,  so 
this  latter  rain  is  falling  to  ripen  the 
grain  for  the  harvest  time.  James  5:7. 
Isn't  it  wonderful  to  be  living  in  such  a 
time  as  this?  Yes,  it  is  wonderful,  and 
oh,  what  a  responsibility  is  upon  us  as 
we  are  called  to  be  instruments  in  God's 
hands  in  bringing  others  into  the  way. 
People  are  watching  you,  young  people. 
Will  you  shoulder  the  responsibility?  On 
Sunday  morning  we  were  to  have  our 
General  Overseer  with  us  but  he  was  in 
some  way  hindered  and  sent  Brother  B.  L. 
Hicks  who  gave  a  splendid  talk  on, 
"What  is  that  in  thine  hand?"  In  this 
talk  he  made  it  very  clear  that  God  could 
use  even  the  least  talent  if  you  hand  it 
over  to  Him.  I  met  a  young  woman  while 
there  who  said  to  me,  "I  think  it  is 
strange  when  people  have  musical  talent 
and  do  not  use  it  for  God."  She  went  on 
to  say,  "I  have  no  talents."  And  I  had 
already  noticed  her  sweet  face,  her  friend- 
ly disposition  and  I  tried  to  show  her  that 
her  sparkling  eyes,  her  friendly  smile  was 
the  greatest  talent  one  could  possess.  The 
world  is  hungering  for  friends  who  can 
smile  and  make  them  feel  welcome  when 
they  come  into  your  meeting.  Try  this  on 
the  people  as  you  work  for  the  Lord  and 
see  what  it  means  to  both  you  and  those 
with  whom  you  come  in  contact  this  next 
year. 

Monday  morning  we  had  a  number  of 
our  state  Y.  P.  E.  superintendents  with 
us  who  gave  some  good  reports  on  their 
state  work.  We  believe  our  superintend- 
ents will  come  out  with  even  greater  re- 
ports next  year.  The  work  is  moving  on. 

Monday  evening  was  our  annual  Y.  P. 
E.  open  service  in  the  large  auditorium 
which  was  a  great  success.  The  power  of 


God  came  down  and  people  rejoiced  and 
many  came  weeping  to  the  altar  at  the 
close  of  the  service  and  prayed  through 
to  victory.  Many  at  this  service  were 
dressed  in  the  Y.  P.  E.  uniform  which  is 
white  and  blue.  This  made  a  very  at- 
tractive platform  scene.  The  white  stands 
for  purity  and  the  blue  loyalty.  We  hope 
this  year  the  uniform  will  be  emphasized 
in  all  of  our  states  and  that  next  year  the 
scene  at  our  Assembly  will  be  more  beau- 
tiful. Why  not  make  our  services  attrac- 
tive. Our  churches  need  to  be  made  at- 
tractive. God  ordered  the  temple  made 
of  beautiful  materials.  We  should  make 
our  lives  attractive   and     beautiful     be- 

My  Neighbor's  Bible 

I  am  my  neighbor's  Bible, 
He  reads  me  when  we  meet; 

To-day  he  reads  me  in  my  home — 
To-morrow  in  the  street. 

He  may  be  relative,  or  friend, 
Or  slight  acquaintance  be; 

He  may  not  even  know  my;  name, 
Yet  he  is  reading  me. 

And,  pray,  who  is  this  neighbor 
Who  reads  me  day  by  day, 

To  learn  if  I  am  living  right, 
And  walking  as  I  pray? 

Oh,  he  is  with  me  always, 

To  criticize  or  blame; 
So  worldly-wise  in  his  own  eyes, — 

And  "Sinner"  is  his  name. 

Dear  Christian  friends  and  brothers, 

If  we  could  only  know 
How  faithfully  the  world  records 

Just  what  we  say  and  do; 

Oh,   we   would   write     our     record 
plain, 
And  come  in  time  to  see 
Our   worldly      neighbor      won      to 
Christ, 
While  reading  you  and  me. 

— The  Herald  of  light. 

cause  of  the  spirit  of  Christ  shining  out. 
We  should  dress  as  women  professing 
godliness.  That  means  to  dress  modestly, 
becomingly.  In  other  words,  let  us  keep 
in  the  center  of  the  highway  of  holiness 
not  swerving  either  on  the  one  hand  to 
dress  extravagantly  and  worldly  or  on  the 
other  hand  to  make  ourselves  look  con- 
spicuous by  being  fanatical  along  this 
line. 

Tuesday  morning  were  questions  and 
answers  and  open  discussions  on  Y.  P.  E. 
problems.   This  was  very   interesting  and 


helpful  and  we  needed  all  day  to  satisfv 
us  along  this  line.  We  plan  to  discuss 
some  of  these  questions  in  our  message  in 
the  near  future.  Watch  for  them. 

Wednesday  morning  we  invited  our 
missionaries  to  meet  with  the  young  peo- 
ple. We  had  some  very  interesting  talks 
and  we  believe  a  greater  zeal  will  be  maa- 
ifested  this  coming  year  in  missions. 

Thursday  morning  was  our  farewell 
service  which  is  always  sweet  but  sad. 
This  service  closed  with  a  consecration 
service.  Sister  Marie  Smith  Nuzum  put 
on  an  exercise  in  which  she  used  two 
hundred  candles.  Some  very  interesting 
talks  were  made  on  letting  our  lights 
shine  and  then  those  who  were  consecrat- 
ing and  reconsecrating  their  lives  to  God 
were  invited  to  come  forward  and  receive 
a  candle  which  was  lighted  at  the  altar. 
They  marched  until  several  aisles  were 
lined  with  those  who  held  candles.  Some 
were  weeping,  others  rejoicing.  It  was  a 
beautiful  scene  and  will  never  be  for- 
gotten by  those  who  were  present.  We 
hope  to  publish  this  little  exercise  in  the 
January  issue.  It  will  make  a  good  New 
Year  program  for  you. 

Then  we  want  to  especially  mention 
the  missionary  program  on  Sunday  morn- 
ing in  the  main  auditorium.  This  was  one 
of  the  most  impressive  services  we  have 
ever  attended.  Some  of  our  young  people 
volunteered  for  service.  While  it  was  very 
sad  to  realize  that  we  must  give  them  up 
here  in  the  homeland,  how  glad  to  know 
that  God  is  working  and  calling  them  out 
and  that  they  are  willing  to  say,  "Here 
am  I."  Oh,  how  the  power  of  God  was 
manifested  in  this  service.  People  were 
weeping  all  over  the  house  and  a  great 
burden  fell  upon  the  people  for  the  for- 
eign field.  People  who  were  there  from 
other  churches  wept  with  us. 

Dear  young  people,  as  you  return  to 
your  homes  we  hope  that  you  will  take 
to  your  home  churches  the  good  things 
you  enjoyed  at  this  Assembly.  Remember 
to  make  your  light  shine  in  the  field. 
Jesus  has  permitted  you  to  live.  Keep 
your  eyes  lifted  toward  the  hills  for  Je- 
sus is  coming  soon  and  we  want  to  be 
ready,  don't  we?  In  the  center  of  the 
page  you  will  find  a  poem  which  we  are 
sure  has  a  message  for  you. 

People  usually  go  the  way  they  look;  if 
they  look  down  they  are  likely  to  go 
down,  but  if  they  look  continually  up  to 
God  by  faith,  Christ  will  bring  them  to 
Himself. 

Nothing  is  so  conscientious  to  act  on 
true  principle  as  love. 


November ,  1937 
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At  the  Cross  Roads 

MINNIE  E.  LUDWIG 

Used    by   Permission   of   Nazarene   Publishing    House 
(Continued  from  last  issue) 

synopsis  DEATH  OF  JUDITH 


The  letter  which  Charles  had  written 


Little   Stephen    Ludlow,    left    an   orphan    at   his 
lather's    death,    is    asked    to    vacate    the    house    '.n 
which  he  is  living,  but   is  permitted  to  live  in      to   his   parents,   asking     them      to      take 
an  alley  shack  until  he  can  find  his  grandfather.      Stephen,    was    never   mailed.      Day    after 

He    has    lived    here    since    his    earliest    recollections         J         each  morrur,g  he   took  Stephen  to  the 
His    environment    was    quite    different    to    that    of  ,  ,  i  . 

his  father,  Charles  Ludlow,  when  he  was  a  boy.      nursery  and  each  evening,  presenting  his 

Charles   Ludlow  was   reared   in   a  beautiful   home        ch^k>  he  brought  him  home.   Three  years 
in    a    thriving    little    Illinois    city.    His    merchant        had    slowly    dragged    away    and    with    the 

father    was    prosperous    and    the    little    family,  passing  of  weeks  into  months  and  months 

consisting  of  Mr.   and   Mrs.   Ludlow,   Charles   and  ^  ^    q£    Charles>       h;    h    ambi_ 

his  sister,   Elizabeth,   was   happy   indeed,    lne  par-  .  111  11         p         j  u 

bits     were    Christians    and     desired     to    lead     their  tions    had    also    slowly    slipped    away,     tie 

was  faithfully  discharging  his  duties  as 
manager  of  the  little  store  and  going 
through  the  same  routine  at  home.  He 
arose  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning  and 
prepared  his  own  breakfast,  washed  and 
dressed  Stephen,  fed  him  and  took  him  to 
the  nursery  and  again  brought  him  home 
each  evening.  Then,  although  weary  in 
body,  he  would  sweep  the  floors  and  dust 


children    to   Christ. 

Years  passed  and  Charles,  a  stalwart  young 
man  of  eighteen  years,  had  failed  to  accept  Christ 
as  his  Savior,  though  he  attended  church  services 
regularly.  He  was  keeping  company  in  high  school 
with  2  beautiful  Christian  girl,  Viana  Harvey, 
who    was    church   pianist. 

One  night  Charles  accompanies  his  history  class 
to  the  theatre.  The  suggestive  picture  shown  start- 
ed him  on  the  downward  path.  Cigarettes,  bad 
company,  drink,  etc.,  all  became  a  part  of  his  life. 


After  his   promises   to   reform    are   broken   many        tne    furniture    and    perform    all    the    Other 
times     Viana     finally     tells     him     their     friendship 
ust  cease.  Brokenhearted  he  leaves  that  night  for 


Chicago,  and  writes  a  letter  of  explanation  to  his 
family,  giving  it  to  the  mail  clerk  so  it  would  bear 
nv    postmark. 

Back    at    home    there    was    much    grief    when    it 
was   discovered    that    Charles    was   gone.    A   frantic 


little  details  common  to  housekeeping. 
He  had  for  some  time  given  up  going  to 
the  hotel  with  Judith  for  his  dinner  be- 
cause she  refused  to  allow  him  to  take 
Stephen,   saying   that    a   fashionable   hotel 


search   by   authorities,  ending  only  after  his  let-       like  the  LaFountain  was  no  place  to  take 
ter  arrived,  brought  a  measuarge  of  consolation  to       kids. 


his    family 

Charles  arrives  in  Chicago  with  an  ambition 
to  become  a  lawyer.  He  favorably  impresses  an 
attorney  who  recommends  him  for  a  responsible 
position  with  a  good  firm.  He  is  refused  the  posi- 
tion when  he  acknowledges  that  he  drinks  and 
smokes.  Finally  he  obtains  a  job  as  grocery  clerk, 
at    first    saving    a    few    dollars,    desiring    to    study 


After  he  and  Judith  had  been  married 
three  years  Charles  made  his  last  pay- 
ment on  the  furniture.  A  great  burden 
was  lifted  when  this  was  accomplished, 
and,  now  and  then,  a  little  ray  of  hope 
would  spring   up   in  his  heart    that,  even 


w.  Soon,  however,  he  is  back  in  the  old  whirl  of      yet,  he  might  be  able  to  lay  aside  a  little 

money,   go   to   school    and   carry  out   his 
ambition  of  becoming  a  lawyer. 

He  decided  not  to  tell  Judith  that  the 
furniture  was  paid  for,  but  one  evening 
when  he  felt  lonesome  and  Judith  seemed 
in  a  good  humor  and  his  own  heart  crav- 
ing companionship  to  share  his  joy  with 
someone,  he  told  her  how  happy  he  was 
because,  after  three  years  of  toiling  and 
economizing,  the  last  payment  on  the 
furniture  had  been  made.  She,  however, 
seemed  not  to  hear  what  he  said  but  be- 
gan to  tell  him  of  the  wonderful  hero  in 
a  novel  that  she  had  just,  finished,  not 
realizing  that  by  her  side  sat  a  man  who, 
by  the  help  of  a  true  wife,  would  doubt- 
less be  a  real  hero  and  not  an  imaginary 
one   in   a   cheap   novel.   When   Judith   did 

write   a   letter   to   his   neglected   parents,   confessing        not   answer,   Charles   thought   that   she  had 
all,  and  ask  if  they  would   take  his  precious  son.  ^^  what  he  ^  ^  w^     k(j    {m 

He   proceeds   to  do   this,   but   after  writing   decides  "  ° 

not  to  send  the  letter.  As  the  clock  struck  two      it  she  knew  that  the  furniture  was  now 

that   night   Judith   came  in,   giddy   and  elated   over  paid    for,    he    felt    Certain    that    she    would 

the   dance  she   had    attended    and   cautions   Charles  —^    Qn    ]jvul„    even    more   extravagantly 

to  remember  to  take  the  baby  to  the  nursery  next  ,           .     . 

morning.   He  does   not   answer,  but   tucks  the  in-  tnan    Detore. 

fant  in  his  crib  and  retires.  Two    weeks    later,    one    evening    when 


sin.  One  evening,  he  meets  Judith  Delver  who  is 
more  beautiful  in  body  than  of  soul.  After  a 
whirlwind  courtship  they  obtain  .1  license  and 
an:    married. 

Then  housekeeping  begins.  Judith  soon  refuses 
to  prepare  the  meals.  Charles  cooks  breakfast, 
buys  his  lunch  and  dines  out  with  her  each  eve- 
ning. He  is  only  able  to  make  ends  meet  on  pay- 
ments for  her  extravagant  buying  after  he  is 
promoted,  becoming  manager  of  the  small  store. 
A  year  passes  and  on  Charles'  twenty-first  birth- 
day, a  son  is  born  into  the  home.  Judith  ignores 
the  baby.  Charles  names  him  Stephen  after  the 
New  Testament  hero  of  that  name.  One  evening 
Charles  comes  home  to  find  the  baby  missing  and 
is  indifferently  informed  that  he  is  in  a  day 
nursery  two  blocks  away.  After  Judith  leaves  for 
.'.  dance  he  anxiously  hurries  to  the  nursery  where 
his  baby  is  checked  out  to  him.  With  aching  heart 
he  hugs  the  overjoyed  infant  to  his  breast  ana 
rushes  home  with  him,  feeding  and  lulling  him 
to  sleep  in  his  arms.  He  then  sat  down  to  ponder 
over    the   problem   before   him.   Charles   decides   to 


Charles  arrived  at  home,  he  saw  a  car 
parked  in  front  of  the  house  and  won- 
dered who  had  come  to  visit  them  or  he 
thought  that  perhaps  it  was  some  sales- 
man who  was  in  the  house  demonstrat- 
ing his  goods.  While  his  mind  was  occu- 
pied with  these  thoughts  Stephen,  who 
was  walking  by  his  side,  stumbled  and 
fell,  his  forehead  striking  a  rock.  Charles 
picked  him  up  and  carried  him  into  the 
house,  greeted  Judith  and  went  into  the 
bathroom  to  wash  the  blood  from 
Stephen's  face  and  then  immediately 
busied  himself  with  the  housework.  Ju- 
dith seemed  ill  at  ease  and  very  nervous. 
She  was  sitting  on  the  couch  pretending 
to  be  interested  in  a  new  deck  of  cards 
she  had  purchased.  Finally  with  an  air 
of  impatience  she  proceeded  to  the  kitch- 
en where  Charles  was  now  washing  dishes. 
She  stood  in  the  door  for  a  moment  in 
silence,  waiting  for  Charles  to  speak. 
When  he  did  not  seem  to  notice  her  she 
said  impatiently,  "Well,  Charles,  I  see  no 
need  of  pouting,  you  might  as  well  speak 
and  tell  me  whether  you  are  pleased  or 
displeased." 

Charles  looked  at  her  in  surprise  say- 
ing, ""What  do  you  mean,  Judith,  pleased 
or  displeased  at  what,  washing  dishes?" 

In  anger  she  fairly  shrieked  as  she  said, 
"Why,  Charles,  do  you  mean  to  tell  me 
that  you  walked  right  by  my  new  car 
parked  in  front  ot  the  house  and  did  not 
see  it?" 

Charles'  face  turned  pale  and  ha 
dropped  the  dish  he  was  wiping,  break- 
ing it  into  many  pieces  but  he  seemed  not 
to  notice  it.  He  looked  at  his  wife  for  a 
moment  in  silence,  and  then  with  a  per- 
fect self-control  and  in  a  low  but  firm 
voice  said,  "Judith,  do  you  mean  to  tell 
me  that  you  have  purchased  that  expen- 
sive car?  Am  I  to  be  your  slave  forever?" 

With  a  toss  of  her  head  she  arose, 
turned  on  her  heel  facing  Charles  and 
said,  "Well,  I  know  full  well  that  there 
will  be  a  storm,  but  I  shall  face  it  like 
a  heroine,  and  the  sooner  it  is  over  the 
better  it  will  be  for  both  of  us,  I  pre- 
sume," and  with  great  emphasis  she 
added,  "I  took  the  seventy-five  dollars 
which  you  gave  me  to  purchase  my 
spring  coat  and  made  the  first  payment 
on  the  car,  and  I  inform  you  now, 
Charles,  that  I  have  made  arrangements 
for  you  to  pay  the  remainder  in  monthly 
payments  just  like  you  paid  for  our  furni- 
ture; you  told  me  that  the  furniture  is 
now  paid  for.  I  have  decided  to  wait  for 
my  coat  until  your  next  pay  day  so  that 
I  might  have  the  car  now." 

Charles  rose  to  his  feet  and  with  a 
calm,  but  firm  voice  said,  as  he  stood 
before  Judith  with  both  of  his  hands 
thrust  deep  into  his  pockets,  "Judith,  I 
inform  you  that  I  shall  not  pay  one  cent 
on  that  car.  I  shall  give  you  from  my 
(Continued  on  page  8) 
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Bible  Lessons 

A  Boy's  Promise 

The  school  was  out,  and  down  the 
street 

A  noisy  crowd  came  thronging; 
The  hue  of  health,  a  gladness  sweer, 

To  every  face  belonging. 


age 


% 


Among  them  strode  a  little  lad. 

Who  listened  to  another, 
And   mildly   said,    half    grave,    halt 
sad, 

"I    can't — I    promised    mother." 

A  shout  went  up,  a  ringing  shout, 

Of  boisterous  derision; 
But  not  one  moment  left  in  doubt 

That  manly,  brave  decision. 

"Go  where    you    please — do     what 
you  will," 
He  calmly  told  the  other; 
"But   I  shall   keep  my  word,   boys, 
still; 
I  can't — I  promised  mother." 

Ah,    who   can    doubt      the      future 
course 
Of  one  who  thus  had  spoken? 
Through    manhood's   struggle,   gain 
and  loss, 
Could  faith  like  this  be  broken? 

God's    blessings      on    that    steadfast 
will, 
Unyielding  to  another, 
That   bears   all    jeers      and   laughter 
still, 
Because  he  promised  mother. 

— George  Cooper. 

Children's  Bible  Lesson 

Topic,  "SHEEP" 
Isaiah   5  3:6 

Introduction:  Every  boy  and  girl  has 
seen  sheep.  Everyone  likes  sheep  because 
they  are  different  from  any  other  animal. 
Our  heavenly  Father  teaches  us  that  we 
are  like  sheep   (Isa.   5  3:6). 

S — Strayed.  Sheep  are  not  like  other 
animals;  they  cannot  fight  and  protect 
themselves;  they  are  noted  for  getting 
lost.  Horses  and  dogs  find  their  way 
home  easily.  (Illustrate.)  But  we,  like 
sheep,  have  gone  astray  and  cannot  find 
the  way  Home  without  a  Shepherd.  Even 
David  said,  "I  have  gone  astray  like  .i 
lost  sheep"    (Psa.    119:176). 

H — Helpless.  A  lost  sheep  is  helpless, 
and  the  shepherd  must  come  to  rescue 
and  save   it. 

E — Erring.  Even   the  poor  timid  sheep 


does  wrong — it  errs.  It  cannot  bite  or 
kick  or  injure  anything,  yet  it  does 
wrong  by  just  not  following  the  shep- 
herd. God  says  we,  like  strayed,  helpless 
sheep,  have  erred — done  wrong. 

E — Empty.  A  lost  sheep  refuses  to  eat; 
it  is  empty.  We  are  away  from  God  and 
our  souls  are  empty.  "It  shall  even  be  as 
when  an  hungry  man  dreameth,  and,  be- 
hold, he  eateth;  but  he  awaketh,  and  his 
sou!  is  empty"    (Isa.  29:8). 

P — Perishing. 
"Away  on  the  mountain,  wild  and  bare 
Away  from  the  tender  Shepherd's  care." 
Without  Jesus,  the  tender  Shepherd,  we 
are  not  only  strayed,  helpless,  erring,  and 
empty,  but  we  are  perishing. 
"And  the  Lord  hath  laid  on  him  thj 
iniquity  of  us  all." 

Conclusion:  Are  you  still  a  lost  sheep, 
or  are  you  in  the  Shepherd's  fold? — Ken- 
neth R.  Bliss.       *    =:•    * 

Children's  Bible  Lesson 

"THE  INK  ERASER" 

1.  Have  liquid  ink  eraser,  Nos.  1  and 
2.    (Carter's,   Sanford's   or  any  other.) 

2.  Have  clean  sheet  of  writing  paper 
mounted  on  stiff  board  for  convenience. 

White  and  clean,  like  the  heart  of  a 
child. 

Quote  passages  of  Scripture,  words  of 
Jesus  about  little  children. 

3.  Make  ink-blot  on  the  paper  (a 
quick  jerk  of  fountain  pen  will  do  it). 

Represents  sin;  staining,  marring,  spoil- 
ing. (Use  a  blotter  to  dry  the  ink  while 
you  are  telling  of  the  results  of  sin  in  the 
heart  of  a  child  who  is  old  enough  to 
know  the  meaning  of  wrong-doing.) 

4.  Apply  eraser  No.  1,  spreading  it 
carefully  over  the  spot  of  ink.  Dry  it 
with  the  blotter.  This  represents  good 
thoughts,  desire  to  do  good,  sorrow  for 
the  wrong  doing,  the  sin.  But  the  spoc 
remains. 

5.  Apply  eraser  No.  2,  and  as  it  spreads 
over  the  blot  it  will  dissolve  the  ink  and 
leave  the  paper  white  and  clean. 

This  represents  the  blood  of  Jesus. 

Quote  the  texts  that  refer  to  the 
cleansing  of  the  blood.  (Sing  a  verse  of 
"Just  As  I  Am.") 

Now  the  sheet  is  white  and  clean 
again,  as  the  heart  is  cleansed  from  sin  by 
the  cleansing  blood. 

6.  But  wait!  There  is  something  else. 
When  I  write  over  that  place  now,  I 
shall  have  to  be  doubly  careful,  for  it 
will  be  easy  to  blot  it  again.  The  place 
looks  the  same,  but  something  has  hap- 
pened  there  and   I  shall  have  to  watch. 

When    we   have   sinned   we   need   to   be 


doubly  careful  that  we  do  not  commit 
the  sin  again  when  we  come  to  the  same 
place. — Ernest  H.  Shanks,  in  The  Ex- 
positor. 

Children's  Bible  Lesson 

Subject:   "GATHER  FROM  MANY 
SOURCES" 

1.  A  withered  leaf  tells  how  we  all  do 
fade.— M.  G.  B. 

2.  A  ring  or  circle  may  teach  the  end- 
less duration  of  eternity. — M.  G.  B. 

3.  A  handful  of  withered  grass,  the 
frailty  of  our  human  lives. — Ps.  90:5. 

4.  A  piece  of  bread  may  direct  the 
starving  soul  to  the  all-satisfying  Bread 
of  life.— M.  G.  B. 

5.  A  handful  of  chaff  which  a  breath 
blows  away,  will  illustrate  the  fleeting 
estate  of  the  wicked. — Ps.   1:4. 

6.  A  four-leaved  clover  may  illustrate 
blessings  which  are  all  around  our  path, 
though  so  often  unnoticed. — C. 

7.  A  single  thread,  easily  broken — 
many  times  doubled,  impossible  to  break 
— may  illustrate  the  power  of  habit. — Mr. 
Moody. 

8.  A  hair  drawn  from  your  head,  may 
serve  as  a  text  for  a  sermon  on  the  ever 
watchful  love  and  care  of  our  Father. — 
M.  G.  B. 

Children's  Bible  Lesson 

Thy  Will  Be  Done  in  Earth  as 

it  is  in  Heaven 

1.  How  is  it  done  in  Heaven? 
Promptly,      gladly,        without      asking 
questions,  etc. 

2.  If  we  pray,  "Thy  will  be  done,"  we 
ought  to  do  all  we  can  to  see  that  it  is 
done. 

3.  What  is  His  will? 

That  all  should  come  to  repentance. 

4.  a.  Are  we  doing  all  we  can  to  bring 
the  whole  world  to  repentance? 

b.  That  we  should  pray  always,  and 
give  thanks  for  everything.  1  Thess.  5 : 
17,  18.  Are  we  showing  our  thankful- 
ness  by   our    work    for  Jesus? 

c.  That  we  should  live  pure  lives.  I 
Pet.  1:15.  (People  will  notice  our  ac- 
tions more  than  our  words.) 

5.  A  promise  to  those  who  do  His  will. 
1  John  2:17.  (Until  converted,  we  have 
not  begun  to  do  God's  will.) 

6.  How  God  will  make  us  able  to  do  His 
will.    Ezek.    11:19,    20. 

How  a  Stolen  Boy  Became  a 
Missionary 

Anna  Sherman  Osbon 
Korea  is  called  the  "Hermit  Land,"  be- 
cause   she    would    not    let    any    European 
people  and  Christian  people  enter  until  a 
few  years  ago,  but  kept  all  to  herself. 

I  just  read  a  touching  story  of  a  little 
boy   who  became   the   first   missionary   to 
(Continued  on  page  14) 
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THE   UNIQUENESS  OF 
JESUS 

We  are  living  in  an  age  of  indifference 
to  religion.  At  the  same  time  there  is  s 
remarkable  revival  of  interest  among 
thinking  people  in  the  person  of  Jesus 
Christ.  Men  are  critical,  contemptuous, 
even  intolerant  of  churches  and  creeds, 
yet  they  are  often  curious,  interested  and 
eager  to  understand  about  "the  Man 
Christ  Jesus." 

Dr.  Robert  Speer  says,  "Jesus  is  more 
looked  up  to  today  throughout  the  whole 
world  as  the  supreme  moral  authority  and 
ethical  Ideal  than  ever  before  in  human 
history!"  This  is  certainly  true  of  the 
non-Christian  world. 

In  the  city  of  Madras  there  is  a  law- 
yer's club  which  is  frequented  by  uni- 
versity students  and  professional  men.  At 
a  dinner  and  entertainment,  a  Hindu 
jester  joked  about  the  Hindu  gods  and 
their  escapades.  The  audience  laughed 
heartily.  Then  he  began  to  make  fun  of 
Christ.  At  once  there  was  silence,  then 
hisses,  and  finally  they  rose  and  booted 
him  out.  Not  a  single  Christian  was  in 
the  room.  They  had  no  respect  for  their 
own  gods,  but  they  had  a  great  respect 
for  Jesus. 

Even  in  our  own  country,  people's  ac- 
tions are  tested  by  the  question,  "Is  it 
Christian?"  This  is  specially  so  on  the 
great  questions  of  the  day,  concerning 
social  reform,  economics  and  war.  Re- 
ligious books  also  have  recently  had  a 
phenomenal  sale,  especially  those  dealing 
with  the  transforming  power  of  Christ 
in  human  lives.  There  is  undoubtedly  an 
increasing  desire  among  thinking  youth 
to  examine  afresh  the  uniqueness  of  Je- 
sus, to  study  Him  as  a  fact  of  history, 
and  to  discover  the  secrets  of  His  amaz- 
ing life  and  influence. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  THE  HISTORIC 
CHRIST 

In  a  little  Palestinian  town  two  thou- 
sand years  ago  Jesus  was  born.  Without 
distinguished  parenthood,  having  no 
wealth  or  position,  born  in  an  out-house, 
cradled  in  a  manger,  yet  upon  that  his- 
toric fact  the  entire  structure  of  Chris- 
tianity has  been  erected. 

Someone  has  said,  "About  that  lowlv 
cradle  the  thought  and  love  and  worship 
of  millions  have  gathered.  From  that 
event  greater  influences  have  operated  on 
the  world  than  from  any  event  before  or 
since." 

Tf  we  are  to  understand  Christianity  at 


all  we  must  understand  Christ,  for 
"Christianity  is  in  essence  adherence  to 
the  person  of  Jesus  Christ!"  It  took  its 
rise,  not  in  a  school  of  philosophy,  not  in 
any  religious  system,  and  not  in  any 
scheme  of  social  reform.  It  all  began  in  a 
small  group  of  men  who  were  brought 
into  intimate  relationship  with  Jesus 
Christ.  Christianity  is  therefore  a  histori- 
cal religion.  It  rests  on  facts,  not  theo- 
ries. Its  Founder  is  its  Foundation.  Chris- 
tianity is  Christ. 

Now  beyond  all  question  Jesus  is  the 
greatest  man  who  ever  lived.  Even  the 
unbeliever  acknowledges  that.  The  su- 
preme thing  in  life  is  personality.  The 
supreme  Personality  of  the  ages  is  Jesus 
Christ.  Professor  Carnegie  Simpson  says, 
"The  greatness  of  a  man  is  to  be  esti- 
mated by  two  things — the  extent  of  his 
influence  upon  mankind,  and  the  purity 
of  his  character,  +'or  no  one  is  really 
great  who  is  not  also  good.  Tried  by  both 
these  tests  Jesus  is  supreme  among  men. 
He  is  at  once  both  the  most  influential 
and  the  best  of  mankind." 

THE  TEST  OF  INFLUENCE 

Nineteen  centuries  have  proven  that 
Jesus  is  the  most  powerful  personality  the 
world  has  ever  seen.  Today  no  man's  name 
is  so  beloved  and  no  one's  birthday  so 
universally  commemorated.  There  are 
more  books  written,  more  pictures 
painted,  more  songs  sung  about  Him  than 
of  anyone  else.  Even  Renan  said,  "Jesus 
was  the  greatest  religious  genius  that  ever 
lived.  His  beauty  is  eternal,  and  His 
reign  will  never  end.  Jesus  in  is  every  re- 
spect unique,  and  nothing  can  be  com- 
pared with  Him." 

The  historian  Lecky  wrote,  "It  was  re- 
served to  Christianity  to  present  to  the 
world  an  ideal  character,  which  has  ex- 
ercised so  deep  an  influence,  that  it  may 
be  truly  said,  that  the  single  record  of 
three  short  years  of  the  active  life  of  Je- 
sus has  done  mo-i  to  regenerate  and 
soften  mankind  than  all  the  disquisitions 
of  philosophers  and  all  the  exhortations  of 
moralists." 

At  His  death  the  popularity  which  he 
had  gained  vanished  like  the  dew  on  a 
summer  morning.  His  cause  seemed  like 
a  forlorn  hope,  yet  His  influence  has  in- 
creased and  extended  through  all  the  cen- 
turies since.  Today  there  is  hardly  a  land 
where  He  is  not  worshipped  and  served. 

He  was  born  in  poverty,  bred  in  ob- 
scurity, and  put  to  death  as  a  criminal. 
He  was  without  rank,  wealth,  culture,  or 


position,  with  no  spot  to  call  His  home 
and  no  great  man  His  friend.  Hated  by 
the  influential  men  of  the  Church  and 
State,  His  death  one  of  ignominy,  and  His 
tomb  the  loan  of  charity,  yet  today  the 
words  of  Napoleon  are  still  true:  "Alex- 
ander, Ceasar,  Charlemagne  and  I  have 
founded  great  empires,  but  upon  what  did 
these  great  creations  of  our  genius  rest? 
Force!  Jesus —  alone  founded  an  empire 
en  love,  to  this  day  millions  would  die 
for  Him." 

THE  TEST  OF  CHARACTER 
When  we  come  to  speak  of  the  charac- 
ter of  Jesus  we  cannot  merely  say  that 
He  had  less  sin  and  more  virtue  than 
other  men.  The  fact  is  He  had  no  sin  — 
He  had  all  virtue.  In  all  the  history  of  the 
human  race  Jesus  is  absolutely  unique. 
"The  solitariness  and  splendor  of  Christ's 
character  centre  in  His   sinlessness." 

As  has  often  been  pointed  out  Jesus 
had  all  the  excellencies  and  none  of  the 
extravagances  of  other  men;  all  their 
virtues  and  none  of  their  vices — all  their 
strong  points  and  none  of  their  weak- 
nesses. He  is  Himself  the  greatest  miracle 
of  Christianity.  Think  of  Him — healing 
the  sick,  giving  sight  to  the  blind,  even 
raising  the  dead.  Yet  these  are  not  such 
striking  miracles  as  He  is  Himself.  In  His 
character  there  is  the  most  perfect  blend- 
ing of  opposites — caution  and  courage — 
kindness  and  severity — strength  and 
sweetness — love  and  hate.  All  are  in  per- 
fect balance.  There  are  no  extremes  in 
Jesus.  Unlike  us,  His  strong  point  is 
never  His   weak  one. 

In  Him  is  found  joy  without  frivolity 
— sorrow  without  moroseness — conscien- 
tiousness without  morbidity — spirituality 
without  unpractical  mysticism — liberty 
without  license — zeal  without  fanaticism. 
In  FJim  are  combined  all  the  manly  vir- 
tues with  all  the  womanly  graces.  There 
is  as  much  in  Him  of  kingly  majesty  as 
of  queenly  grace. 

It  is  the  union  of  these  opposites  in 
Jesus  in  perfect  balance  and  consistency 
that  demands  our  attention.  Other  men 
are  one-sided  and  biased.  Not  so  with 
Him.  He  is  completely  balanced  and  per- 
fect. "In  Him  was  a  purity  beside  which 
even  the  snow  is  not  clean,  mingled  with 
a  compassion  to  which  the  vilest  sinners 
ran  for  refuge  as  a  frightened  chick  to 
the  mother  bird." 

Both  His  friends  and  His  foes  declared 
Him  sinless.  Peter  said,  "He  did  no  sin," 
(1  Pet.  2:22).  John  declares,  "In  Him  is 
no  sin,"  (1  John  3:5).  Paul  writes,  "He 
knew  no  sin,"  (2  Cor.  5:21).  Judas  out 
of  a  heart  of  remorse  cries,  "I  have  be- 
trayed the  innocent  blood,"  (Matt.  27: 
4).  The  Roman  centurion  blurted  out, 
"Certainly  this  was  a  righteous  man," 
(Luke  23:47).  Pilate's  wife  called  Him, 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Keep  Mind  Open  About 
Child  Care 

By    Olive    Roberts    Barton 

How  many  mothers  are  watching  ra- 
dio announcements  of  child  talks  this 
summer? 

There  have  been  so  many  good  ones 
that  I  hope  not  a  word  of  them  has  been 
wasted.  Yet  some  women  will  turn  on  an 
orchestra  concert  the  moment  an  address 
is  begun. 

This  is  a  mistake.  Some  of  the  finest 
addresses  ever  made  in  this  country  have 
been  broadcast.  What  is  the  difference  if 
you  are  sitting  in  a  dollar  seat  somewhere 
or  in  your  own  living  room  at  home? 
Prejudice  of  this  kind  will  never  get  us 
anywhere. 

There  is  always  something  to  learn. 
No  matter  how  many  books  we  may 
have  read  on  the  care  and  happiness  of 
children,  how  many  lectures  we  may  have 
attended,  or  how  much  experience  wc 
may  have  had,  there  is  ever  some  new  and 
helpful  point  to  be  added  to  our  store. 

I  know  of  no  other  field  of  science  in 
which  a  new  finding  is  so  quickly  and 
generously  passed  along  as  in  this  one 
of  child  care.  Ideas  change  in  regard  to 
babies — not  so  much  that  older  theories 
are  wrong,  but  that  new  ones  are  often 
better.  "■    *    * 

The  Gardener 
By  Mrs.  M.  O.  Everett 

This  is  the  season  when  those  who 
"work  together  with  God"  in  field  and 
garden  are  rewarded. 

A  dainty  little  neighbor  came  in  re- 
cently with  glowing  face  to  share  her 
first  gladioli  and  snapdragons,  no  wonder 
she  was  happy. 

I  have  been  watching  her  at  work.  In 
the  early  spring,  beds  were  prepared,  dug 
deep,  fertilized  and  shaped.  Flats  to  hold 
the  seed  were  placed  in  sunny  windows 
— what  joy  when  the  tiny  plants  ap- 
peared! Some  were  transplanted  into  cold 
frames  out  of  doors.  Later  into  their  per- 
manent place.  Long  hours  of  labor  fol- 
lowed. Each  tiny  plant  had  special  en- 
richment carefully  introduced  around  its 
roots.  Then  followed  the  cultivation,  the 
weeding   and   digging. 

There  were  disappointments.  Half  of 
the  most  costly  seed  did  not  germinate. 
Aphids  and  cutworms  had  to  be  con- 
tended with  and  a  neighbor's  dog  volun- 
teered to  help  in  the  cultivating — a  late 
frost  blackened  the  zinnia  leaves.  How- 
ever those  that  were  not  pulled  up  and 
thrown    away    sent    out    new    leaves    and 


are  beautiful.  The  drouth  entailed  con- 
stant labor  in  watering.  This  neighbor 
has  several  lovely  children  in  her  cart. 
Being  somewhat  of  a  philosopher  I  have 
likened  her  care  of  them  to  her  flowers. 
Of  course,  their  heart  gardens  are  in- 
finitely more  valuable  than  the  flowers 
that  "Bloom  for  a  day." 

The  immortelles  that  may  flourish 
there  are  for  Eternity — Eternity — what  a 
thought — forever  and  forever!  What 
labor  and  care  and  perseverance  we  should 
be  willing  to  bestow  as  we  are  cultivating 
these  plants,  of  our  heavenly  Father's 
planting,  working  early  and  late  some- 
times with  heartbreaks  and  sorrow  as  the 
untimely  frost  nips  our  fond  hopes.  Still 
patiently  working  and  waiting  we  may 
yet  see  fine  growth. 

With  prayer  and  hope  we  sow  the  seed 
of  Obedience  (first  of  all).  Obedience  to 
parents  and  to  God.  Truth — we  set  the 
example.  Love — They  know  God  is  love 
by  what  they  see  in  us — Bring  your 
"children  up  in  the  nurture  and  admoni- 
tion of  the  Lord."  Always  fertilizing  your 
words  with  "God  says"  not  "what  will 
the  neighbors  think."  Plant  seeds  of  Self 
Control — a  fine  flower!  Patience,  Per- 
severance, Industry — Lovely  blossoms!  Do 
not  be  discouraged  if  you  wait  long  for 
their  blooming.  "Be  fruitful  in  every  good 
work,  well  pleasing  unto  God.  Strength- 
ened with  all  might  according  to  His 
glorious  power  unto  all  patience  and  long 
suffering  with  joyfulness." 

"Long  suffering''  who  but  a  gardener 
can  hold  the  vision  of  beauty  that  is  to 
be  while  he  labors?  He  sees  the  lily  that 
will  one  day  glorify  those  stiff  leaves. 
How  un'ikely  and  unlovely  the  small 
plants  sometimes  appear.  What  untoward 
evils  beset  these  precious  plants  of  ours. 
Constant  care  and  labor  are  ours.  Then  a 
glorious  blooming  in  the  gardens  of  God. 
You  shall  have  your  reward,  who  by 
unselfish  example  and  loving  labor  min- 
ister in  these  laboratories  of  the  soul.  For 
before  our  feeble  efforts  is  God — The 
great  Creator — what  would  your  garden 
be  if  He  did  not  furnish  the  soil,  the  sun- 
shine and  the  rain?  Our  toil  would  be 
vain  and  our  dearest  hopes  perish. 

So  depending  on  Him  for  strength  and 
wisdom  we  will  work  and  pray.  "We 
know  not  what  we  should  pray  for  as  wc 
ought,  but  the  Spirit  itself  maketh  inter- 
cession for  us  with  groanings  that  can- 
not be  uttered."  He  loves  our  dear  ones 
better  than  we  do  and  will  supplement 
our  labors  with  the  dew  of  His  grace  and 
the  sunshine  of  His  love. 


THE  REWARD  OF  DIS- 
OBEDIENCE 

WILEY  J.  BROOKS 

A  well-meaning  mother  said  to  me  ons 
day,  "I  don't  know  what  to  do  with  that 
boy;  he  won't  mind  a  word  I  say." 

I  asked,  "How  old  is  he?" 

She  answered,  "He's  four,  going  on 
five." 

Then  I  answered — and  I  did  not  mean 
to  be  discourteous  or  cruel — "If  you  can 
get  along  with  him  three  or  four  years 
longer,  the  State  will  take  him  off  your 
hands,  and  the  State  can  make  him  mind. 
The  state  has  detention  homes,  reform 
schools,  jails  and  penitentiaries  for  that 
purpose,  and  the  State  can  always  make 
a  boy  mind." 

This  was  not  a  pleasant  thing  to  say, 
and,  it  was  not  a  pleasant  thing  for 
this  selfish,  sentimental  mother  to  hear, 
but  I  say  many  things  I  hate  to  say;  it 
seems  that  somebody  must  say  them. 
Then  I  continued: 

"A  boy  that  is  taught  to  disobey  the 
authority  of  his  mother  will,  when  he 
gets  older,  disobey  the  authority  and  laws 
of  both  God  and  the  State.  That  is  why 
we  have  juvenile  courts,  reform  schools, 
jails  and  penitentiaries,  and,  if  a  boy  gets 
with  the  State  to  where  you  say  your 
four -year-old  boy  has  gotten  with  you, 
the  State  will  either  shoot  him  down  or 
hang  him. 

"I  heard  an  ex-judge  say  that  about 
98  per  cent  of  the  tens  of  thousands  now 
in  the  penitentiaries  of  this  country  were 
boys  who  would  not  obey  their  parents  in 
the  home." 

It  is  pitiful  to  think  about,  and  it  is 
worse  to  talk  about  it,  but  what  can  one 
do!  After  all,  the  fault  is  not  originally 
with  the  boy,  who,  in  the  end,  will  have 
to  suffer.  No,  he  was  innocent  and  pure 
once  when,  like  a  pearl  of  great  price,  he 
was  dropped  into  the  lap  of  life.  Now, 
at  four  years,  says  the  mother,  "He 
won't  mind  a  word   I  say." 

I  said:  "Did  you  ever  punish  him  for 
disobedience?" 

"Punish  him!  I  don't  believe  in  punish- 
ing children.  Why,  it  would  nearly  kill 
me  to  punish  or  whip  him.  I  just  couldn't 
do  it." 

'Well,"  I  said — and  this  is  not  a  treat- 
ise on  rearing  children — "there  is  your 
trouble;  you  are  not  willing  to  hurt  your- 
self for  the  good  of  your  boy.  You  allow 
your  own  feelings  to  control  you,  and  in 
so  doing,  you  are  making  a  criminal  of 
your  boys,  who  later  will  break  your 
heart.  The  best  and  only  genuine  love  is 
the  love  that  is  willing  to  suffer  for  the 
welfare  of  the  one  you  love.  The  dia- 
(Continucd  on  page  14) 
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He  Knows  My  Size 

This  is  the  victory  that  bath  over- 
come the  world,  even  our  faith  (Gol- 
den Text).  What  a  simple,  yet  wonder- 
ful faith  was  that  of  Billy  Bray,  the  ec- 
centric Cornish  preacher!  On  one  oc- 
casion he  was  met  by  a  member  of  the 
Society  of  Friends.  "Mr.  Bray,"  said  the 
kindhearted  Quaker,  "I  have  often  ob- 
served thy  unselfish  life,  and  feel  much 
interested  in  thee,  and  I  believe  the  Lord 
would  have  me  help  thee;  so  if  thou  wilt 
call  at  my  house,  I  have  a  suit  of  clothes 
to  which  thou  art  very  welcome — that 
is,  if  they'll  fit  thee."  "Thank'ee!"  said 
Billy.  "I  will  call.  But  I  have  no  doubt 
that  the  clothes  will  fit  me.  If  the  Lord 
told  thee  that  they  were  for  me,  they're 
sure  to  fit,  for  He  knows  my  size  exact- 
ly."— From  the  Christian  Herald. 
*    *    * 

"Sir  Wilfred  Grenfell  is  a  'Moody 
Man.'  Years  ago,  when  D wight  L.  Moody 
was  conducting  a  meeting  in  London, 
Grenfell,  then  a  young  doctor,  dropped 
into  the  tent,  but  became  restless  during 
a  long  prayer  by  a  local  clergyman.  He 
started  to  leave,  but  was  arrested  by 
hearing  Moody  announce:  'While  our 
brother  is  finishing  his  prayer  we  will 
sing  hymn  number  75.'  The  young  doc- 
tor stayed,  heard  Moody,  and  the  whole 
course  of  his  life  was  changed.  Through 
Moody's  influence  he  volunteered  for 
missionary  work  and  went  to  Labrador." 

The  Cross  Satisfies 

You  saw  where  it  was  said  the  world's 
greatest  criminal,  Pomeroy,  died.  He 
served  5  6  years  in  almost  solitary  confine- 
ment. When  He  was  fourteen  years  of 
age  he  killed  a  long  list  of  little  girls.  He 
was  too  young  to  be  hanged,  and  he  was 
sent  to  prison  for  life.  He  gave  this  as 
his  confession.  He  was  born  of  criminal 
parents  the  records  show — he  said,  "The 
only  place  that  my  storm  tossed  soul  has 
ever  found  one  moment  of  peace  was 
when  in  the  darkness  of  my  cell  alone  I 
beheld  Jesus  Christ  crucified  on  the  cross 
for  my  sins — the  cross  satisfies  my  soul!" 

Perseverance    in  Prayer 

A  Scotch  brother  said:  "I  was  an  in- 
tensely worldly  man,  yet  I  never  found 
satisfaction.  When  my  father  passed 
away,  who  was  a  delightful  Christian,  I 
looked  over  his  papers,  and  saw  he  had 
given  large  sums  of  money  to  Mr.  Muel- 


ler's orphanage.  I  said,  'I  am  sure  my 
father  would  like  me  to  help  that  work. 
I  will  go  down.'  I  went,  and  there  was 
a  revival  on  for  boys  and  girls,  so  I  lis- 
tened to  the  message.  God  saved  me. 
They  said,  'We  are  not  surprised,  for  at 
this  Home,  for  thirty-eight  years,  Mr. 
Mueller  never  ceased  to  pray  for  you.'  ' 
—Sel. 

God  First 

Mr.  Wanamaker  was  once  asked,  "Flow 
do  you  get  time  to  run  a  great  Sunday 
School  like  this,  with  the  business  of  your 
stores,  your  Postmaster  Generalship,  and 
all  the  other  tremendous  obligations  of 
your  life?"  He  replied,  "Why,  the  Sun- 
day School  is  my  business.  All  those  other 
things  are  just  things.  Fifty-five  years 
ago  I  decided  that  God's  promise  was 
sure,  'Seek  ye  first  the  kingdom  of  God, 
and  His  righteousness;  and  all  these 
things  shall  be  added  unto  you.'  "  A  man 
cannot  fail  to  make  a  success  of  his 
Christian  service  if  he  simply  takes  God 
at  His  word  and  makes  it  the  first  busi- 
ness of  his  life. — Selected. 

There  was  a  call  for  a  young  unmarried 
man  to  go  to  a  difficult  post  in  Arabia 
as  a  missionary.  An  exceptionally  bright, 
lovable  young  fellow  who  had  just  gradu.- 
ated  from  college  and  theological  semi- 
nary with  honor,  offered  himself  for  the 
field.  His  friends  (and  they  included 
most  of  the  people  in  the  town)  cried 
out: 

""Why  this  waste?  A  man  of  less  gifts 
and  education  would  do  there.  You  can 
command  the  best  in  this  civilized  land." 

But  the  young  man,  fired  with  devo- 
tion to  his  Lord,  went  gladly  to  Arabia. 
He  lived  less  than  a  year  and  died  in  that 
land.  But  not  before  he  had  won  a  place 
in  the  hearts  of  Moslems.  And  best  of  all 
was  the  influence  of  that  gift  of  life  on 
his  town  and  friends  and  college.  It  was 
not   a  waste. 

They  Kept  On 

Socrates,  white-headed,  learned  to  play 
musical  instruments.  Cato  at  eighty  stud- 
ied Greek,  and  Plutarch  at  eighty  studied 
Latin.  Theophrastus  at  ninety  published 
his  greatest  work.  In  old  age  Chaucer 
wrote  his  "Canterbury  Tales."  Arnauld 
translated  Josephus  in  his  eightieth  year. 
Hobbes  published  his  translation  of  the 
Odyssey  at  eighty-seven  and  his  transla- 
tion of  "The  Iliad"  at  eighty-eight. 


No  one  is  old  enough  to  retire  or  give 
up  effort  in  the  Kingdom  of  God  until 
obliged  to  do  so.  We  shall  have  an 
eternity  in  which   to  rest. — Selected. 

It  is  said  that  John  and  Charles  Wes- 
ley were  talking  together  one  day,  and, 
as  they  discussed  the  things  pertaining  to 
the  Kingdom  of  God,  their  souls  were 
blessed.  Charles  turned  to  his  brother 
John  and  said  to  him: 

"John  if  God  told  me  to  fly  and  I  had 
wings  I  would  fly." 

John  looked  at  his  brother  and  smiled 
and  said: 

"When  God  tells  me  to  fly,  wings  or 
no  wings,  T  shall  fly." 

Robert  Moffat  was  once  offered,  when 
a  young  man,  a  very  good  position  as  a 
gardener  for  wealthy  people  if  he  would 
give  up  his  enthusiastic  religion  and  cease 
attending  spiritual  services.  To  the  of- 
ferer he  made  the  memorable  answer:  "1 
would  rather  have  my  God  than  whit,' 
and  yellow  ore." — Selected. 

"Rescue  the  Perishing" 

One  time  Fanny  Crosby,  the  blind 
hymn  writer,  visited  the  McAuley  Mis- 
sion in  New  York.  She  asked  if  there  was 
a  boy  there  who  had  no  mother,  and  "if 
he  would  come  up  and  let  her  lay  her 
hand  on  his  head."  A  motherless  little  fel- 
low came  up,  and  she  put  her  arms  about 
him  and  kissed  him.  She  went  from  that 
meeting  and  wrote: 

"Rescue  the  perishing,   care  for  the  dy- 
ing, 

Snatch   thou    in    pity   from    sin   and    the 

grave, 
Weep  o'er  the  erring    one,    lift    up    f In- 
fallen, 
Tell  them  of  Jesus  the  mighty  to  save." 

Some  time  later,  when  Mr.  Sankey  was 
about  to  sing  this  song  in  St.  Louis,  he  re- 
lated the  incident.  A  man  sprang  to  his 
feet  in  the  audience  and  said,  "I  am  the 
boy  she  kissed  that  night.  I  was  never 
able  to  get  away  from  the  impression 
made  by  that  touching  act,  until  I  be- 
came a  Christian." — Christian  Victory. 

"Consecration,  as  Christian  duty,  in- 
volves separation  from  evil,  devotion  to 
God,  and  ceaseless  pursuit  of  holiness  in 
heart  and  life.'' 

"Oh!   for  a  heart  that  is  burdened, 

Infused  with  a  passion   to  pray; 
Oh!    for   a   striving  within   me, 

Oh!  for  His  power  each  day. 
Oh!   for  a  heart  like  my  Savior, 

Who,  being  in  agony,  prayed; 
Such  caring  for  others,  Lord,  give  me, 

On  my  heart  let  the  burden  be  laid." 

— Selected. 
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salary  each  month,  the  same  as  before.  If 
the  car  is  ever  paid  for  it  will  be  paid 
from  that  money.  1  certainly  shall  not 
pay  for  it." 

Much  enraged  Judith  answered, 
"Charles  Ludlow,  you  are  the  most  selfish 
person  that  I  have  ever  met  in  all  my 
life.  You  are  not  worthy  of  having  a 
wife,  but  deserve  to  live  and  die  an  old 
bachelor.  The  very  idea  of  your  wanting 
to  hoard  up  your  money  and  deny  me  ev- 
ery necessity  of  life.  If  ever  there  was  a 
miser  on  earth,  you  are  that  one.  If  you 
would  go  to  the  shows  with  me  more  fre- 
quently you  would  learn  a  few  things, 
\ou  would  discover  that  a  woman  has 
some  privileges.  Last  week  I  saw  the  play, 
'The  Modern  Wife,'  and  I  want  to  tell 
you  that  woman  in  the  play  was  a  real 
twentieth  century  heroine.  She  bought 
diamonds  and  the  very  best  and  most  ex- 
pensive clothing,  and  a  three  hundred 
dollar  pet  dog  and  then  made  her  hus- 
band pay  for  it  all.  I  admire  a  woman 
who  has  some  backbone.  Her  husband  was 
one  of  those  old  fogies  whose  vocabu'ary 
consists  of  a  few  sentences  such  as  I 
hear  you  utter  so  often,  'We  can't  af- 
ford it.'  I  declare  I  despise  such  lan- 
guage. Charles  Ludlow,  I  serve  notice  on 
you  right  here  and  now  that  I  am  go- 
ing to  have  a  good  time,  and  you,  my 
husband,  will  have  to  pay  for  that  car. 
For  once,  I  shall  demand  my  rights  and 
show  you  that  I  have  as  much  back- 
bone as  the  woman  I  saw  filmed  in  that 
play.  I  began  making  my  plans  immedi- 
ately while  sitting  there  beholding  how 
that  woman  worked  it.  As  soon  as  the 
car  is  paid  for  1  shall  get  a  dog.  Mrs. 
Gadder  paid  only  one  hundred  dollars  for 
hers  and  it  is  the  cutest  and  sweetest  lit- 
tle thing  that  I  have  seen  for  a  long  time. 
1  shall  get  one  that  will  cost  at  least  one 
hundred  and  fifty.  I  want  to  outdo  he:' 
at  least  that  much." 

Charles,"  she  continued,  "what  if 
more  beautiful  than  to  see  a  nicely  dresse.' 
woman  driving  a  high-powered  car  .in' 
one  of  those  dear  little  dogs  sitting  by  her 
side  with  its  head  out  of  the  window: 
that  very  thing  has  been  the  ambition  of 
my  life  and  at  last  I  am  beginning  to 
realize  that  my  dream  is  going  to  come 
true.  Whether  you  like  it  or  not  I  shall 
have  a  car  and  a  dog." 

"Judith,  I  shall  not  pay  for  that  car," 
Charles    answered    and   said   no    more. 

He  did  not  feel  inclined  to  cook  hi> 
dinner  that  evening,  so  he  and  Stephen 
went  to  the  nearby  restaurant.  When 
they  were  about  to  leave  the  house,  Ju- 
dith stepped  into  the  front  room  wit'l* 
hcr  hat  and  coat  on,  saying,  "Charles,  1 
want  you  to  take  me  to  dinner  this  eve  - 


"Why,  Judith,  you  have  not  asked  me 
to  go  to  dinner  with  you  for  months!" 
Charles  said  in  astonishment. 

"I  know  I  have  not,  neither  am  I  ask- 
ing you  now,  I  am  only  asking  you  to 
take  me  to  the  hotel.  You  know  that  I 
have  never  had  an  opportunity  to  leain 
to  operate  a  car,  and  I  do  hope  that  you 
will  not  permit  me  to  walk  to  dinner 
when  I  have  a  new  car  standing  before 
the  house.  You  do  not  need  to  eat  with 
me,  you  may  take  the  kid  and  go  to  your 
old  dinky  restaurant  for  your  dinner, 
but  I  do  insist  that  you  take  me  to  the 
hotel  first.  After  dinner  I  want  you  to 
teach  me  how  to  operate  the  car  and 
after  that  you  may  feel  assured  that  you 
will  not  have  to  take  me  again.  As  soon  as 
I  know  how  to  drive  I  shall  go  where  I 
please." 

"Judith,  I  shall  never  set  my  foot  in- 
side that  car  to  take  you  anywhere,  and 
if  you  ever  learn  to  drive  it  someone 
else  will  teach  you,  for  I  will  not;  and 
as  for  paying  for  it,  I  repeat,  you  are 
responsible   and    not    I." 

Judith  left  the  house  in  a  rage,  saying, 
"I  am  disgraced  forever  if  my  neighbors 
see  me  walk  to  dinner  when  I  have  a  car 
standing  before  my  door.  You,  Charles 
Ludlow,  will  not  take  your  wife  to  din- 
ner but  spend  all  your  time  with  that 
kid.  I  am  sure  all  of  our  neighbors  are 
wondering  why  I  ever  married  such  as 
you." 

With  these  words  Judith  slammed  the 
door   and    was   gone. 

Charles  did  not  answer,  but  went  to 
the  restaurant,  ate  his  dinner  and  came 
home,  Judith  returned  in  about  an  hour. 
Charles  was  surprised,  for  she  usually  re- 
mained longer,  and  often  did  not  return  at 
all  but  went  from  the  hotel  to  a  dance, 
card  party  or  show;  but  she  had  reserved 
this  evening  for  learning  to  drive  the 
car.  Charles  had  informed  her  that  he 
would  not  teach  her,  but  she  was  deter- 
mined to  "demand  her  rights."  In  anger 
she  threatened,  she  commanded  and  at 
last  she  pleaded  but  all  to  no  avail. 
Charles   was   firm   and   would  not  yield. 

"Will  you  let  them  come  and  take  th? 
car  back?"  she  said.  "If  so  you  will 
lose  the  seventy-five  dollars  I  paid 
down." 

"No,  I  lose  nothing,"  Charles  an- 
swered. "I  gave  you  money  to  buy  a  coat, 
if  you  have  spent  it  for  something  else 
then  you  are  the  loser." 

In  anger  Judith  threw  herself  across 
the  bed  and  wepr  convulsively.  Charles 
and  Stephen  went  out  for  a  walk.  When 
they  returned  Judith  had  retired. 

Several  weeks  had  now  passed.  Th- 
car  salesman  had  taught  Judith  to  drive. 
Each  evening  about  the  time  when 
Charles  came  home  from  the  store  Judith 


was  leaving  for  the  hotel.  One  day,  how- 
ever, after  an  unusually  hard  and  long 
day  at  the  store,  for  he  had  worked  an 
hour  at  his  books  after  closing  time, 
when  Charles  reached  his  home  he  was 
surprised  to  see  the  car  still  parked  in 
front  of  the  house.  He  wondered  why 
Judith  was  yet  at  home.  While  ascend- 
ing the  front  steps,  and  before  he  had 
time  to  open  the  door,  he  heard  moans 
and  weeping.  Hastening  into  the  bed- 
room he  found  Judith  tossing  wildly  on 
the  bed  in  agony  and  pain.  She  had  taken 
suddenly  ill  and  was  in  such  distress  that 
she  had  not  been  able  to  reach  the  tele- 
phone to  call  for  help. 

"Why,  Judith,"  said  Charles,  "are  you 
ill?" 

"Yes,  I  am  dying  and  you  don't  seem 
to  care  or  you  would  not  remain  at  the 
store  all  night,"  she  wailed  out  between 
sobs  and  moans.  "Get  the  doctor  quick- 
ly or  I'll  die  before  he  arrives." 

Charles  hastened  to  call  the  physician 
and  in  a  little  while  he  arrived.  As  soon 
as  he  looked  at  Judith  and  after  asking 
a  few  questions,  he  cast  a  glance  at 
Charles  which  told  him  that  the  case  was 
serious.  He  then  informed  them  that  Ju- 
dith must  be  taken  to  the  hospital  im- 
mediately to  undergo  an  operation.  He 
told  Charles  that  even  with  an  operation 
it  was  a  question  whether  her  life  would 
be  spared.  Judith  was  rebellious,  saying 
that  she  never  would  consent  to  an  oper- 
ation, but  that  she  had  her  plans  all  made 
to  nave  a  good  time  during  the  summer 
using  her  new  car. 

When  Judith  still  protested,  t  h  e 
physician,  while  waiting  for  the  ambu- 
lance to  arrive  sat  down  by  her  bedside 
saying,  "My  dear  Mrs.  Ludlow,  I  am  not 
a  Christian,  and  perhaps  have  no  right 
to  speak  as  I  do,  but  my  mother  is  a  true 
Christian  and  has  taught  me  the  right 
way  and  therefore  I  feel  that  it  is  my 
duty  to  inform  you  that  the  few  hours 
vou  have  left  on  earth  you  had  better  not 
waste  making  plans  for  this  life.  If  you 
do  not  undergo  an  operation  immediate- 
ly, then  your  hours  on  earth  are  indeed 
numbered.  If  we  do  operate  you  have 
only  one  chance  out  of  a  thousand  to  re- 
cover. I  would  advise  you  to  make  your 
peace  with  God  instead  of  making  plans 
for   this   life." 

When  Judith  heard  thes;  words  from 
the  physician  she  opened  h?r  eyes  wide, 
and  staring  at  him  cried  out,  "O  ioctor, 
I  can't  die!  I  can't  die,  I  won't  die,  I  am 
not   ready.   O  doctor,  don'r   let  me  die!" 

Charles  was  weeping;  he  wer.t  to  her 
side  and  put  his  arms  around  her  saying, 
"Judith,  1  am  so  sorry  you  are  so  weak.  If 
you  wiil  ask  the  Lord  He  will  help  you." 

Oh,  how  he  wished  that  he  were  a 
Christian  so  that  he  might  be  able  to  pray 
for  her.  Her  pain  was  too  severe  to  speak 
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much,  but  Charles  could  hear  her  sob 
again  and  again,  "Oh,  my  sins,  my  sins!" 

At  this  time  the  ambulance  arrived  and 
they  were  ready  to  carry  her  out.  When 
they  reached  the  door  she  cried  out,  "Oh, 
what  a  minute!  Please  wait  a  minute!" 

"What  is  it  Judith,  is  there  anything 
I  can  do  for  you?"  Charles  asked,  bend- 
ing over  her. 

"Oh  yes,  Charles,  bring  Stephen  to 
me.  I  want  to  kiss  him  before  I  go!" 

Charles  had  seldom  seen  Judith  kiss 
Stephen  and  very  seldom  had  he  heard 
her  call  him  Stephen;  she  usually  referred 
to  him  as  "the  kid."  She  took  Stephen  in- 
to her  arms  for  a  moment  and  amidst 
sobs  and  groans  cried  out,  as  she  kissed 
him,  "O  my  baby,  can  you  ever  forgive 
me?  My  darling  Stephen,  you  never  had 
a  mother!  How  can  I  answer  for  my 
actions  when  I  meet  you  at  the  judg- 
ment, you  will  condemn  me  there!  Oh, 
my  sins,  my  sins!" 

She  then  pushed  Stephen  away  and  was 
hastened  to  the  hospital. 

"How  soon  will  you  operate,  doctor?" 
asked  Charles  after  they  had  arrived  at 
the  hospital. 

"Immediately,"  he  answered. 

"I  had  hoped,"  he  said,  "that  there 
would  be  time  to  send  for  a  minister  to 
come  and  pray  for  her." 

"Mr.  Ludlow,"  the  kind  physician  an- 
swered in  a  serious  tone,  "even  if  we 
should  delay  the  operation  for  a  little 
while,  she  will  be  unconscious  before  a 
minister  arrives.  I  am  not  a  Christian  but 
I  do  believe  in  prayer.  If  you  are  a  Chris- 
tian and  will  pray  for  your  wife  then 
perhaps,  in  mercy,  God  will  spare  her  life 
long  enough  for  her  to  get  right  with 
God." 

Charles  buried  his  face  in  his  hands 
saying,  "O  doctor,  I  missed  it  years  ago 
when  I  rejected  Christ! — no,  1  am  not  a 
Christian." 

While  the  surgeon  was  busy  in  the 
operating  room,  with  his  skill  trying  to 
save  the  life  of  Judith,  Charles  slipped 
away  into  the  corner  of  a  room,  dropped 
on  Wis  knees  and  tried  to  pray.  The 
thought,  however,  of  rejecting  Christ  so 
long  crowded  in  upon  his  mind  and  he 
could  not  utter  a  word.  Fifty  minutes 
slowly  passed  away  before  they  brought 
Judith  from  the  operating  room.  Charles 
loolted  into  her  pale  face  as  she  lay  there 
motionless.  "O  doctor,  is  she  dead?"  he 
asked. 

"No,  Mr.  Ludlow,  she  is  yet  alive,"  he 
answered,  "and  we  have  a  faint  hope 
that  she  may  recover,  or  at  least  that  she 
may  regain  consciousness  and  live  for  a 
few  days." 

Judith  had  the  best  of  care  and  after 
a  few  hours  opened  her  eyes,  looked  at 
Charles  and  recognized  him.  To  the  sur- 
prise of  the  physicians  she  showed  marked 


signs  of  improvement  and  her  mind  was 
clear.  No  one  was  allowed  to  speak  to 
her  for  some  time,  but  finally  the  doctor 
gave  Charles  permission  to  speak  to  her  in 
regard  to  her  soul's  salvation.  He  sat 
down  by  her  bedside,  took  her  hand, 
kissed  her  and  said,  "Judith,  God  has,  in 
mercy,  spared  your  life  and  you  are  get- 
ting stronger,  but  the  doctor  says  that 
you  are  not  out  of  danger.  I  would  like 
to  ask  a  minister  to  come  and  pray  for 
you." 

"Why,  Charles,"  she  said  faintly,  "I 
wish  you  would  not  talk  like  that  to  me. 
I  am  all  right  now  and  will  soon  be  able 
to  leave  the  hospital.  Please  don't  begin 
to  preach  to  me  now  and  don't  talk  about 
getting  a  preacher;  you  make  me  nerv- 
ous." 

Charles  was  deeply  grieved  at  her  at- 
titude. He  had  hoped  that  her  heart 
would  now  be  tender,  but  was  again  dis- 
appointed. She  turned  her  face  to  the 
wall  and  he  knew  it  was  useless  to  say 
any  more. 

A  few  days  later  Mrs.  Gadder  called 
and  the  physicians  allowed  her  to  set- 
Judith  for  a  few  minutes.  Judith  was 
very  weak  but  they  talked  about  their 
plans  for  the  summer,  saying  that  they 
would  take  their  cars  and  go  to  the  pleas- 
ure resorts  at  the  lakes  where  things  were 
not  so  tame,  and  where  there  would  be 
plenty  of  dancing  and  other  amusements. 
After  Mrs.  Gadder  left  and  Judith  had 
rested  for  some  time  Charles  asked  her 
if  she  would  like  to  see  Stephen  for  a  few 
moments. 

"There  is  that  same  old  story  again." 
she  said  with  a  frown.  "Do  you  suppose 
that  I  want  to  be  bothered  with  the  kid 
now  that  I  am  sick?  It  is  enough  that  I 
have  to  put  up  with  him  when  I  am 
well,"  and  she  again  turned  her  face  to 
the  wall. 

"But  Judith,"  Charles  said,  hoping  to 
awaken  some  desire  in  her  heart  to  make 
her  peace  with  God,  "you  are  very  sick 
yet  and  there  is  very  little  hope  of  your 
recovery.  Do  you  not  remember  what  you 
said  just  before  we  took  you  to  the  hospi- 
tal? You  said  that  Stephen  would  con- 
demn you  at  the  judgment.  I  wish  that 
you  would  let  me  send  for  a  minister  to 
pray  with  you." 

"Please  leave  me  alone,"  she  answered 
impatiently,  "when  I  said  that,  you  and 
the  doctor  had  frightened  me  so  that  I 
thought  I  was  going  to  die,  but  the  oper- 
ation is  now  over  and  I'll  show  you  that 
I  will  soon  be  well  again.  I  do  not  want 
you  to  bother  me  any  more." 

Since  the  day  Judith  married  Charles 
her  parents  had  refused  to  have  anything 
to  do  with  them.  They  had  not  seen  her 
since  that  time.  When  she  took  seriously 
ill,  Charles  spent  much  time  trying  to 
locate  them  by  telephone  and  finally  suc- 


ceeded. He  informed  them  of  her  coiv 
dition,  but  they  did  not  seem  to  be  in  the 
least  alarmed  and  answered,  "If  you  think 
that  we  will  come  now  and  pay  your 
bills,  you  are  mistaken.  We  know  very 
well  that  your  only  reason  for  informing 
us  of  Judith's  illness  is,  you  want  us  to 
pay  the  hospital  and  doctor  bills.'' 

Charles  heard  the  click  of  the  receiver 
as  they  hung  up.  He  could  do  no  more, 
however,  later  the  doctor  was  called  to 
the  telephone  and  Mr.  Delver,  JudithN 
father,  inquired  in  regard  to  her  condi- 
tion. The  doctor  informed  him  that  if 
they  wished  to  see  their  daughter  before 
she  passed  away  they  must  come  immed- 
iately. They  hastened  to  her  bedside.  En- 
tering the  room,  they  saw  two  doctors, 
a  nurse  and  Charles  standing  by  her  side, 
while  Judith  was  tossing  wildly  on  the 
bed,  saying,  "Oh,  my  sins!  my  sins!  they 
are  all  passing  before  me  now." 

When  she  saw  Charles  weeping,  she 
cried  out  in  a  lamentable  voice,  "Yes, 
Charles,  you  urged  me  to  give  my  heart 
to  God;  you  and  the  doctor  told  me  I 
could  not  live,  but  I  refused  to  believe  it, 
and  now  I  must  go  to  meet  God  with  all 
my  sins!  How  dark — oh,  how  dark! 
Eternity,  oh,  how  long!  and  so  near — 
oh,  there  is  eternity  just  at  arm's  length! 
Why,  oh,  why  did  I  waste  my  life  in  sin, 
dancing  my  way  to  hell.  I  have  wrecked 
my  iife,  my  home,  my  all!" 

Charles  tried  to  point  her  to  Christ, 
saying,  "Judith,  can't  you  pray,  can't  you 
look  to  Jesus?  He  died  for  sinners.  Try 
to  pray  and  I  will  help  you  the  best  I 
can." 

Her  only  answer  was  a  wail,  "Too 
late,  too  late!" 

At  this  moment  she  saw  her  mother 
and  father  entering  the  room.  Her  moth- 
er pushed  Charles  aside,  saying,  "Why  do 
you  excite  her  so?  She  is  all  right,  she 
never  was  a  great  sinner." 

But  Judith  cried  out,  "O  Mother  and 
Father,  are  you  here?  Why  did  you  not 
teach  me  the  way  to  heaven?  You  taught 
me  the  ways  of  sin  and  the  world,  and 
— now."  Her  voice  grew  faint  and  in  a 
whisper  she  repeated,  "And  now — and 
now — oh,  it  is  so  dark!"  Then  all  was 
over. 

Judith  Delver  Ludlow  had  gone  to 
meet  her  God. 

Some  burning  tears — a  whispered  con- 
versation— the  undertaker — and  Judith's 
body  was  being  prepared  for  the  funeral. 

Charles'  face  was  pale,  his  beautiful, 
dark  brown  eyes  had  a  troubled  look. 
Oh,  how  his  past  sinful  life  was  again 
haunting  him. 

"Had  I  only  known  the  Lord  myself, 
then  I  might  have  been  able  to  help  her," 
he  repeated  over  and  over.  The  kind  doc- 
tor tried  to  speak  words  of  comfort,  but 
(Continued  on  page  21) 
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Thanksgiving  Story 


BETTER  THAN  A  MILLION 
DOLLARS 

H.  H.  HELMAN 
The  November  issue  of  one  of  the 
magazines  which  came  into  the  Hartsail 
home  lay  upon  the  table  face  up.  The 
cover  illustration  was  of  the  early  pil- 
grims going  to  church.  Beneath  the  fig- 
ures was  this  single  verse  of  poetry, 

Let  7is  be  thankful  on  this  day 

Our  fathers  set  apart, 
And  offer  homage  as  they  did 

To  Him,  with  grateful  heart. 

It  was  just  three  days  before  Thanks- 
giving, and  it  wasn't  the  first  time  Mary 
Hartsail  had  thought  of  it.  She  shut  her 
eyes  as  it  was  again  called  to  her  attention 
by  the  magazine  cover.  She  mumbled 
something  to  herself,  but  no  one  was 
there  to  hear  and  so  no  one  knew  what  it 
was  she  said. 

The  depression  had  hit  the  Hartsalls 
hard.  Few  folks  knew  it,  however;  and 
most  folks  of  Tremont  were  so  busy 
making  the  necessary  adjustments  in  their 
own  affairs  that  they  failed  to  notice 
that  others  were  having  the  same  strug- 
gles they  faced.  Mr.  Hartsail  seldom  dis- 
cussed the  depression  with  anyone  ex- 
cept his  wife,  and  that  not  in  a  com- 
plaining manner.  It  was  rather  on  ways 
of  economizing  and  about  the  prospects 
for  a  turn  in  affairs. 

Not  a  word  had  passed  between  them 
about  Thanksgiving.  Each  had  purpose- 
ly avoided  the  subject,  because  each 
knew  that  no  such  Thanksgiving  as  they 
were  accustomed  to  was  possible  this  year. 
Mrs.  Hartsail  recalled  those  former  hap- 
py Thanksgiving  days.  Two  years  ago  it 
was  all  her  folks,  twenty-four  in  all,  who 
were  entertained  at  a  sumptuous  feast. 
Last  year  Ben's  folks  came  nineteen 
strong,  and  the  day  was  glorious.  This 
year — well,  that  was  perhaps  what  she 
mumbled  to  herself  about — but  w«  are 
not  sure.  There  were  but  three  days  left 
to  prepare  for  the  day.  The  prospects 
were  for  a  very  lonely  Thanksgiving,  for 
they  had  sent  no  invitations,  and  re- 
ceived none. 

Ben  HartsalPs  little  tool-making  fac- 
tory was  all  but  closed  by  the  depression. 
He  retained  every  man  of  his  employees 
until  it  actually  cost  him  money  out  of 
pocket  for  each  day  they  were  on  the 
pay  roll.  The  most  difficult  thing  he  ever 
did  was  to  dismiss  his  trusted  men,  one 
by  one,  until  there  were  but  the  chief 
mechanic,  the  bookkeeper  and  himself  in 
the  factory.  All  income  from  the  factory 
had  practically  ceased.  Hartsall's  cash  re- 


serve was  exhausted.   It   was  a   dark   fu- 
ture he  faced. 

That  evening  when  he  came  home  Mr. 
Hartsail  asked  his  wife  whether  she  knew 
it  was  only  three  days  until  Thanksgiv- 
ing. With  what  seemed  to  be  a  tinge  of 
unkindness  Mary  Hartsail  answered. 

"Yes,  I  know  it,  and  I  wish  it  were 
three  hundred  days  off.  What's  the  sense 
of  having  Thanksgiving  in  times  like 
these?" 

The  subject  was  dropped  and  no  more 
was  said  about  it  until  it  was  introduced 
by  an  outsider,  which  happened  the  next 
day. 

It  was  the  superintendent  of  the  Sun- 
day School  who  called  over  the  phone. 
This  was  in  the  afternoon  before  Ben  had 
returned  from  the  factory.  Mary  Hart- 
sail answered  the  phone. 

"At  the  last  moment,  Mrs.  Hartsail. 
the  Sunday  School  has  decided  to  put  on 
a  Thanksgiving  dinner  for  the  children 
of  the  'Flats,'  and  we  want  you  and  Ben 
to  help  us.  Do  you  think  you  can  do  it?" 

"I  will  speak  to  my  husband  about  it," 
replied  Mrs.  Hartsail  rather  cautiously, 
thinking  it  was  a  call  for  their  usual  do- 
nation in  cash  to  help  purchase  the  neces- 
sary supplies  for  the  Thanksgiving  din- 
ner for  the  poor  people  of  that  section  of 
the  city.  She  added,  to  safeguard  their 
generous  spirit,  "I  am  sure  we  will  do 
what  we  can." 

The  superintendent  explained.  "All  oi 
the  groceries  and  supplies  are  being  do 
nated  by  old  Mr.  Rostrum,  and  we  will 
need  lots  of  help  to  prepare  the  dinner 
and  transport  the  children  to  and  from 
the  church.  We  thought  Ben  might  make 
a  bus  out  of  his  factory  truck  and  you 
could  help  with  the  dinner.  We  wanted 
you  to  be  in  charge  of  waiting  on  the 
tables." 

Mrs.  Hartsail  replied  eagerly,  having 
forgotten  her  caution,  "Oh,  yes,  Mr. 
Jones,  I  am  really  quite  sure  we  can  both 
help.  I  shall  speak  to  Ben  about  it  as 
soon  as  he  gets  home.  Then  I  will  call 
you." 

When  her  husband  came  home  he  war 
met  with,  "Ben,  do  you  know  it  is  only 
two  days  until  Thanksgiving?" 

With  a  twinkle  in  his  eye,  though  stdl 
with  a  tinge  of  discomfiture,  he  retorted 
"Yes,  and  I  wish  it  were  two  hundred 
days  off.  What's  the  sense  of  having 
Thanksgiving  in  times  like  these?" 

He  eyed  his  wife  mischievously. 

"Lots  of  sense,  dear,  especially  when  it 
is  an  occasion  for  making  other  people 
thankful." 

There  was  a  brief  silence,  and  a  severe 
one.  For  once,  Ben  Hartsell  felt   that  he 


did  not  understand  his  wife,  Mary.  He 
waited  for  further  explanation  for  his 
tongue  was  mute. 

"Mr.  Jones  called  up  this  afternoon  to 
see  if  we  could  help  on  a  Thanksgiving 
dinner  for  the  children  of  the  'Flats,'  ' 
further   enlightened    the   wife. 

She  waited  for  the  response  of  her  hus- 
band before  giving  him  the  details.  This 
made  him  ill  at  ease.  Distress  was  writ- 
ten across  his  brow.  But  the  generous 
spirit  of  Ben  Hartsail  prevailed  over  the 
disposition   to  yield  to  the  depression. 

"We  will  do  what  we  can,  dear.  It  can- 
not be  much  though.  I  had  not  told  you 
that  our  bank  account  is  entirely  ex- 
hausted. We  have  not  received  an  order 
at  the  factory  for  a  month.  I  will  have  to 
borrow  money,  if  1  can,  to  pay  the  help 
this  week.  Our  Thanksgiving  donations 
as  well  as  our  own  Thanksgiving  dinner, 
must  come  from  borrowed  money.  Tell 
Mr.  Jones  we  will  help  some." 

Mary  Hartsail  walked  over  to  her  too 
generous  husband  and  put  her  arm 
around  his  shoulders.  She  looked  into  his 
eyes  and  said, 

"Ben,  you  are  generous  to  a  fault.  You 
would  share  your  last  ten  cent  or  your 
last  bite.  I  am  proud  of  you." 

Ben  didn't  like  to  be  praised.  He 
winced  a  bit  at  his  wife's  profusion  of 
commendation.  He  tried  to  close  the  in- 
cident by  saying,  "You  will  call  Mr. 
Jones,  then,  and  tell  him?" 

His  companion  replied,  "Mr.  Jones  did 
not  ask  for  money,  dear.  He  asked  for 
the  use  of  your  factory  truck  as  a  bus 
and  that  I  help  at  serving  the  tables." 

Mr.  Hartsall's  face  brightened.  His 
generosity  was  being  made  easier.  Yet  a 
question   came   into  his   mind. 

"Who  is  paying  for  the  food  for  the 
youngsters,  Mary?  Did  Mr.  Jones 'say?" 

"Mr.  Rostrum,  Ben.  He  is  paying  for 
all   the  supplies.'* 

"Mr.  Rostrum!"  Ben  expressed  surprise. 
"That  close-fisted  old  gentleman?  Why  I 
never  heard  of  him  doing  such  a  thing.  I 
wonder  what's  happened  to  him.  Is  he  ill 
or  something?" 

Old  Mr.  Rostrum,  "Rost,"  as  most 
folks  called  him,  was  the  owner  of  half 
the  tenement  houses  in  the  "Flats."  In 
the  days  of  prosperity  his  income  from 
rentals  was  enormous.  He  was  known  to 
be  an  exacting  landlord,  but  not  very 
generous  and  not  too  much  given  to 
beautifying  the  properties  he  rented.  He 
did,  however,  keep  them  in  comfortable 
repair.  It  was  not  difficult  for  him  to 
evict  any  tenant  that  did  not  pay  the 
rent.  This  gave  him  a  hard  name.  Being 
a  bachelor  and  not  socially  inclined,  he 
came  to  be  somewhat  of  a  recluse.  But 
he  was  a  better  man  at  heart  than  he  was 
given  credit  for.  When  one  after  another 
of  his  tenants  lost  their  jobs  during   the 
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depression,  if  they  came  to  him  and  ex- 
plained the  situation,  without  an  excep- 
tion the  old  gentleman  told  them  not  to 
worry.  He  reprimanded  those  who  waited 
for  him  to  go  to  them,  but  he  was  also 
generous  with  these.  He  would  invaria- 
bly tell  each  anxious  tenant  about  the 
"panic  of  '93,  when  I  was  working  in  the 
steel  mills  of  the  East." 

"No,  the  old  gentleman  is  not  ill.  Mr. 
Jones  explained  that  somebody  had  in- 
vited him  to  become  a  member  of  Broth- 
erhood Class,  and  he  accepted  and  has  be- 
come not  only  a  regular  attendant,  but  a 
liberal  supporter  of  the  school  as  well.  He 
heard  someone  say  that  the  Sunday  School 
was  not  able  to  distribute  the  Thanks- 
giving baskets  as  usual  this  year,  and 
volunteered  to  furnish  the  food  if  the 
children  were  fed  in  the  church  dining 
hall."  Mrs.  Hartsall  gave  the  story  to  her 
husband  just  as  it  was  given  to  her.  She 
added,  "Mr.  Rostrum  wants  all  who  as- 
sist with  the  affair  to  be  his  special 
guests  3t  a  dinner  immediately  follow- 
ing." 

From  that  moment  the  Hartsalls  were 
busy.  Between  the  phone  at  home  and  the 
church  dining  room  Mary  Hartsall  made 
time  count.  The  solicited  helpers  re- 
sponded generously.  Soon  she  had  her 
staff  lined  uo.  She  was  happy. 

Mr.  Hartsall  and  his  mechanic  prepared 
the  "bus."     Comfortable  seats     were  ar- 
ranged inside  and  large     signs     were  at- 
tached to  each  side  of  it  reading, 
The  Children's  Thanksgiving 
at  THE 
Central  Church 
The  hood  and  wheels  were  decorated  with 
colored  tissue.  A  livery  suit  was  secured 
for  the  driver. 

On  Wednesday  evening  Mr.  Jones 
called  Mr.  Hartsall  and  told  him  that  he 
was  to  stop  at  the  Rostrum  home  before 
calling  for  the  children. 

Ben  wondered  whether  the  old  gentle- 
man wished  to  accompany  the  bus  as 
each  load  was  gathered. 

Came  Thanksgiving  morning.  It  was  a 
glorious,  crisp,  fall  day.  Mary  and  Ben 
Hartsall  were  up  bright  and  early.  At  the 
breakfast  table,  grace  extended  into  i 
prayer  of  thanksgiving  as  the  husband 
gave  vent  to  his  overflowing  heart.  His 
good  wife  added  a  meaningful  "Amen" 
at  the  close.  They  fell  to  discussing  the 
plans  for  the  day.  They  were  happy  as 
two  children. 

Mary  Hartsall  hurried  to  the  church- 
She  was  a  woman  who  always  had  things 
done  well  ahead  of  time.  She  was  soon 
accompanied  by  some  of  her  helpers, 
equally  anxious  that  everything  should  be 
in  apple-pie  order. 

At  eleven  o'clock  Ben  Hartsall,  with 
his   mechanic   as   driver,   backed   the  bus 


out  of  the  factory  garage.  To  reach  Ros- 
trum's home  it  was  necessary  to  drive 
through  the  business  district.  The  strange 
bus  attracted  no  little  attention  as  it 
rolled  through  the  streets. 

It  pulled  up  to  the  Rostrum  home  and 
Hartsall  knocked  at  the  door.  He  was 
met  by  the  old   gentleman  himself. 

"Are  you  ready  to  go?"  the  caller 
asked  old  Rostrum. 

"Ready?  No,  not  ready  to  go,  but  ready 
for  you,"  he  explained  as  he  ushered  Mr. 
Hartsall  into  the  room. 

Ben  Hartsall  would  not  believe  his 
eyes.  Almost  the  entire  floor  was  covered 
with  sacks,  each  standing  on  end  and 
each  full  of  something. 

"I  want  you  to  leave  one  of  these  sacks 
at  each  home  where  you  pick  tip  chil 
dren.  It  isn't  fair  to  feed  the  children  and 
let  the  parents  go  hungry.  Each  sack 
contains  a  good  dinner  for  two  or  three." 
said  the  happy  old  gentleman  as  he  waved 
his  hand  over  the  sacks.  He  continued, 
"Perhaps  it  was  selfish,  but  I  wanted  the 
children  at  the  church.  I  want  them  to 
become  attached   to  it.   This  may  help." 

The  sacks  were  loaded.  Each  delivery 
was  a  joy.  Some  parents  laughed  almost 
hysterically.  Some  cried.  Some  were  too 
filled  with  emotion  to  more  than  say 
"Thank  you."  Ben  Hartsall  had  never  ex- 
perienced such  joy  on  Thanksgiving. 

The  children  fairly  leaped  into  the  im- 
provised bus.  Little  ones,  scarcely  able  to 
climb  in  themselves,  helped  still  smaller 
brothers  or  sisters  into  the  truck.  When 
it  was  full  Ben  Hartsall  climbed  in  and 
yelled,  "All  aboard." 

Three  loads  each  way  and  the  transpor- 
tation   committee   was   through. 

At  exactly  twelve  o'clock  seventy-five 
children  joined  in  the  little  song,  "Jesus 
Loves  Me,  this  I  Know,"  as  they  stood 
around  the  tables. 

The  superintendent  gave  the  prayer  of 
thanksgiving  while  each  child  stood  si- 
lently. Rostrum  was  heard  to  utter  a 
hearty  "Amen"  at  its  close,  as  he  stood 
at  one  end  of  the  dining  room  looking  on. 

"Mercy,  look  at  'em  eat!"  remarked 
their  benefactor  as  he  watched  them,  his 
face  beaming  with  a  holy  joy. 

Three  loads  back  home,  a  happier  cargo 
than  he  brought,  and  Ben  Hartsall  re- 
turned  to   the   dining  hall. 

"Hurry,  Ben,"  said  his  wife  as  she 
ushered  him  into  the  ladies'  parlor,  where 
tables  were  set  for  fourteen  persons,  and 
decorated  most  beautifully. 

They  were  seated  with  Mr.  Rostrum 
at  the  head  of  the  tables.  Ben  Hartsall 
was  asked  to  say  "Grace."  While  not  ac- 
customed to  praying  in  public,  he  did  so 
with  evident  ease;  for  was  not  his  heart 
full  of  praise  and  thanksgiving? 

While  the  people  were  still  seated  at  the 


tables  Mr.  Rostrum  arose  to  his  feet  and 
began  to  address  his  small  audience. 

"My  beloved  helpers,"  he  began,  "this 
has  been  the  happiest  day  of  my  life,  and 
I  am  thankful  from  the  bottom  of  my 
heart  for  this  opportunity  of  doing  some 
good.  I  have  often  wanted  to  prove  the 
generosity  of  my  heart,  but  have  not 
been  bold  enough  to  launch  out  and  do 
it. 

"I  owe  my  happiness  on  this  occasion 
to  a  man  who  is  not  here,  but  who  was 
so  kind  as  to  invite  me  to  the  Brotherhood 
Class  of  this  Sunday  School.  In  all  the 
years  of  my  residence  here  he  was  the 
first  man  to  invite  me  to  a  class.  I  am 
doing  this  kindness  today  in  the  name  of 
that  class,  and  the  blessings  I  have  re- 
ceived from  attending  the  class  have  re- 
paid the  little  this  dinner  has  cost.  I  want 
you  to  share  my  joy  as  you  have  shared 
my  hospitality." 

That  evening  Ben  and  Mary  Hartsill 
sat  before  the  glow  of  the  fireplace  in 
their  cozy  home.  They  talked  over  the 
busy  day  and  spoke  of  the  joy  it  brought 
them.  The  latter  had  a  magazine  upon  her 
lap.  She  was  reading  something  from  the 
bottom  of  the  cover  page. 

Mary  spoke  first.  "My  dear,  I  have  a 
confession  to  make  to  you  and  to  my 
God." 

Ben  waited.  The  silence  was  too  holy 
to  be  broken  by  any  word  of  his. 

"Early  this  week  I  was  bitter  at  the 
approach  of  Thanksgiving.  I  cursed  the 
day  in  my  innermost  heart.  I  thought  it 
was  only  a  time  to  be  thankful  for  the 
things  you  possess,  and  if  your  possessions 
were  meager  you  hadn't  much  to  be 
thankful  for.  I  was  wrong,  wickedly 
wrong,  and  I  ask  your  forgiveness  and 
God's." 

She  paused  in  deep  meditation.  Then 
continued,  "Our  good  friend,  the  tight- 
fisted  old  Mr.  Rostrum,  as  he  has  been 
called,  has  taught  me  a  lesson.  He  was 
thankful  for  what  he  could  do,  more 
than  for  what  he  possessed.  Right  now, 
dear  Ben,  my  own  heart  is  more  grateful 
for  what  I  could  do  today  to  make  others 
thankful  than  if  I  possessed  a  million  dol- 
lars. I  have  found  that  Thanksgiving  can 
be  richer  in  'times  like  these'  than  when 
our  gratitude  is  drowned  under  too  great 
possessions." 

Ben  gave  assent  to  his  wife's  noble  ex- 
pression, by  a  gentle  pat  on  her  shoulder 
and  with,  "I  thank  God  for  Thanksgiving 
and   for  vou." 


THE  LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

A  young  people's  paper,  dedicated  to 
the  Young  People's  Endeavor.  Send  for 
sample  copy,  to  the  Editor,  Alda  B.  Har- 
rison, Cleveland,  Tennessee. 


Page  12 


The     LIGHTED     PATHWAY 


'November  y  1937 


£K  £P.  (?.   programs 

OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more   impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  In  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  bf 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER" 
In    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
handed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
Intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  b«  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to  preach   a  sermon    in   a   T.    P.   E.   meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and 
accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    friends. 


Bible  Lesson 

Subject,  "THE  CHRISTIAN  AND 
THE  LORD'S  SUPPER" 

"For  as  often  as  ye  eat  this  bread,  and 
drink  this  cup,  yc  do  shew  the  Lord's 
death   till  he  come,"   1   Cor.    11:26. 

By  the  Lord's  Supper  here  is  meant 
the  bread  and  the  wine  used  as  emblems 
of  the  broken  body  and  shed  blood  of 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Some  Christians 
think  of  the  Lord's  Supper  as  a  meal  of 
fellowship  eaten  before  the  institution  of 
the  bread  and  the  cup.  To  them  it  means 
the  agape,  or  love  feast,  which  was  prac- 
ticed in  the  early  Church.  Some  would 
prefer  to  call  this  the  Communion  in- 
stead of  the  Lord's  Supper.  With  this  un- 
derstanding, we  can  enter  into  the  real 
understanding  and  blessing  of  this  holy 
ordinance. 

I.  ITS  INSTITUTION  (v.  23). 

1.  The  Time. 

It  was  on  the  night  of  the  betrayal  of 
the  Lord  Jesus,  after  the  betrayer  had 
been   announced. 

2.  The  Circumstances  (Matt.  26:26). 
It  was  in  connection  with   the  eating 

of  the  Passover.  At  the  command  of  Je- 


sus the  disciples  made  ready  the  Pass- 
over, and  while  they  were  eating  Jesus 
took  bread,  blessed  it,  and  gave  it  to  the 
disciples. 

3.  The  Elements  Used. 

Bread — doubtless  common  bread  of  the 
Passover  feast.  The  cup,  the  fruit  of  the 
vine. 

II.  ITS  SIGNIFICANCE  (vv.  24-26;  cf. 

Matt.  26:26-28). 

Jesus  took  natural  and  literal  elements 
and  made  them  to  be  symbols  of  His 
own  body  and  blood.  Just  as  our  com- 
mon bread  and  drink  are  transformed  in- 
to brain  and  brawn,  becoming  vital  parts 
of  our  bodies,  so  by  means  of  these  sym- 
bols the  communicant  partakes  of  Christ. 
We  are  in  Him  and  He  in  us. 

1.  It  is  a  Memorial  of  the  Lord  (Luke 
22:19). 

When  Jesus  Christ  left  the  world,  He 
left  the  bread  and  the  cup  for  the  disci- 
ples, by  which  to  remember  Him. 

2.  It  shows  the  Lord's  Sacrificia: 
Death    (v.  26). 

He  did  not  die  as  a  hero  or  as  an  ex- 
ample of  unselfish  devotion,  but  as  a 
substitutionary  ransom  on  the  cross  Hi 
made  satisfaction  for  our  sins. 

3.  It  is  a  Guarantee  of  Forgiveness 
(Rom.  4:25). 

"It  was  the  signet  of  the  Son  of  God 
attached   to  redemption." 

4.  It  Symbolizes  the  Believer's  Recep- 
tion of  Christ    (1   Cor.    10:16). 

He  thereby  participates  in  the  body 
and  blood  of  Christ,  becoming  a  mem- 
ber of  His  body. 

5.  It  Looks  Forward  to  a  Completed 
Redemption    (v.    26). 

When  faith  in  Christ  is  exercised,  re- 
demption begins,  and  its  completion  will 
take  place  at  the  coming  of  Christ  ( 1 
Thess.  4:16,  17).  The  bread  and  the  cup 
constitute  the  keepsake  of  the  Lord  until 
He  returns.  These  elements  possess  a  tre- 
mendous psychological  value,  both  as  a 
memorial  and  as  a  prospect. 

III.  QUALIFICATIONS  FOR  PARTIC- 

IPATION IN  THE  LORD'S 
SUPPER   (vv.  27-29). 

1.  A  Proper  Apprehension  of  its  Mean- 
ing   (v.   27). 

Eating  and  drinking  unworthily  pri- 
marily refers  not  to  the  demerit  of  the 
communicant,  but  to  his  failure  to  grasp 
its  meaning  and  importance.  To  engage 
thoughtlessly  in  this  service  is  to  do  it 
unworthily.  Only  regenerated  persons  can 
discern  the  Lord's  body.  Faith  in  the  in- 
tegrity of  Christ's  person  and  work  is 
essential.  Any  one  who  does  not  believe 
in  the  absolute  deity  of  Christ  and  His 
vicarious  atonement  is  an  unworthy  com- 
municant. 


Bible  Lesson 

Subject,  "HOW  MUCH  SHOULD  WE 
STRIVE  FOR  MATERIAL  THINGS?" 
Scripture:  Luke  12:13-31 
TO  LIVE 
"If  any  would  not  work,  neither 
should  he  eat,"  2  Thess.  3:10.  It  is  legiti- 
mate for  a  man  to  strive  to  make  a  liv- 
ing. Jesus  Himself  acknowledged  as  much 
when  He  said,  "Is  not  the  life  more  than 
meat?"  One  must  have  meat  to  live;  up 
to  a  certain  point  meat  is  necessary  there- 
fore. It  is  legitimate  to  try  to  strive  that 
all  men  shall  have  enough  to  live  on. 
There  is  a  level  below  which  we  should 
neither  live  ourselves  nor  ask  others  to 
live.  We  should  strive  to  produce  so 
much  wealth  that  we  and  all  others  have 
sufficient  "things"  for  the  necessities  of 
life.  Those  who  are  tackling  the  problem 
of  poverty  in  a  big  way  are  doing  an  es- 
sential service  to  humanity.  Those  who 
are  producing  the  necessities  of  life,  those 
who  are  trying  to  solve  the  problem  of 
distributing  the  world's  goods  so  that 
none  will  starve,  none  will  be  forced  to 
go  without  food  and  clothing,  are  doing 
a  service  to  the  world.  Without  food  and 
clothing  man  cannot  live  at  all,  and  un- 
til he  lives  he  cannot  achieve  any  of 
God's  purposes  for  this  life. 

TO  PROVIDE  FOR  OUR  OWN 

"If  any  provide  not  for  his  own,  and 
specially  for  those  of  his  own  house,  he 
hath  denied  the  faith,  and  is  worse  than 
an  infidel,"  1  Tim.  5:8.  Paul  was  a 
dreamer  and  idealist  but  withal  a  very 
practical  man.  He  saw  that  one  of  the 
primary  obligations  upon  us  is  not  only 
to  make  our  own  living  but  to  make  a 
living  for  those  dependent  upon  us.  What 
good  does  it  do  to  give  all  your  money 
to  save  a  starving  world  if  you  let  your 
own  children  starve?  To  provide  for  one's 
own  means  more  than  making  a  bare  liv- 
ing. One's  family  needs  for  its  best  life 
comforts  and  luxuries.  It  needs  cultural 
things.  Children  need  education  and  edu- 
cational surroundings.  So  to  provide  mu- 
sic, travel,  pleasure,  books,  education, 
etc.  for  one's  own — to  spend  time  at  pro- 
viding these  things — is  in  itself  a  service 
to  God. 

FOR  LARGER  THINGS 
"Is  not  the  life  more  than  meat,  and 
the  body  than  raiment?"  Matt.  6:25. 
There  are  "things"  that  are  larger  than 
material  things.  If  one  has  not,  by  and 
through  the  use  of  material  things,  pur- 
chased for  himself  these  larger  values 
then  he  has  striven  for  material  things  in 
vain.  One  should  strive  to  accumulate 
money  in  order  that  he  might  be  released 
from  the  necessity  to  accumulate.  That 
is,  in  order  that  he  might  have  leisure 
time  to  spend  on  the  finer  things  of  the 
soul.   There   is   a   "more"   for   which   we 
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should  strive;  Jesus  called  this  "more" 
the  treasures  of  heaven.  One  should  wish 
for  time  to  gain  for  himself  the  treasures 
of  soul,  of  character,  of  love.  That  is,  one 
should  not  forget  that  he  has  a  soul  to 
strive  for  as  well  as  a  living. 

"It  is  well   to  be  prudent 
And  thrifty — who  wouldn't? 

And  quite  self-supporting,  'tis  true; 
But  in  getting  your  money, 
(Now  this  may  sound  funny) 

Oh,  don't  let  your  monev  get  you." 

Suggestion  for  meeting:  Have  an  open 
forum  discussion  on  such  questions  as 
these:  Is  it  a  sin  to  make  a  living,  or  is 
being  a  miser  the  sin?  Is  it  wrong  to  ac- 
cumulate money  in  order  to  have  the 
comforts  and  some  of  the  luxuries  of 
life?  Is  it  right  to  spend  money  for  mu- 
sic, theatres,  books,  and  the  like?  Is  it 
wrong  to  be  a  millionaire?  What  is  the 
determining  factor  in  the  right  and  the 
wrong  in  the  matter  of  money?  the 
amount?  the  motive  in  the  heart?  one's 
attitude  toward  it?  what  one  does  with 
it? 

A  Thanksgiving  Bible  Lesson 

Subject:  "GOD'S  GIFTS  AND  OUR 

OBLIGATIONS" 

Scripture:    1    Tim.    6:17-19. 

Editor's  note:  At  this  meeting  ask  ev- 
ery endeavorer  to  bring  fresh  or  canned 
fruits,  vegetables  and  jellies,  which  may 
be  placed  upon  a  table  in  the  room.  Ap- 
point a  committee  in  advance  to  investi- 
gate some  needy  families  and  after  the 
service  present  them  with  this  evidence  of 
God's  goodness  to  us. 

LEADER'S  THOUGHT 

The  receiving  of  gifts  entails  obliga- 
tions. Life  itself  is  God's  gift.  He  has  giv- 
en us  the  privilege  of  using  our  lives  as 
we  will,  but  He  has  shown  us  the  right 
way  and  we  should,  because  of  His  great 
goodness  to  us,  use  His  gift  in  His  serv- 
ice. 

Each  and  every  one  of  us  is  endowed 
with  some  gift  which  we  can  use  in  serv- 
ing God.  If  He  had  not  bestowed  these 
natural  talents  upon  us,  we  should  be 
nothing.  Some  have  the  gift  of  drawing 
many  people  to  them  and  of  making 
many  friends  easily.  This  ability  is  in- 
deed a  precious  one,  for  it  can  win  many 
people  to  Christ.  Many  have  the  gift  of 
music  which  they  can  use  in  their  service. 
THE  CHURCH 

We  should  thank  God  for  the  gift  of 
the  Church — the  body  of  Christ — the 
divine  institution  to  which  has  been  en- 
trusted the  world's  salvation.  The  Church 
of  God  is  the  one  thing  above  all  others 
which  needs  our  help  and  support.  We 
should  be  so  thankful  for  this  wonder- 
ful gift  that  we  should  count  no  sacrifice 
too  great  in  its  service.  If  we  would  only 


put  the  Church  in  the  forefront  of  our 
national  and  personal  life,  we  could 
avoid   many   difficulties. 

OUR  PARENTS 
We  can  not  be  too  grateful  for  the 
gift  of  good  parents.  To  have  had  parents 
with  the  fear  of  God  in  their  hearts  to 
rear  and  train  us  in  His  way  is  a  price- 
less gift.  The  many  blessings  of  good  par- 
ents and  a  happy  home  can  not  be  esti- 
mated, but  we  rarely  pause  long  enough 
to  thank  God  for  them. 
PRAYER 
Prayer  is  not  real  unless  thanksgiving 
is  its  inspiration.  A  prayer  that  only  asks 
God  for  something  that  can  be  had  in  no 
other  way  is  not  worthy  of  the  name. 
Every  prayer,  no  matter  how  earnest  it 
may  be  for  the  thing  most  needed,  should 
begin  with  thanksgiving  to  God  for  His 
blessings.  God  likes  to  hear  His  children 
thank  Him,  and  the  reaction  upon  our 
own  hearts  when  we  praise  His  name  and 
thank  Him  for  what  He  has  done  for  us 
increases  our  faith  and  our  strength  for 
our  daily  tasks. 

FRIENDS 
Wc  should  thank  God  for  the  gift  of 
good  friends.  Life  would  be  bare  indeed 
without  those  who  are  close  to  us  mere- 
ly by  ties  of  friendship.  To  be  a  friend 
and  to  have  friends  is  a  gift  which  we 
all  have  to  a  certain  degree,  and  we 
should  cultivate  it. 

If  we  are  not  thankful,  it  is  because 
we  do  not  seek  reasons  for  thankfulness. 
There  is  no  one  who  can  not  find  many 
things  for  which  to  be  grateful,  though 
sometimes  he  may  have  to  look  beneath 
the  surface  to  find  the  real  blessing.  We 
may  really  be  thankful  for  failures,  for 
the  lack  of  things  which  we  feel  we 
need,  and  for  any  number  of  negative 
conditions  that  arise,  if  we  will  only 
strive  to  see  beneath  the  surface,  and  find 
the  blessings  which  our  Father  intended 
for  us. 

We  can  not  be  thankful  to  God  with- 
out reason.  While  the  past  year  has 
brought  disappointment,  and  even  hard- 
ship, to  many,  there  is  still  much  for 
which  we  may  praise  God.  The  harvest 
season  has  brought  an  abundance  of 
vegetables,  fruits  and  grain.  In  many 
parts  of  our  country  such  an  abundance 
has  never  been  known.  We  should  be 
willing  to  thank  God  every  day  for  His 
goodness  to  us  and  gladly  share  with 
those  who  are  worthy,  but  less  fortunate 
than  ourselves. 

We  should  praise  God  for  the  privilege 
of  serving  Him — and  we  do.  There  are 
so  many  avenues  whereby  we  can  devote 
our  talents  to  the  service  of  our  heavenly 
Father  that  no  one  need  be  idle.  All  good, 
useful  work  is  God's  work,  and  Christian 
people  can  not  engage  in  any  other  sort. 
If  we  love  our  work — and  we  should  not 


get  out  of  it — we  can  not  help  but  be 
happy  because  we  are  conscious  of  serv- 
ing God. 

WHAT  OTHERS  SAY 

Gratitude  is  a  grace  that  struggles  for 
expression.  It  does  not  shut  itself  up  in 
the  heart.  It  wants  to  speak  and  act. — 
Anon. 

Give  thanks  to  God.  Yes,  but  we  have 
reason  to  thank  others  as  well  for  our 
blessings.  Think  what  parents  and  friends 
have  done  for  us. — Bull. 

God's  blessings  come  so  regularly  that 
we  take  them  as  a  matter  of  course.  Their 
regularity  should  itself  be  a  cause  for 
thanksgiving. — Fall. 

Everything  in  nature  has  a  definite 
purpose.  God's  gifts  are  ours  to  work 
with,  to  use  for  the  building  of  charac- 
ter in  others.  Our  duty  is  to  use  them 
well. — Martel. 

QUESTIONS 

1.  What  have  we  to  be  grateful  for 
this  year? 

-.  What  blessings  have  come  to  you 
without  effort  on  your  part? 

3.  How  can  we  have  Thanksgiving  all 
the  year  round? 

4.  Why  is  it  impossible  to  separate 
"thanksgiving"  and  "thanksliving"? 

5.  Why  should  God  be  thanked  for 
good   things? 

6.  Are  the  "truly  rich"  always  rich  in 
this  world's  goods? 

a-   *   "f 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Louise  Burges 
Subject,  "YOURS  TO  KEEP" 

Scripture  lesson,  Eccl.  3:1-6. 
We  shall  discuss  in  today's  lesson  some 
authority  God  has  committed  to  our  care. 
There  are  occasions  when  someone  has  or 
will  entrust  something  in  the  nature  of  a 
person,  place  or  thing  in  our  care.  How 
shall  we  respect  this  confidence  and  es- 
pecially of   a    friend?      In    this   wise  we 
would  think  of  keeping     as     protecting, 
guarding  or  defending.  But  our  aim  is  to 
invite  your  attention  to  keeps  for  God  as 
to  retain  in  possession.  To  begin  with  we 
shall   recall    the  first  occasion   we   know 
on   record   where   man   was   given    some- 
thing with  direct  reference  to  keep. 
A  PLACE  TO  KEEP 
Gen.   2:15 
"And  the  Lord  God  took  the  man,  and 
put  him  into  the  garden  of  Eden  to  dress 
it  and  to  keep  it." 

Here  we  have  a  beautiful  place,  a  gar- 
den, man's  home,  a  paradise,  not  just  a 
promise  to  work  toward,  but  here  is  man 
already  in  the  garden. 

There  is  no  bondage  to  slip  out  from 
under,  no  oppression  to  face,  no  bills  to 
ascend,  no  plains  to  cross,  no  Red  Seas 
before,  and  no  Jordans  to  ford,  no  oppo- 
sition to  be  confronted  with;  not  even 
a  shortage  of  fuel  and  water,  no  lack  of 
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food,  but  rather,  everything  man  could 
need  or  wish  for.  And  God  Himself  just 
set  him  down  in  the  garden  to  dress  and 
keep  it,  to  have  the  care  of,  attend  to, 
retain  it  fresh  and  beautiful  as  He  had 
made  it.  That's  not  all,  he  was  to  manage 
it,  stay  there,  retain  it  in  his  possession 
— to  keep  it.  But  he  failed.  You  know 
his  outcome  when  he  failed  to  keep  what 
God  had  said  he  could  have  had  he  only 
obeyed. 
OTHER  COMMENTS  ON  KEEPING 

If  man  failed  to  keep  a  place  when  first 
given  a  trial  we  could  never  think  of 
him  keeping  a  human  soul,  the  greatest 
of  God's  creation.  Therefore  we  have  no 
person  to  keep  other  than  ourselves.  And 
yet  this,  as  a  whole,  is  not  in  our  care. 
This  part  of  creation  is  too  vital  for  man 
to  hold.  When  there  was  no  sin  in  man  he 
proved  and  spotted  to  the  Creator  his 
weakness.  Yielding  wrongly,  man  waded 
into  sin  without  a  justifiable  cause  and 
no  one  but  the  omnipotent  being  is  capa- 
ble of  keeping  the  man. 

KEEPING  SELF 
1   Tim.   5:22 

Here  Paul  is  advising  Timothy  to  keep 
himself  from  evil,  to  live  abreast  from 
sin.  This  same  advice  bespeaks  his  inter- 
est and  if  he  were  here  this  evening  I  be- 
lieve he  would  say  the  same  to  every 
person  in  this  world.  This  is  as  much  as 
any  one  person  can  do,  keep  thyself  pure, 
and  seems  to  be  more  than  some  can  do. 
In  the  mineral  world  purity  determines 
the  gem's  value  and  it  will  do  the  same 
for  us.  After  we  have  passed  through 
God's  great  process  of  purifying  we  are 
pure  and  He  would  have  us  keep  our- 
selves that  way.  The  genuine,  the  pure, 
is  what  God  is  sifting  the  globe  for  to- 
day to  comprise  His  Son's  bride  and 
may  we  keep  ourselves  thus  to  be  ac- 
counted worthy  of  the  number. 
KEEP  THY  HEART 
Prov.    4:23 

There  seems  to  be  certain  things  w? 
can  do  or  God  would  not  command  us 
to  keep  this  and  that,  here  and  there. 
The  heart  is  not  an  individual  but  is  the 
most  important  part  of  the  natural  mm. 
It  is  the  fountain  of  life.  When  its  de- 
signed, perpetual  motion  ceases  we  cease 
to  be  a  living  being.  Why  should  I  keep 
such  watchful  care  of  the  heart?  Oh,  ..he 
flow  that  comes  from  it,  not  through  or 
by  it.  It's  the  part  of  us  that  God  looks 
on.  You  look  upon  me  but  God  looks 
within  to  pass  His  judgment  (1  Tim.  16, 
17).  If  the  heart  is  single  (1  Chron.  12: 
33;  Acts  2:46),  soft,  non-fearful,  I 
might  draw  near  with  a  true  heart,  but  on 
the  other  hand  if  its  double,  fearful,  hard, 
cold  and  dark  I  cannot  control  it.  So  let 
us  keep  it  right  with  all  diligence. 
KEEP  THY  TONGUE 
Ps.   34:13 

Last   but   not   least,   we  come   to   that 


unruly  member,  the  tongue  (James  3:5, 
6,  8).  You  have  often  heard  the  expres- 
sion, "Little  but  loud"  and  it's  true  be- 
cause here  we  have  it.  We're  invited  to 
keep  it,  to  guard  it,  because  it's  a  big 
trouble  maker  unless  kept  under  the  sanc- 
tifying grace  of  God  and  here  He  said  for 
me  to  do  the  keeping — and  you.  If  God's 
my  Keeper  it  isn't  hard  for  me  to  keep  the 
tongue — from  evil  of  blaspehmy,  pro- 
fanity, falsehood  in  all  forms,  slander, 
backbiting,  flattery,  vain  conversations, 
etc.  My!  can  the  little  tongue  do  all  that 
you  say?  Yes,  and  even  more,  it  can  send 
a  soul  in  hell. 

Keep  it  and  it  will  be  a  minister  of 
good,  an  instrument  of  peace,  an  identifi- 
cation of  truth  and  a  conveyance  of 
knowledge. 

A  pure  heart  just  discussed  is  essential 
to  control  the  tongue.  We  can  be  its 
master  instead  of  its  slave.  Employ  it  in 
praise,  prayer  and  Christian  conversation 
and  still  have  plenty  to  do  and  it  will  be 
a  monument  to  our  highest  and  best  in- 
terest. 

How  a    Stolen   Boy   Became  a 
Missionary 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

Korea.  His  name  was  Ah  Fung,  and  he 
lived  in  the  city  of  Ningpo,  China.  His 
parents  let  him  go  to  the  mission  school 
where  he  learned  to  pray  to  God  and  read 
the  Bible. 

Once  Ah  Fung  went  with  his  father  on 
a  trading  trip  to  Seoul,  the  capital  of 
Korea.  There  was  a  riot  in  the  city  nd 
he  became  lost.  A  thief  stole  him  and  hid 
him  and  when  he  was  sure  the  boy's 
father  had  gone  home,  he  sold  him  to  the 
governor.  In  this  new  home  everything 
was  very  fine  and  his  beautiful  mistress 
was  kind  to  him.  But  all  this  did  not 
make  him  happy,  for  there  was  no  Jesus 
in  the  home.  His  only  joy  was  to  go  by 
himself  and  pray. 

After  some  time  God  let  a  beautiful 
baby  girl  enter  this  home.  The  mother's 
heart  was  gladdened,  for  she  had  nothing 
before  to  make  her  happy.  Ah  Fung 
would  try  to  tell  his  mistress  about  Jesus 
and  that  He  loved  us  so  much  He  died  to 
save  us,  but  she  would  reply,  "Oh,  yes, 
it  is  very  nice,  and  you  can  tell  the  baby 
when  she  is  older,  but  I  am  too  happy 
now  to  listen  or  think  about  your  Jesus." 
So  what  could  Ah  Fung  do  but  to  pray? 

Not  many  months  had  passed  before 
the  baby  took  sick  and  died.  The  poor 
mother's  heart  was  torn  with  sorrow;  all 
her  joy  was  gone  now.  It  made  Ah  Fung 
sad  too,  for  he  had  taken  care  of  the 
baby  every  day  and  thought  of  the  time 
when  he  could  teach  her  to  pray. 

Now  the  mother  longed  to  hear  of 
Jesus,  and  Ah  Fung  told  her  how  Christ 
Jesus    loved    the    little    children    and    had 


a  beautiful  Home  for  them  far  away. 

Again  and  again  the  mother  asked, 
"Did  He  love  my  baby?  If  He  loved  her, 
why  did  He  let  her  die?" 

"I  don't  know  why,"  said  the  boy, 
"but  I  know  He  did  love  her,  and  is  tak- 
ing care  of  her  for  you  till  you  go  too." 

"How  can  I  get  there?  How  can  I  get 
my  baby  again?" 

"I  don't  know,  dear  lady,  but  if  you 
love  and  trust  Jesus  somehow  it  will  be  all 
right."  Little  by  little  the  light  dawned 
upon  this  heathen  mother's  heart  and  she 
came  to  know  Jesus'  love  for  herself,  be- 
fore any  foreign  missionary  had  gone  into 
Korea. 

Does  not  this  remind  you  of  the  little 
captive  maid  told  about  in  the  Bible? 
If  you  have  not  read  about  her,  do  so 
now.   See   2   Kings   5:1-14. — Vanguard. 

i»*  »»"  *Tk" 

The    Reward    of  Disobedience 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
mond,  to  be  of  value,  must  be  cut  and 
ground  and  polished.  There  are  many 
diamonds  in  the  rough  in  San  Quentin 
and  Folsom  prisons  today  just  because 
they  were  not  polished  in  the  home.  Some 
disobedient  boy's  mother  sits  shamefaced, 
and  with  bowed  head,  and  with  breaking 
heart  in  our  courts  every  week,  and  hears 
the  sentence,  maybe  of  life  imprisonment, 
or  of  death  on  the  gallows  pronounced 
against  her  boy,  who  'wouldn't  mind  a 
thing  she  said.'  The  State  can  make  them 
mind,  and  if  you  don't  make  your  boy 
mind,  the  State  will.  Now  don't  con- 
clude that  I  am  cruel  or  heartless;  I  am 
not;  I  love  children,  and  if  I  could,  I 
would  save  every  one  of  them.  I  would, 
if  I  could,  at  any  cost,  make  honorable, 
highminded  men  and  women  of  the 
children  in  the  State,  but  I  can't  do  it, 
— but  you  can;  at  least  you  could  have 
made  such  of  your  own,  had  you  begun 
in  time. 

"There  was  a  little  boy  in  one  of  the 
middle  states,  a  few  years  ago — I  could 
give  the  exact  location  if  I  wanted  to- 
just  like  this  little  four-year-old  boy  of 
yours.  He  wouldn't  mind,  and  his  selfish 
sentimental  mother  'couldn't  make  him 
mind.'  Of  course,  when  he  was  a  little 
older, — twenty-three,  his  sobbing  mother 
saw  him  ascend  the  scaffold,  and  as  the 
black  cap  was  being  adjusted  before 
springing  the  trap,  she,  sobbing,  broken- 
hearted, got  as  a  last  word  from  her  boy, 
an  oath,   with    these  additional   words — 

'  'No  use  to  sob  now,  old  woman;  you 
are  to  blame  for  this.  If  you'd  raised  me 
right  when  I  was  little' — but  the  trap 
was  sprung,  and  the  boy  who,  when  lit- 
tle 'wouldn't  mind'  plunged  to  his  re- 
ward, and  his  mother  swooned  into  un- 
consciousness. It  is  mighty  unfair  to  the 
boy  or  girl.  It  is  ever  true  as  Milton  said, 
'The  child  shows  the  man,  as  morning 
shows    the    day."'*""" — California  Voice. 
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Prayer  Page 


At  Eventide  a  Prayer 

Helen   Cleveland  Roe 


Give  me  courage,  dearest  Lord, 

For  I  have  work  to  do. 
'Tis  only  by  thy  strengthening  hand 

That  I  can  carry  through. 

Answer  my  prayer,  thou  comforting  One, 

Hard  is  the  road  and  long; 
Deep  are  the  pitfalls,  tired  my  feet, 

But  I  must  carry  on. 

Life  comes  thru  labor  of  love,  dear  Lord, 

Old  cares  replaced  by  new. 
Renew  my  faith,  lest  I  forget 

And  fail  to  carry  through. 
:'<•    :!■    * 

The  Power  of  Prayer 

The  prayer-life  of  Jesus  has  never  been 
sufficiently  studied.  The  only  way  it  can 
be  truly  studied  is  by  adventurous  imita- 
tion, for  prayer  is  not  a  theory  of  com- 
munion with  God — prayer  is  the  brave 
and  dogged  practice  of  that  communion. 
The  sole  way  to  become  convinced  of  the 
power  of  prayer  is  by  praying.  But  our 
praying  must  be  after  the  example  of  Je- 
sus. 

It  has  been  noted  that  Jesus  always 
prayed  in  a  crisis;  but  all  practice  of 
prayer  reveals  that  no  one  prays  effec- 
tively in  a  crisis  who  has  not  prayed  con- 
stantly at  all  other  times.  Prayer  in  a  crisis 
may  be  the  sudden  call  of  terror  and  de- 
spair to  an  unknown  God  whom  in  all 
other  hours  we  have  forgotten.  Or  prayer 
in  a  crisis  may  be  the  steadfast,  visioned, 
serenely  confident  appeal  of  one  who  has 
formed  the  habit  of  conversation  with 
God  over  every  humblest  happening  of 
life. 

There  is  a  far  off,  black  and  lonely 
scene  that  we  need  to  recall:  Jesus  is  leav- 
ing those  nearest  him  to  anguish.  All  his 
message  to  the  world  is  in  jeopardy.  It  is 
the  evening  before  He  must  meet  His 
death.  Yet  He  prays  in  glorious,  ringing 
confidence — prays  for  the  soul-security  of 
those  beloved  friends,  prays  for  the  teach- 
ing they  shall  transmit,  prays  for  all 
those  others  who  shall  come  to  know  him. 
Can  we  doubt  the  power  of  prayer  when 
we  look  back  and  see  how  that  prayer  of 
Jesus  has  been  answered? — Winifred 
Kirkland. 

*  *  si- 
Thanksgiving 
For  hearts   estranged,   won   back   to   fel- 
lowship 
And  closer  knit  by  sweet  forgiveness; 
For   hearts   made   tenderer     by   fortune's 


blows; 
For  souls  by  sorrows  ripened  in  Thy  love; 
Yea,  and  for  pain  that     took  our  pride 

away 
And  cast  us  wholly  on  Thy  charity; 
For  darkened     ways  that     led  us  to  the 

light; 
For  blinding  tears  that  yet  renewed  our 

sight; 
For  travails,  perplexities  of  mind 
Through  which  we  wrestled,  nobler  life 

to  find — 
And  found,  beyond  our     craving     soul's 

upreach, 
The  wonder  of  the  lessons  Thou  wouldst 

teach, 

We  thank   Thee,   thank  Thee,      thank 
Thee,  Lord. — John  Oxcnham. 

From  This  Day  I  Will  Bless 
You 

The  Great  Commission  Prayer  League 
in  a  call  for  prayer  for  revival,  gives  the 
following  incidents  to  illustrate  this 
promise: 

P.  P.  Bliss,  the  noted  song  writer,  urged 
by  Mr.  Moody  to  devote  his  life  wholly 
to  evangelistic  labor,  decided,  in  co-opera- 
tion with  Major  Whittle,  to  make  a  test 
campaign  at  Waukegan,  Illinois.  "If  souis 
are  saved,"  they  said,  "we  will  take  it  as 
an  indication  that  God  has  called  us  into 
this  work." 

The  first  meeting  was  not  encouraging. 
But  the  following  night,  although  it 
rained,  and  a  smaller  audience  was  ex- 
pected, there  were  twice  as  many  present. 
The  workers  felt  the  responsibility  upon 
them,  and  the  next  afternoon  spent  some 
hours  in  prayer.  Bliss  surrendered  every- 
thing to  the  Lord,  his  musical  ambitions, 
his  writing  to  secular  music,  and  in  sim- 
ple childlike  faith,  placed  himself  and  his 
talents  at  the  disposal  of  the  Lord  in  the 
proclamation  of  the  Gospel.  That  night 
they  had  a  wonderful  meeting.  In  God's 
gracious  response  to  their  faith  «ouls  were 
saved,  and  a  deep  spirit  of  conviction  was 
upon  the  people.  That  meeting  decided 
the  question  of  continuing.  They  went 
from  place  to  place  with  the  evident 
blessing  of  God  resting  upon  their  labors. 
The  cities  visited  witnessed  scenes  of  re- 
vival blessing.  That  day  of  humiliation 
and  prayer  was  the  turning  point  in  their 
experience.  Bliss  especially  from  then  on 
became  a  veritable  fountain  of  Gospel 
song.  God  seemed  to  say  to  him,  "From 
this  day  will  I  bless  you." 

Christmas  Evans  tells  in  his  diary  that 
one  afternoon,  as  he  was  traveling  along 
a  very  lonely  road  to  an  appointment,  he 


was  convicted  of  a  cold  heart.  He  says, 
"I  tethered  my  horse  and  went  to  a  se- 
questered spot,  where  I  walked  to  and  fro 
in  an  agony  as  I  reviewed  my  life.  I 
waited  there  three  hours  before  God, 
broken  with  sorrow,  until  there  broke 
over  me  a  sweet  sense  of  His  forgiving 
love.  I  received  from  God  a  new  filling 
with  the  Holy  Spirit.  As  the  sun  was 
westering,  I  went  back  to  the  road,  found 
my  horse,  mounted  it  and  went  to  my 
appointment.  On  the  following  day  I 
preached  with  such  new  power  to  a  vast 
concourse  of  people  gathered  on  a  hill- 
side, that  a  revival  broke  out  that  day 
and  spread  all  over  Wales." 

The  above  incidents  should  encourage 
Christians  individually  and  collectively  to 
draw  nigh  unto  God,  and  to  take  hold  of 
Him  for  the  needed  blessings  of  His 
grace.  Certainly  God  is  the  same  today. 
Surely  we,  too,  may  have  a  fulfillment  of 
this  precious  promise,  "From  tins  day  1 
will  bless  you.'' — Sel. 

Our  Part 

Asking  God  for  something  and  then 
sitting  back  to  wait  for  it  to  come  our 
way  is  not  very  likely  to  bring  it.  We 
must  do  our  part. 

The  wagon  cannot  move  unless  the 
horses  pull  it.  The  automobile  cannot 
move  unless  the  driver  places  his  foot  on 
the  starter  and  turns  on  the  gas.  We  can- 
not even  walk  unless  we  put  first  one 
foot  and  then  the  other  forward,  and 
keep  it  up. 

It  is  the  same  way  when  we  ask  God 
to  help  us.  He  is  always  present,  He  is 
always  willing  to  aid  us  and  to  show  us 
the  way;  but  we  cannot  sit  back  think- 
ing that  because  we  have  asked  His  help 
we  have  done  all  we  could. 

We  shall  find  that  God  has  done  His 
best  for  us.  He  always  does  that;  but  we 
must  work,  too,  just  as  it  takes  the  horse 
to  draw  the  wagon,  the  engine  to  start 
the  car,  our  feet  moving  in  order  that  we 
may  walk.  Only  when  we  work  along 
with  God,  have  we  really  done  our  share. 
*    *    * 

PRAYER 

BY  VADA  C.  GODBOLD 
"Men  ought  always  to  pray  and  not  to 
faint."  Luke  18:1.  We  should  do  our 
dead  level  best  and  then  God  will  do  the 
rest.  He  is  not  going  to  do  things  for  us 
that  we  can  do  for  ourselves.  Two  little 
girls  were  late  for  school.  As  they  hur- 
ried along  one  said  to  the  other,  "Let's 
stop  and  ask  God  to  keep  us  from  being 
late."  The  other  one  said,  "No,  let's  hur- 
ry as  fast  as  we  can  and  ask  Him  as  we 
hurry  to  help  us  to  get  there  on  time." 
Let  us  do  what  our  hands  find  to  do  and 
trust  God  with  the  rest. 

"Pray  without  ceasing."  1  Thess.  5:17. 
(Continued  on  page  21) 
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Faith  Changed  to  Sight 

We  cannot  tell  how  soon  the  day  will  dawn. 

The  night  he  spent,  earth's  sorrows  flee  away; 
But  this  one  thing  we  know,  He  holds  our  hand, 

And  so  we  rest  content,  and  let  Him  lead  the  way. 


I  Have  Led  Thee  in  Right 
Paths 

(Prov.  4:11) 

I  cast   a  backward   glance     down      life's 
rough  road, 
O'er  which  my  weary,  earth-worn  feet 
have  trod, 
And,  midst  the  dark,  I  sec  the  pathway 
strewed 
With  priceless  blessings  from  the  hand 
of  God. 

What   though  sharp,  piercing  thorns  in- 
fest my  path, 
Are  there  not  here  and  there  some  rare, 
sweet  flowers? 
God   sends   us   good   and    ill   in   love — not 
wrath, 
We  need  some  bitter  in  this  life  of  ours. 

Are  shadows  falling?  There  is  light  above. 
Do  storms  descend?  The  sun  will  smile 
again. 
And  so  I  recognize  the  hand  of  love 

That  guides  me   gently  through   a   life 
of  pain. 

'Tis   not   all   darkness.   Some   soft,   golden 
rays 
Have  shed  their  radiance  o'er  my  dark- 
ened life; 


And    though    I    wander      now      through 
troubled  ways, 
Their  memory  comes  like  blessing  after 
strife. 

So  I  accept  whate'er  my  Father  wills, 
Since   He   designed   it   for   my  highest 
good; 
For  what  to  our  weak  sight  are  seeming 
ills, 
Are    richest    blessings      if    but    under- 
stood. 

God  has  been  good  to  me'  I  cannot  ask 
For  richer  mercies   than   His   love  has 
given, 
Until  my  soul  is  freed,  and  I  shall  bask 
In    the   broad   sunshine   of   His    perfect 
Heaven. 

O  All-wise  Father!  I  will  not  disown 
The   love  which   sends   the  bitter  with 
the  sweet! 
Nor  will  I  murmur  though  I  walk  alone 
The  path  Thou  hast  appointed  for  my 
feet. — Selected. 

Always  Sunshine  for  the 
Morrow 

Eswin  Raymond  Anderson 
One  of  the  precious  joys  of  the  Chris- 


tian  life   lies 


th 


e   sweet    sunshine 


that 


bathes  our  heart  with  the  calmness  and 
assurance  of  His  abiding  presence.  No 
matter  what  the  outer  form  of  the  day 
may  be,  there  are  no  shadows  within,  for 
walking  with  Him  in  the  innermost  spirit 
of  communion  always  tinges  it  with 
brightness.  Our  yesterday  was  bright,  our 
today  has  just  a  little  more  of  that  won- 
drous sunshine,  and  tomorrow — . 

How  much  joy  and  strength  there  is 
to  know  that  tomorrow  will  always  bring 
the  sunshine  into  our  hearts — His  pre- 
cious and  enduring  sunshine!  "I  will  nev- 
er leave  thee,  nor  forsake  thee."  Surely 
there  is  sweet  bliss  for  our  heart.  "Never" 
surely  includes  all  of  our  tomorrows.  It 
carries  us  along  from  day  to  day  no  mat- 
ter what  may  arise  or  threaten.  Tomor- 
row is  always  as  bright  and  clear  as  to- 
day, for  He  is  with  us  guiding  our  steps, 
imparting  power  and  understanding  to 
our  needful  hearts. 

How  much  this  thought  should  mean 
to  us,  especially  in  these  difficult  times 
when  every  tomorrow  is  misted  with  un- 
certainty. Many  of  the  aches  and  the 
pangs  which  we  carry  about  with  us 
would  be  cast  away  if  we  could  only  see 
that  sunshine  about  our  inner  heart.  How 
often  the  thought  of  tomorrow  brings 
fear! — what  lies  ahead  causes  a  hard 
stream  of  worry  to  course  through  us. 
We  feel  that  a  word  said  for  the  Lord 
may  bring  the  whip  of  the  enemy  upon 
us.  An  uttered  prayer  may  ask  a  greater 
price  than  we  imagine.  Things  may  turn 
against  us,  walls  may  be  erected  about 
us  overnight,  hemming  us  in,  loss  and  de- 
spair written  upon  its  cold  face.  We  dare 
not  lay  plans  even  if  we  know  them  to 
be  His.  The  tomorrow  may  be  shrouded 
with  the  wrappings  of  a  gaunt  ghost 
whispering  of  dire  things  to  come. 

Truly  is  this  a  sad  lack  of  inner  faith. 
Many  of  us  can  trust  Him  for  the  pres- 
ent hour.  Many  of  us  can  feel  His  sweet 
touch  upon  the  cords  of  our  heart  for 
this  turn  of  the  way.  And  we  are  glad 
for  it  and  hope  that  the  joy  may  remain. 
Yes,  we  hope;  nothing  beyond  that.  Our 
faith  seems  to  be  grounded,  appears  to  be 
grooved  into  narrow  channels — we  fear 
to  let  it  flow  out  of  that  ditch  and 
water  all  of  those  awaiting  tomorrows 
which  so  deeply  need  it.  Christians  who 
have  a  "today  faith"  are  sadly  many — 
how  few  are  those  who  have  the  true 
"tomorrow  faith!"  Yet  they  are  the  ones 
who  form  the  bulwark  and  the  pillar 
which  the  main  of  us  lean  upon.  Thev 
are  the  ones  we  look  unto  and  place  into 
positions  of  leadership.  How  they  stand 
up  before  the  tides  and  the  storms,  we 
tell  ourselves. 

But  why  should  we  be  content  to  live 
the  faith  which  can  only  have  action  and 
strength   for   the   today?   Why  must   we 
(Continued  on   page   21) 
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In  Lonesome  Places 


L.    L.    WlGHTMAN 

In  the  Youth's  Comrade 


"Jack,  I  can  recommend  but  one  thing 
for  you,"  the- doctor  told  the  young  man 
who  had  been  seriously  ill.  "If  you  stay 
here,  your  recovery  will  be  very  slow  and 
doubtful.  I  advise  you  to  go  to  the  moun- 
tains for  at  least  three  months." 

Go  to  the  mountains?  There  were  some 
things  about  such  a  trip  that  appealed  to 
Jack,  but  other  things  were  not  as  pleas- 
ant to  think  about.  There  was  his  Sunday 
School  class  of  young  men  whom  he 
would  miss  very  much.  Already  he  had 
been  separated  from  them  for  six  weeks, 
and  to  add  three  months  to  that  was  not 
to  his  liking. 

But  what  could  he  do?  Of  strong  faith 
in  the  power  of  prayer,  Jack  had  pe- 
titioned God  for  restoration  of  health, 
but  for  some  reason  his  request  had  not 
been  granted.  After  a  few  days  of  de- 
liberation, he  decided  to  yield  to  the  doc- 
tor's suggestion.  Perhaps  the  change  of 
.mt  would  be  of  benefit  to  him. 

Jack  was  sure  of  one  thing.  Those 
weeks  of  solitude  would  afford  him  op- 
portunity for  communion  with  God  and 
meditation  on  the  Word.  For  this  he 
looked  ahead  with  joy. 

One  week  later  Jack  alighted  from  the 
train  at  a  small  village  in  the  foothills  of 
the  mountains,  and  that  night  rested  in  a 
cabin  far  up  in  the  hills.  Surrounded  by 
rugged  mountain  peaks  and  waving  seas 
of  green  forests  which  stretched  away  in 


"Glad  to  have  you  with  us,"  the  father 
said.  "It's  kinda  lonesome  here,  right 
now." 

His  voice  choked  and  he  pointed  to  the 
edge  of  the  clearing  where  a  fresh  mound 
was  in  evidence.  A  rough  stone  slab 
marked  the  grave. 

"We  buried  her  three  days  ago,"  the 
younger  son  said  with  an  effort. 

Jack  extended  his  sympathy.  Hidden 
away  from  the  world  at  large,  these  folks 
had  experienced  that  which  is  the  com- 
mon lot  of  man.  But  when  Jack  asked 
about  the  religious  service,  he  was  dumb- 
founded to  find  that  none  had  been  held. 

"There  are  no  preachers  near  here,"  the 
father  said,  "so  we  buried  her  the  best 
we  could.  You  don't  happen  to  be  a 
preacher,  do  you?" 

"No,  I'm  not,"  Jack  said. 

"Thought  if  you  were,  it  wouldn't  be 
too  late  for  a  little  service,"  the  father 
added,  a  touch  of  disappointment  in  his 
voice. 

"I'm  not  a  preacher,  but  I  can  do  that 
for  you,"  Jack  declared.  "I  am  more  than 
glad  to  do  it  for  you." 

Taking  his  Bible  from  his  pocket,  Jack 
led  the  way  to  the  fresh  mound  of  earth. 
Choosing  appropriate  passages  of  scrip  - 
ture  he  read  them  slowly  and  effective- 
ly, then  lifted  his  voice  in  prayer.  He 
wasn't   just   sure  of   the  correct   wording 


the  distance,  Jack  felt  like  a  small  bit  of      of  the  committal  service  he  had  frequent- 


the  vast  universe.  "What  is  man  that 
thou  art  mindful  of  him?"  flashed 
through  his  mind. 

After  a  rest  of  three  days  to  recover 
from  the  lengthy  trip,  Jack  decided  to 
take  daily  trips  about  his  surroundings. 
He  knew  he  was  not  alone  in  the  wilds. 
Scattered  cabins  here  and  there  afforded 
homes  for  trappers,  hunters,  sheep 
herders,  prospectors,  and  an  occasional 
settler. 

It  was  on  the  second  day  that  Jack  ap- 
proached a  cabin  in  a  clearing.  The  place 
seemed  a  bit  more  like  home  than  some, 
showing  care  and  attention  which  indi- 
cated the  presence  of  a  woman.   A  man 


ly  heard,  but  he  did  the  best  he  could. 

The  appreciation  of  the  father  and 
sons  was  expressed  in  profuse  thanks.  It 
had  been  a  source  of  grief  to  them  to 
bury  their  loved  one  without  any  semb- 
lance of  service. 

"Are  there  other  cases  like  this?"  Jack 
asked. 

"Several,"  he  was  informed.  "It's  hard 
to  get  a  preacher  to  come  fifty  miles  for 
just  a  funeral  service,  so  we  folks  get- 
along  the  best  we  can." 

During  the  next  week  Jack  made  daily 
trips  to  this  cabin.  Finding  that  there  was 
not  a  single  vestige  of  religious  reading 
in    this   home,    he    left   one   of   his   Bibles 


rose  from  a  rough  bench  and  approached      with  them,  and  was  agreeably     surprised 
Jack. 

"Howdy,  stranger,"  he  said.  "Welcome 
to  our  place." 

As  they  approached  the  cabin,  two 
young  men  stepped  forth  to  meet  Jack. 
He  looked  about  for  the  wife  and  moth- 
er, but  she  failed  to  appear.     In     a  few 


at  the  hunger  which  they  showed  for  it. 
Step  by  step  he  led  them  to  the  truth  of 
the  Christ  who  died  for  them,  and  it  was 
a  glorious  moment  when  the  father  and 
sons  accepted  Christ  as  their  personal 
Savior. 

It  was  eventide.     The  sun  had      gone 


words  he  explained   his   presence   in   this      down   behind  a  distant  peak,  casting  its 
neighborhood.  golden  rays  across  the  western  sky,  bath-r- 


ing nature  in  a  wave  of  glorious  beauty. 
A  soft  breeze  was  murmuring  through 
the  treetops;  a  bird  nearby  was  singing 
an  evening  vesper.  Outside  the  cabin  by 
the  crude  bench,  four  men  knelt  in 
prayer  as  the  one  led  the  others  to  Christ. 

The  week  before  Jack  was  ready  to  re- 
turn home,  he  was  approached  by  the 
father  on  an  unexpected  subject. 

"My  younger  lad,  Bill,  wants  to  know 
if  there  is  some  place  he  can  learn  to  be 
a  preacher,"  the  father  said.  "Somethin' 
has  gripped  him  and  he  wants  to  do  what 
you  have  done  for  us." 

"That's  right,"  Bill  added.  "When  I 
see  what  you  have  meant  to  us  with  your 
Bible  and  your  faith  in  God,  I  feel  as 
though  I'd  like  to  do  the  same  for  others. 
Many  folks  are  scattered  through  these 
mountains  who  never  hear  anything  re- 
ligious. Children  grow  up  without  it.  No 
church,  no  Sunday  School,  nothin'  at 
all.  If  I  knew  enough  to  do  so,  I'd  spend 
my  life  travelin'  from  one  cabin  to  an- 
other, tellin'  them  of  Christ,  helpin'  them 
in  their  sorrows,  and  bring  God  to  them. 
I  can  read  and  write,  but  I  haven't  much 
education.  Maybe  they  won't  let  me  in 
any  school." 

"I  know  some  schools  you  could  not 
get  into,  but  I  do  know  of  other  schools 
where  you  can  enter,  and  they  teach  you 
the  Bible  there,"  Jack  declared.  "They'll 
help  you  to  rightly  divide  the  Word  of 
God,  and  enable  you  to  understand  it.  I 
think  the  Holy  Spirit  has  a  work  for 
you  in  these  hills,  and  there  certainly  is 
need  of  the  gospel  here." 

And  so  when  Jack  Howard  returned 
home,  he  brought  Bill  with  him  looking 
upon  him  as  Paul  did  upon  Timothy,  hi? 
"son  in  the  faith." 

Five  years  passed  before  Jack  had  an 
opportunity  to  again  visit  those  moun- 
tains, and  when  he  did  return  to  them, 
he  found  Bill  busily  engaged  from  cabin 
to  cabin,  starting  a  Sunday  School  where 
possible,  establishing  family  altars,  form- 
ing Bible  study  classes  in  the  homes,  hold- 
ing preaching  services  wherever  he  could 
get  a  few  folks  together.  His  life  was  one 
of  active  ministry. 

When  Jack  saw  what  was  being  ac- 
complished he  thanked  God  for  the  sick- 
ness which  drove  him  to  the  mountains 
and  enabled  him  to  lead  this  young  lad 
to  Christ.  Such  are  the  links  in  the  chain 
which  are  formed  by  faithful  witnesses 
of  the  gospel.  Jack  was  not  able  to  preach 
in  those  mountains,  but  through  this 
"son  in  the  faith,"  many  souls  were  won 
to  Christ. 

About  40  per  cent  of  the  Caucasian 
race  is  not  white.  The  Ethiopians,  for  ex- 
ample, who  have  skins  as  black  as  Ne- 
groes, are  Caucasians. 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  let  you  know  how  much  our 
V.  P.  E.  here  appreciates  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  We  could  never  express  the  joy 
that  we  have  found  in  reading  the  paper, 
it  gives  mc  joy  every  month  to  receive 
it. 

Sometimes  I  sit  right  down  and  read  it 
when  it  comes  and  I  have  to  cry  and 
pray,  because  it  gives  me  joy  to  read  the 
good  articles  in  it.  We  thank  God  for  our 
Y.  P.  E.  and  the  way  the  Lord  blesses. 

We  have  our  young  people's  services  on 
Saturday  night  and  we  have  a  good 
crowd.  But  the  best  of  all  we  have  the 
presence  of  God. 

We  thank  the  Lord  for  otn  president, 
Brother  Joe  Whittenton.  Ke  surely  is  a 
help  co  our  Y.  P.  E. 

We  appreciate  our  pastor,  Brother  E. 
E.  Winters,  he  certainly  is  a  help  to  our 
young  people,  and  tries  to  encourage  and 
be  a  blessing  to  all. 

Remember  our  young  people  that  God 
will  bless  and  we  will  have  a  greater  and 
better  Y.  P.  E.  We  have  a  real  good 
young  people's  string  band  and  we  thank 
God  for  those  who  will  use  their  talents 
for  God  and  His  service.— Mary  Lee 
Jones,  Erwin,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  few  lines  in  regard  to  our  Y.  P. 
E.  We  surely  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  Our 
young  people  arc  shouting  the  victory. 
Nearly  every  time  we  meet  we  have  a 
shout  in  the  camp. 

Sister  Moore,  our  president,  is  certainly 
interested  in  the  young  people  and  our  Y. 
P.  E.  has  grown  much  under  her  care. 

We  enjoy  getting  the  Lighted  Pathway 
every  month.  It  is  a  wonderful  paper,  not 
only  for  the  young  but  the  old  as  well. 
— Frank  Black,  Union,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathways  surely  are  won- 
derful. Many  can  hardly  wait  until  the 
next  copy  comes. 

We  will  be  glad  for  you  to  add  our 
name  to  the  Gideon  band  and  send  us  a 
roll  every  month,  for  they  have  good 
reading  in  them. — Velma  Benner,  Jones- 
boro,  Ark. 

;;.      ;<.      ;;. 

To  the  Lighted  Pathway: 

We  praise  the  Lord  for  the  young  peo- 
ple in  the  state  of  Kansas.  We  thank  the 
Lord  for  our  state  president  and  all  the 
Y.  P.  E.  members  in  Kansas.  While  the 
work  is  small  we  have  some  good  loyal 
members. 

Our  first  state  Y.  P.  E.  convention  was 


held  September  5  at  Weir  City,  Kan.  with 
our  state  overseer,  J.  B.  Baney,  and  our 
state  Y.  P.  E.  president  in  charge,  and 
al chough  we  had  rainy  weather  the  day 
was  a  blessing  to  both  the  young  and 
old.  The  music  was  enjoyed  by  all.  We 
had  solos,  duets,  trios,  quartets  and 
good  choir  singing.  Kansas  is  moving 
forward  in  music  and  singing.  We  had 
talks  and  words  of  instruction  from  the 
young  and  old.  The  Lighted  Pathway  was 
also  highly  lifted  up  in  this  meeting.  So 
the  Y.  P.  E.  goes  on  in  Kansas. — N.  R. 
Bolte,  Pittsburg,  Kans. 
*  *  * 
Deai-  Sister  Harrison: 

We  surely  thank  you  and  the  Lord 
for  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  seems  we  can 
hardly  do  without  it.  Thank  you  muc'.i 
for  your  messages.  They  encourage  me 
so  much.  Our  Y.  P.  E.  seems  to  increase. 
Praise  the  Lord.  We  can  hardly  wait  for 
the  next  issue  when  we  have  read  one 
through. — Eunice  Crews,  Hilliard,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  just  received  our  first  roll  of 
Lighted  Pathways  and  the  young  people 
enjoyed  them  so  much  that  I  am  sending 
for  the  second  roll.  Before  long  I  believe 
we  will  be  able  to  handle  two  or  three 
rolls. — Robert   Whitaker,  Wapato,  Wash. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Words  cannot  express  how  glad  I  am 
to  receive  the  Lighted  Pathway  each 
month.  Sometimes  I  can  hardly  wait  for 
the  next  one  to  come.  1  have  taken  it  for 
about  sis:  years.  We  also  have  a  stat? 
paper  which  is  very  good.  We  always 
look  forward  for  the  Evangel  eve-v 
week.  I  would  not  want  to  live  without 
these  three  papers  and  the  blessed  Old 
Book,  the  Bible. 

I  am  saved,  sanctified  and  filled  with 
the  Holy  Ghost  and  belong  to  the  Church 
of  God  and  expect  to  make  heaven  my 
home  by  the  help  of  the  Lord. 

We  have  a  nice  group  of  young  people 
here  but  the  saddest  of  all  is  only  three  or 
four  are  saved,  so  plca>e  pray  for  the  Y. 
P.  E.  that  God  will  save  them. 

We  are  starting  a  revival  the  26th,  D. 
V.,  so  p'ease  pray  that  it  will  be  a  suc- 
cess. Pr.iy  that  God  will  heal  my  body 
and  help  me  to  be  a  light  burning  bright- 
ly for  Him. — Cora  Huff,  Marietta,  Ohio. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  can  hardly  wait  for  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. Some  of  my  favorite  readings  are 
the  stories.  I  like  the  one  especially,  "At 


the  Crossroads."  I  also  like  the  Sinner's 
Page.  Though  I  am  not  a  sinner  I  like  to 
read  and  think  of  those  who  are  sinners, 
how  it  ought  to  touch  their  souls.  I  have 
sold  quite  a  few  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
ways to  sinner  people.  1  trust  and  pray 
that  they  will  find  something  in  the  paper 
which  will  touch  their  souls. — Alvert.i 
Lindeman,  Boynton,  Pa. 
::•  *  * 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Please  send  me  two  rolls  for  October. 
I  have  some  new  ones  wanting  the  paper 
and  feel  sure  I  can  sell  all  of  them.  It  is 
certainly  a  wonderful  paper  and  all  who 
read  it  like  it  very  much. 

God  surely  does  bless  you  for  your  ef- 
forts and  I  know  you  will  reap  a  great 
reward. 

Our  work  is  progressing  in  Lligh  Point. 
Pray  that  our  Y.  P.  E.  will  be  as  a  light- 
house for  the  young  people. — Bessie 
Moore,  High  Point,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  intending  to  write  to  you 
for  some  time  but  due  to  a  well-filled 
summer's  schedule  I  haven't  been  able  to 
until  this  late  date.  Please  forgive  me  for 
my  long  silence. 

As  a  member  of  the  Church  of  God  Y. 
P.  E.  I  feel  deeply  indebted  to  you  for  the 
splendid  work  you  are  doing  in  our  be- 
half. The  fact  you  have  faced  so  many 
discouraging  features  in  your  work  yet 
undaunted,  causes  my  heart  to  swell  with 
admiration  for  you.  May  God  bless  and 
encourage  you  in   this   wonderful  work. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  meant  more 
to  me  this  summer  than  ever  before,  al- 
though I  haven't  subscribed  for  it,  it  has 
fallen  into  my   hands  many  times.    , 

i  have  been  in  Pine  River  assisting  the 
Ramsey  Band  in  a  tent  meeting  for  the 
past  few  weeks.  Each  Sunday  evening 
7:3  0  to  8:3  0  I  have  been  in  charge  of 
the  Y.  P.  E.  There  are  some  fine  young 
people  here  who  are  talented  and  love  the 
Lord.  They  possess  a  remarkable  spirit  of 
co-operation  and  the  Lord  has  blessed  in 
these  services. 

Brother  George  Swanson  from  Pequot 
informed  me  he  had  received  the  papers 
I  asked  you  to  send.  Thanks  to  you,  Sister 
Harrison.  They  are  being  used  to  a  good 
advantage.  I  conducted  a  revival  there 
soon  after  arriving  in  the  state.  A  little 
girl  at  the  age  of  twelve  years 
came  to  the  altar  and  really  wept  and 
prayed  as  though  she  had  been  a  hard- 
hearted sinner  for  many  years.  God  won- 
derfully blessed  this  precious  child.  (She 
hasn't  any  encouragement  in  her  home.) 
But  to  my  surprise  when  I  returned  to 
Pequot  1  found  she  was  leading  a  young 
people's  service.  It  is  remarkable  to  see 
her  lead  and  note  her  boldness  and  cour- 
age,   just   like   an   old   head.   I   am   really 
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MISS  GLADYS  SHATLEY 
of  Wilcoe,  W.  Va.  who  sent  in  the  most 
subscriptions  during   1937. 

happy  over  this  little  convert.  Pease  pray 
for  this  little  girl.  I  wish  she  were  in  a 
better  environment  as  she  is  very  sincere. 
'In  closing  I  will  say  I  appreciate  you 
very  much  and  am  ready  to  co-operate 
with  you. — Dorothy  Diffenderfer. 

*  «    * 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  love  the  little  paper.  I  get  much  en- 
couragement out  of  it.  I  am  going  to  sub- 
scribe for  a  year  as  soon  as  1  possibly 
can. 

Pray  for  my  husband  and  me  as  we  are 
both  young  ministers  and  want  to  be 
found  in  the  Lord's  will. — Mrs.  Guv 
Bowers,  Sylva,  N.   C. 

*  ::•    ::■ 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  girl  fourteen  years  o'd.  I  am  a 
freshman  in  high  school. 

I  am  saved,  sanctified  and  filled  with 
the  Holy  Ghost.  Praise  the  Lord.  I  was 
saved  last  January  and  am  glad  that  I 
was.  I  was  saved  under  Brother  Chancel! 
French's  preaching  and  am  also  a  member 
of  the  Church  of  God  here.  I  am  glad 
that  other  young  people  as  well  as  I 
can  serve  Him.  I  find  that  the  longer  I 
serve  Him  the  sweeter  the  way  gets. 

I  am  the  on'y  one  at  home  who  is  a 
Christian.  The  way  is  hard  but  by  the 
grace  of  God  I  can  make  it. 

I  wanted  to  go  to  Bible  School  this 
year  but  my  dad  wouldn't  let  me.  He 
said  it  was  too  far  for  a  girl  my  age  to 
be  from  home.  Pray  that  I  can  go  next 
year. 

'I  have  written  a  poem,  which  I  feel 
sure  God  gave  me.  Please  print  it  if  you 
can. — Onida  Teague,  Hobbs,  N.  Mex. 

Note:  Let  us  pray  for  our  little  sister. 
— Editor. 


J  PRAISE  GOD 

I  praise  God  for  His  goodness, 

I  praise  Him  for  His  love, 
I  praise  Him  for  joy  and  gladness 

That  is  sent  from  heaven  above. 

Yes,   I  praise  Him,  only,  for  everything, 
For   the  sorrow  and  the  tears, 

Because  they  make  me  stronger, 
As  I  pass  on  through  the  years. 

Yes,  I  praise  Him  for  the  peace  just  now, 
That  dwells  down  in  mv  soul, 

I   praise   Him   for   the   gladness, 
That  o'er  my  heart  now  rolls. 

I  piaise  Him  for  the  dear  brother, 
That  pointed  me  to  the  Lord, 

I  praise  God  for  any  preacher 

Who  will  preach   His  blessed  Word. 

— Onida  Teague,  Hobbs,  N.  Mex. 


Welcome  in  our  Y.  P.  E. 

Sung  to  tune,  "Stand  Up,  Stand  Up  For 
Jesus'' 

Dear  friends,  we're  glad  to  have  you. 

In  our  Y.  P.  E.  tonight; 
Wc  hope  you  all  feel  welcome, 

We  stand  for  all  that's  right. 
Come  join   us  in  our  worship, 

With  willing  heart   and  hand; 
Jesus  will  welcome  you 

Into  that  heavenly  land. 

—Viola  Cassady,  Davis,  W.   Va. 


Home 

When  your  life  seems  dark  and  dreary. 
And  the  way  seems  rough  and  long; 
Just  remember  that  Jesus  is  near  you, 
And  God  is  still  on  the  throne. 

He  will  banish  every  sorrow, 
When  it  seems  you  stand  all  alone; 
He  will  be  your  one  true  lover, 
And  will  guide  you  safely  home. 

When  our  last  feeble  step  has  been  taken, 
And  we've  gone  the  last  mile  of  the  way; 
The  cares  of  this  life  all  forgotten, 
With  Jesus  forever  we'll  stay. 

What  a  home  that  will  be  over  yonder, 
Not  a  tear  there  will  moisten  our  eyes; 
We'll  at  last  say  good-bye   to  our  heart- 
aches 
And   live   there   with   Jesus  on   high. 

— Miss  Gladys  Greene,  Manns  Choice,  Pa. 


A  Call  to  Youth 

O  thou  who  hast  the  dew  of  gentle  youth. 
Serve  gladly  therefore  now  the  Lord  in 

love  and  truth, 
"Commit    thou    all    thy   ways      into   His 

hand" 


/.  I.  McCOY 
Brother  Joe  won  the  national  Y.  P.  E. 
banner  this  year.  This  banner  is  given 
each  year  by  the  Lighted  Pat/rway  to  the 
state  who  makes  the  greatest  progress  hi 
Y.  P.  E.  ivcrk. 


In    meekness    grow,    thou    sha!t   possess 

the   land. 

"Rest  thou  in  Him,"  and  also  from  Him 
wait. 
He'll  never  fail   or  leave  you  desolate; 
His  loving  kindness,  compassion  new, 
He,  morning,  day  and  night  hast  shown 
to  you. 

Go  tell  His  love,  Oh  sit  not  idly  by. 
Awake!  O  youth,  "turn  ye,"  why  will 
ye  die? 

Tell   those   who   grope  in      day   as   in   the 
night, 

"The  pathway   of   the   just   is   as   a   shin- 
ing light." 

"Remember  who  created  thee"  O  youth, 
A    solemn    warning   from    the   book   of 
truth; 

Consider,  learn,  and  carefully  digest, 
Unyiclded  hearts  can  never  be  at  rest. 

O  youths,  vounsr  men  and  maidens  all 
The  kingdoms  of  the  world  shall  sure- 
ly fall; 
O   hasie!    be    quick,    now    is    the    time    to 
fight 
Against   the  scour;;e  of  souls,  the  rav- 
ager  of  the  night. 

O   thou    who   hast   the      dew  of  precious 

youth, 
Are   you   a    living   monument      of   Flis 

truth? 
Loose    not    the    "silver   cord"    the    anchor 

for  your  sou! — 
"With    patience    run    the    race"      e'en    so 

to  reach  the  goal. 

— Thelma  C.  Levy. 
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Glints  of  Knowledge 


Vegetable  Immigrants 

Celery  originated  in  Germany. 

The  onion  originated  in  Egypt. 

The  citron  is  a   native  of  Greece. 

Oats  originated  in  the  East. 

Rye  came  originally  from  Liberia. 

Parsley  was  first  known  in  Sardinia. 

The  pear  and  apple  are  from  Europe. 

Spinach  came  from  Arabia. 

The  sunflower  was  brought  from  Peru. 

The  mulberry  tree  originated  in  Persia. 

Walnuts  and  peaches  came  from  Persia. 

The  horse  chestnut  is  a  native  of  Tni- 
bet. 

Cucumbers  came  from  East  Indies. 

The  quince  came  from  Crete. 

The  radish  is  a  native  of  China  and 
Japan. 

Peas  are  of  Egyptian  origin. 

Horseradish  is  from  Southern  Europe. 
— Southern  Churchman. 

The  Drunken  Driver 

The  National  Safety  Council  Bulletin, 
"The  Drur.ken  Driver":  "It  is  now 
known  that  a  quantity  of  alcohol  such  as 
is  contained  in  an  ounce  of  whiskey  or  a 
bottle  of  beer  is  sufficient  to  lower  ap- 
preciably the  ability  of  the  driver  or  pe- 
destrian to  use  the  street  safely.  By  care- 
ful tests  it  has  been  found  that  a  meas- 
urable loss  of  ability  occurs  when  as  lit- 
tle as  two  one-hundredths  per  cent  of  al- 
cohol is  in  the  body  fluids." 

Some  of  the  Biggest,  Oldest, 
Costliest  Things 

The  largest  library  is  the  National,  in 
Paris,  which  contains  three  million  books. 

The  tallest  monument  is  in  Washing- 
ton, D.  C.  It  is  five-hundred  and  fifty- 
five  feet  high. 

The  highest  chimney  is  in  Glasgow, 
Scotland,  and  is  four  hundred  and  seven- 
ty-four feet  high. 

The  oldest  college  is  University  Col- 
lege, Oxford.  It  was  established  in  the 
year  10  5  0. 

The  deepest  coal  mine  is  near  Lambert, 
Belgium,  and  is  thirty-five  hundred  feet 
deep. 

The  largest  monolith  is  in  Egypt — one 
hundred  and  six   feet. 

The  biggest  dock  is  at  Cardiff,  Wales. 

The  strongest  electric  light  is  at  the 
Sydney  lighthouse,  Australia. 

The  greatest  bank  is  the  bank  of  Eng- 
land, London. 

The  largest  college  is  in  Cairo,  Egypt. 
It  has  on  its  register  each  year  over  ten 
thousand  students  and  three  hundred  and 
ten   teachers. 

The    most    costlv    book      is    a    Hebrew 


Bible,  which  is  owned  by  the  German 
government,  and  for  which  the  pope  of- 
fered one  hundred  and  twenty-five  thou- 
sand dollars,  but  which  the  government 
of  Germany  would  not  give  up. — Chicago 
Tribune. 

Village  in  Belgium 

Belgium  has  a  viiiage  of  18,000  people 
in  which  3,000  are  insane  or  one  insane 
person   to  every  five  normal   inhabitants. 

Here  is  an  entire  village,  about  18,000 
persons,  which  makes  its  living  by  giving 
room  and  board  and  care  to  the  less  dan- 
gerous lunatic  population  of  the  country. 
Tourists  who  may  pass  through  Gheei 
are  surprised  to  find  the  lunatics  chat- 
tering casually  on  the  sidewalk,  strolling 
into  the  cafes,  worshipping  at  the  church. 
You  wiil  inquire  the  time  of  a  stranger, 
to  be  told,  perhaps,  that  it  is  "ten  min- 
utes until  the  Last  Judgment."  A  mid- 
dle-aged, respectable-looking  man  will  ap- 
proach you  confidentially  on  the  street 
and  whisper  that  he  is  Julius  Caesar  in 
disguise.  The  inhabitants  of  Gheel  take 
all  this  quite  calmly. 

The  High  Cost  of  Liquor 

The  Voice  of  Washington  says  con- 
cerning the  liquor  trade  of  the  year 
1936:  "Every  minute  last  year  the  liquor 
traffic  filched  from  the  pockets  of  the 
American  people  not  less  than  $5,377.41. 
During  the  first  forty  months  of  Repeal, 
the  average  American  family  consumed 
145  1-2  gallons  of  liquors,  and  the  total 
estimated  drink  bill  was  not  less  than  $8,- 
050,328,170.  During  those  40  months  the 
average  American  family  spent  for  drink, 
$259.85." 

There  are  estimated  to  be  700,000  Mor- 
mons in  this  country,  with  2,000  mis- 
sionaries here  and  abroad,  winning  con- 
verts, ninety  per  cent  of  whom  are  pros- 
elytes from  Christian  churches.  Oppor- 
tunities for  mission  work  at  Salt  Lake 
City  are  numerous  and  zealously  used  by 
the  Mormon  guides,  who  escort  visitors 
through  Temple  Block,  showing,  explain- 
ing, and  preaching  Mormonism.  One  of 
the  things,  states  this  missionary,  that 
caused  "heartache  was  the  swarm  of  love- 
ly children  doomed  ::'  :'  *  to  live  and  die, 
trusting  for  the  salvation  of  their  souls, 
in  Mormonism,  this  masterpiece  of  evil." 
— Alliance  Weekly. 

Family  of  Missourians  Has 
Seventy  Ministers 

Rev.  E.  V.  Hafermann  is  an  evangeli- 
cal minister.  Among  his  relatives,  in-laws, 


sons,  parents,  uncles,  nephews  and  grand- 
nephews,  seventy  became  Evangelical  or 
Lutheran  ministers  in  the  United  States 
or  in  Germany. 

His  parental  and  maternal  grandfath- 
ers and  great-grandfathers  were  minis- 
ters. His  father,  also  a  minister,  had  thir- 
teen children.  The  eight  sons  became  min- 
isters. The  five  daughters  married  minis- 
ters. 

The  Continual  Demand  for  the 
Bible 

It  is  always  a  source  of  renewed  en- 
couragement to  hear  of  the  growing  cir- 
culation of  the  Scriptures.  A  news  bul- 
letin of  the  American  Bib'e  Society  con- 
tains  these  items: 

Approximately  882,000,000  volumes 
of  Scriptures  have  been  printed  and  cir- 
culated since  printing  was  invented  in  the 
fourteenth  century. 

A  force  of  3,64  5  is  employed  by  the 
American  Bible  Society  to  carry  on  its 
world-wide  work  of  translating,  publish- 
ing and  distributing  the  Scriptures. 

Because  of  requests  constantly  coming 
to  it,  the  American  Bible  Society  must 
be  prepared  to  furnish  Scriptures  annual- 
ly in  more  than  175  languages. 

It  is  estimated  that  the  total  number 
of  Scripture  volumes  issued  by  the  Bib!e 
Societies  and  by  commercial  Bible  pub- 
lishers exceeds  27,000,000  volumes  an- 
nually. 

The  entire  Bible  has  been  translated  in- 
to 175  languages  and  parts  of  it  have 
been  translated  into  76  5  languages  or 
dialects,  making  a  grand  total  of  940 
languages  and  dialects. 

"Some  of  the  finest  things  in  history 
have  been  done  by  unmarried  women,"  he 
began,  and  "I  give  you  eight  old  maids": 

1.  Florence  Nightingale,  the  saint  of 
modern   nursing. 

2.  Clara  Barton,  founder  of  the  Red 
Cross. 

3.  Jane  Adams,  noted  social  worker 
and   founder  of  Hull   House. 

4.  Christabel  Pankhurst,  organizer  of 
the  British  women's  suffrage  movement. 

5.  Susan  B.  Anthony,  organizer  of 
American  women's  suffrage  movement. 

6.  Mary  Lon,  pioneer  in  the  education 
of  women  in  America  and  founder  of 
Mount  Holyoke  College. 

7.  Queen  Elizabeth  of  England. 

8.  Miriam,  sister  of  Moses,  who  de- 
voted her  life  to  her  family. 

Any  woman  can  get  married  if  she 
wishes  to,  but  it  takes  will-power  to  re- 
main a  spinster — will-power  or  greater 
interest  in  a  career  than  in  a  man. — Rfv. 
Clinton  C.  Cox. 
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Always  Sunshine  for  the 
Morrow 

(Continued  from  page  16) 
lean  upon  those  who  have  the  greater 
faith?  There  is  only  One  whom  we  arc 
to  lean  upon — and  He  asks  that  we  have 
that  fullness  of  faith  to  lean  upon  Him 
for  every  tomorrow  to  arise.  Our  trust 
is  to  be  constant,  never  wavering  not 
dying  with  the  last  rays  of  the  day,  need- 
ing to  be  revived  with  each  crest  of  new 
day.  We  should  seek  to  have  it  as  ready 
and  as  firm  as  for  the  hours  which  have 
passed.  Surely  these  i  re  hours  when  we 
need  to  have  our  strength  ever  constant 
and  continuing  unto  the  higher  places! 
Surely  our  Lord  asks  this  of  us  if  we  are 
to  be  true  followers  of  Him! 

Do  you  fear  the  tomorrow?  Oh,  why 
are  ye  fearful  and  of  little  faith?  Is  not 
the  God  of  the  centuries  not  also  for  the 
next  turn  of  our  days?  His  presence  is 
ever  abiding.  Pray,  let  us  look  unto  Him 
and  so  behold  the  sunshine  of  the  tomor- 
row beckoning  to  our  heart  of  faith  and 
devotion.  Let  us  repel  the  enemy  by  the 
exercise  of  that  deep  inner  faith  that 
knows  the  Lord's  touch  over  the  hours 
whatever  their  surface  may  tell.  There 
can  be  no  torrents  beneath  where  He  is 
— and  we  with  Him.  What  really  mat- 
ters the  morrow?  Is  He  not  able  to  care 
for  it  and  for  us  who  are  to  face  and  live 
it?  We  are  His — and  truly  His  for  all  the 
tomorrows  to  come,  world  without  end 
forevermorc.  Amen. 

AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
what    comfort    could    he    give      when   he 
knew  that  Judith  had  died  without  hope 
in  Christ. 

The  undertaker  having  taken  charge, 
Charles  hired  a  cab  and  sick  at  heart,  he 
soon  arrived  home.  There  in  the  drive- 
way stood  Judith's  new  car.  She  would 
never  more  ride  in  it.  It  seemed  that, 
look  where  he  might,  there  was  some- 
thing to  remind  him  of  sin,  and  he  was 
so  sick  of  it  all.  Neighbors  had  taken 
care  of  Stephen  while  Charles  was  with 
Judith  at  the  hospital.  When  he  saw  his 
face  at  the  window,  even  this  caused  sa.l 
thoughts  to  crowd  his  mind.  He  remem- 
bered her  words  to  Stephen,  "You  never 
had  a  mother,"  and  knew  this  was  only 
too  true. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Delver  would  hardly 
speak  to  Charles.  They  insisted  that  by 
asking  her  if  he  might  send  for  a  minis- 
ter to  pray  for  her  he  had  excited  her. 
They  attended  the  funeral  but  spoke  only 
a  few  words  to  Charles,  and  showed  no 
interest  whatsoever  in  Stephen,  whom 
they  had  never  seen  until  that  day. 

After  the  funeral  Mrs.  Delver  said  to 
Charles,  "You  had  better  place  the  chiki 
in  an  orphan's  home,  now  that  he  is  de- 


prived of  the  love  and  care  of  his  dear 
mother;  he  will  get  better  care  there  than 
you  are  able  to  give  him." 

Charles  thanked  her  for  her  interest  in 
Stephen,  however  in  his  heart  he  had  al- 
ready decided  that  he  would  continue  to 
care  for  him  as  he  had  done  before  Judith 
passed  away. 

Prayer 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

When  Paul  spoke  these  words  he  did  not 
mean  that  men  were  to  stay  on  their 
knees  all  the  time.  We  can  pray  as  we  ride 
along  the  street  in  our  cars,  as  we  work 
in  the  kitchen  or  shop.  It  is  possible  for 
one  to  so  live  in  an  atmosphere  of  prayer 
that  his  very  life  will  become  a  prayer. 

"And  as  He  prayed  the  fashion  of  His 
countenance  was  altered."  Luke  9:29.  If 
Christ,  the  only  perfect  man  who  ever 
lived,  needed  to  pray  how  much  more 
do  we  need  to  pray.  Christians  ought  to 
be  able  to  pray  over  everything  they  do. 
Mr.  Moody  told  a  story  of  a  mother  who 
sent  her  little  girl  to  dancing  school  so 
that  she  might  become  more  graceful. 
After  several  weeks  she  had  made  no  pro- 
gress and  her  mother  took  her  out.  When 
she  scolded  her  for  her  slowness  to  learn 
she  said.  "Well,  you  see  mother,  it  is  one 
of  those  things  that  I  cannot  pray  over." 
Are  you  doing  anything  th2t  you  cannot 
pray  over?  God  answers  prayer.  "And  all 
things  whatsoever  ye  shall  ask  in  prayer 
believing,  ye  shall  receive."  Matt.  21:22. 

"If  ye  abide  in  me  and  my  words  abide 
in  you,  ye  shall  ask  what  ye  will  and  it 
shall  be  done  unto  you."  John  15:1. 
"Ask,  and  it  shall  be  given  you;  seek,  and 
ye  shall  find;  knock,  and  it  shall  be 
opened   unto  you."  Matt.   7:7. 

God  has  wonderful  things  in  store  for 
us  if  we  will  only  ask  Him  for  them. 
»   *   » 

My  Shepherd 

The  Lord  leads  me  along 

by  waters  still, 
I  know  I'm  safe 

His  love  I  feel. 
His  hand  holds  mine 

to   guide   aright, 
I  fear  no  harm 

no  foes   afright. 

The  Lore':  my  Shepherd 

stay  by  me; 
Let  come  what  may, 

I   will  not  flee. 
Though   foes  assail 

on  every  side, 
With  Christ  my  Shepherd, 

I  will  abide. 

— Mrs.  J.  R.  Mullinax,  Tennant  St.,  Sax- 
on, S.  C. 
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"MAN   OVERBOARD" 


It  was  a  bright,  clear  night  in  Decem- 
ber and  the  good  ship  Harriet,  under 
reefed  top-sai.s,  was  coming  up  the  chan.- 
nel  before  a  stiff  breeze.  Every  heart  on 
board  was  glad,  for,  after  a  long  and  per- 
ilous voyage,  she  was  "homeward  bound." 
On  the  quarterdeck,  Captain  Harrison 
and  Edward  Locksley,  his  first  mate, 
were    standing    talking   together. 

"We  shall  be  in  dock  before  Christmas 
if  this  wind  holds,"  Locksley  said.  "It 
is  not  well  for  a  sailor  to  set  his  mind 
too  much  on  anything,  but  I  have  set 
mine  on  being  in  the  dear  old  home  at 
Christmas  this  year.  It  is  four  years  since 
we  all  met  at  home,  and  father  and  moth- 
er say  it  hasn't  been  half  a  Christmas 
without  me." 

Captain  Harrison  listened  to  the  young 
sailor's  eager  words;  then  laying  his  hand 
kindly  on  his  shoulder,  said  gravely,  "I 
do  not  wonder  at  your  wish,  Edward.  It 
is  a  great  pleasure  to  get  home,  especially 
to  such  a  happy  home  as  yours  is  at 
Christmas  time.  But  there  is  something 
I  should  like  you  to  wish  for  still  more 
than  that.  I  want  you  to  be  sure  that 
when  the  voyage  of  life  is  past,  there  re- 
maineth  for  you  a  rest  in  the  glorious 
home  above. 

'  'There  all  the  ship's  company  meet, 
Who  sailed  ivith  the  Saviour  below.'  " 
Locksley  was  silent  for  a  moment.  At 
length  he  turned  and  grasped  the  cap- 
tain's hand  in  his.  "Captain  Harrison,  you 
have  been  a  kind  friend  to  me  ever  since 
1  can  remember.  If  all  Christians  were 
like  you,  I  can  only  say  I  wish  there  were 
more  of  them.  And  more  than  that,  what 
you  have  so  often  said  to  me  about 
Christ  has  made  me  think  very  serious- 
ly, and  I  really  intend  to  serve  Him,  too, 
but  not  just  yet." 

"And  why  not  now,  Locksley?"  asked 
his  friend. 

"I  am  afraid  you  will  think  me  cow- 
ardly if  I  tell  you,  captain.  The  truth  is 
that  our  people  always  give  a  ball  at 
Christmas,  and  it  would  be  a  terrible  dis- 
appointment to  them  all  if  I  were  to  hold 
aloof.  They  would  say  I  had  turned  Puri- 
tan and  lost  all  my  spirits,  and  I  don't 
know  what  else;  and  it  would  seem  hard 
to  give  them  pain  just  on  first  going 
home.  So  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to 
keep  on  as  usual  till  after  that.  Besides," 
he  said,  with  the  frankness  of  a  true 
British  sailor,  "I  expect  it  will  be  a  right- 
down  jolly  time,  and  I'm  not  inclined  to 
give  it  up  on  my  own  account.  But  after 


Christmas,  captain,  I  will  turn  over  a  new 
leaf — see  if  I  don't." 

The  captain  feared  that  human  plead- 
ing would  have  little  power  to  overturn 
the  young  man's  purpose.  Standing  with 
uncovered  head  on  the  heaving  deck,  he 
prayed  earnestly,  though  silently,  to  his 
Father  in  heaven,  who  could  convince  his 
young  friend  that  now  was  the  only  cer- 
tain "day  of  salvation."  Locksley  under- 
stood and  felt  the  unspoken  prayer,  the 
words  of  which  he  could  not  hear.  His 
head  was  bowed,  too,  and  his  spirit  deep- 
ly moved,  but  the  tempter  was  at  hand 
with  the  deadly  suggestion  that  it  was 
quite  as  safe,  and  far  better,  to  wait 
awhile.  As  Capt.  Harrison  bade  him 
"Good-night,"  before  turning  in,  he  said 
gayly,  "Now  don't  get  anxious  about  me, 
captain;  Christmas  will  soon  be  here  and 
you  have  my  promise  after  that." 

The  captain  went  below  and  left  the 
brave  young  fellow  on  deck,  bright  and 
mirthful,  and  ready  to  quench  every 
feeling  of  misgiving  that  the  captain's 
prayer  had  caused  by  lively  anticipations 
of   his   return   home 

'Not  ten  minutes  had  passed  when  the 
captain  heard  hurried  footsteps  on  the 
deck  then  the  sharp,  clear  cry,  "Man  over- 
board!" and  in  another  instant  he  had 
dashed  up  the  companion  ladder.  Looking 
around,  he  scarcely  needed  to  ask,  "Who 
is  it?"  for  had  it  not  been  Locksley  he 
would  have  seen  him  at  once,  foremost 
among  the  gallant  fellows  who  were  low- 
ering the  boats,  ready  to  peril  their  own 
lives  to  rescue  the  man  in  danger.  Yes,  it 
was  Locksley!  Reaching  over  the  quarter 
to  clear  an  entangled  log-line  he  lost  his 
foothold  and  fell  overboard,  and  the  ship 
went  on  her  rapid  way  without  him.  Ev- 
erything was  done  which  stout  arms  and 
brave  hearts  could  do.  But  all  was  in 
vain.  The  men  strained  at  the  oars  only  to 
see  him  throw  up  his  arms  and  sink. 

Christmas,  with  its  mirth  and  festivity, 
came  to  others,  but  not  to  him.  As  he 
went  down  in  the  cold  waters,  leaving 
hope  and  life  behind  him  forever,  it 
would  add  a  terrible  keenness  to  his  agony 
to  remember  that,  not  many  minutes  be- 
fore, eternal  life  had  been  offered  to  him 
through  Jesus,  and  he  had  refused  it. 

And  Edward  Locksley 's  is  far  from  a 
so'itary  case.  "Oh,"  said  a  poor  woman 
whose  deathbed  was  made  miserable  by 
the  memory  of  lost  opportunities,  "when 
God  says,  'To-day,'  it  is  awful  madness 
to  say,  'To-morrow!'  " 

And  yet  how  many  are  saying  it.  Dear 


reader,  are  you?  Have  you  not  often  been 
invited  to  accept  salvation  through  the 
quiet  voice  of  a  tract,  or  the  earnest 
words  of  a  Christian;  or,  it  may  be,  by 
the  lips  of  a  mother,  whose  last  words  on 
earth  were  a  prayer  for  you?  In  how 
many  ways  does  a  loving  God  beseech 
you  to  be  reconciled!  And  you  have 
never  yet  trusted  in  Him,  but  are  quite 
intendirg  to  do  so,  but  just  like  Edward 
Locksley,  "not  just  yet."  You  have  some 
plan  of  pleasure  or  gain  in  the  future,  and 
it  shall  b:  "after  that,''  that  you  will 
setve  Him  whose  ways  are  ail  pleasantness 
and  whose  service  is  "profitable  unto  all 
things-" 

Ah,  my  reader,  perhaps  you  think  to 
gain  the  world,  and  then  afterwards  to 
get  your  soul  ;aved,  but  such  specula- 
tions very  often  turn  out  a  dead  loss  in 
both  respects.  I  canrot  tell  what  "more 
convenient  season"  you  are  looking  for- 
ward to,  but  I  can  tell  you  that  it  is  a 
soul-ruining  delusion  to  think  that  it  will 
ever  come.  Procrastination  is  the  recruit- 
ing officer  of  hell.  "Now  is  the  accepted 
time;  behold,  now  is  the  day  of  salva- 
tion." "To-day"  is  what  God  says,  "To- 
morrow"  is   what   the  devil  says. 

"He,  that  being  often  reproved  hard- 
ened! his  neck,  shall  suddenly  be  de- 
stroyed, and  that  without  remedy." 
(Prov.  29:1.) — The  Messejiger  of  Peace. 

An  Empty  Heart    or  Christ — 
Which? 

E.  Saylor 

While  writing  a  letter  to-day  my  eves 
fell  upon  a  blotter  of  mine  which  has  six 
different  little  pictures  on  it  about  a 
man.  The  first  one  shows  him  having  a 
good  position.  Many  people  have  good  po- 
sition, and  even  at  this  time,  are  earning 
good  money.  Are  they  people  who  as  a 
rule  are  the  most  spiritual?  I  don't  want 
to  say  that  there  are  none  who  serve  the 
Lord,  but  as  a  rule  they  are  people  who 
trust  in  their  money.  This  man  had  a 
good  position  and  was  earning  a  good 
salary. 

Second,  he  bought  riis  own  home.  We 
do  not  find  this  man  using  his  things  for 
God.  But  it  seems  he  used  everything  for 
himself.  He  was  getting  up  a  little  higher. 
Third,  he  went  to  the  bank.  He  was 
getting  up  a  little  higher  still,  all  the 
time.  People  say,  "We!!,  we  must  lay  up 
a  little  for  a  rainy  day.''  This  is  what 
people  say,  but  Jesus  said,  "Foxes  have 
holes,  and  the  birds  of  the  air  have  nests; 
but  the  Son  of  Man  hath  not  where  to 
lay  His  head"  (Matt.  8:20).  The  Bible 
says  the  just  shall  live  by  faith.  It  also 
tells  vis,  "Seek  ye  first  the  Kingdom  of 
God,  and  His  righteousness;  and  all  these 
things  shall  be  added  unto  you"  (Matt. 
6:33). 

(Continued   on   Page   24) 
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From 


My  Scrapbook 


MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 

Fear  Steadfast 


"I  am  afraid  of  silence,  when,  if  spoken, 
A  word  would  save  a  soul  from  scan- 
dal's flame; 
Afraid  of  speech,  if  what  I  say  might 
fasten 
The  stain  of  calumy  upon  a  name! 

I   am  afraid   to  be  afraid,  when  courage  , 
Would    win    a    battle    waging    for    the 
right; 
I  am  afraid  to  be  too  bold  when  valor 
Would  vanquish  one  who  struggles     in 
the  night. 

1  am  afraid  of  plenty,  when  my  brother 
Is  not  invited  to  the  feast  I  spread; 

I  am  afraid  of  fasting,  when  my  hunger 
Craves   not   the    riches      of   the   Living 

Bread! 

I  am  afraid  to  let  Love's  altar  candles 
Grow  dim  and  flicker  for  the  want  of 
care; 
I  am  afraid  to  let  hate's  flaring  torches 
Burn  high   within   the  secret   place  of 
prayer. 

I  am  afraid  to  bind  what  should  be  brok- 
en; 
Afraid  to  break  what  ever  more  should 
stay — 
O  Gracious  Courage,  keep  me  ever  fear- 
ing 
To   hear   'Depart'    upon    the   Judgment 
Day!" 


My  Supplication 

Father  look  into  my  heart  I  pray,  and  see 
Each  little  fault  that  serves  to  hinder  me; 
Remove  its  blemished  mass  and  plant  thy 

truth, 
Help    me    to   serve   Thee    freely      in    my 

youth. 

Master,  guide  my  human  feet   upon  the 

way, 
Around  me  lie  the  paths  that  lead  astray, 
My  puny  strength  will  fail  me,  lest  I  fall 
Upon  thine  arm,  and  Thou  wilt  heed  mv 

call. 

Savior,  when  my  locks  are  hoary  with  the 

snow 
Of  stormy  years  whose  burdens  bend  me 

low, 
And   thou  wouldst   call   me  home   Lord, 

let  me  view 
With  pride  my  life-long  fight  for  right 

and  you. — Cecil  M.  Truesdell. 


If  I  can  help  another  bear  an  ill 

By   bearing    mine    with      somewhat    ox 

good  grace — 
Can  take  Fate's   thrusts  with   not   too 

long  a  face, 
And  help  him   through  his  trials,  then 

I   will; 
For  do  not  braver  men  than  I  decline 
To  bow   to   troubles  graver,  far,  than 

mine? 

Pain  twists   this   body?   Yes,   but   it   shall 

not 
Destroy  my  soul,  by  all  the  gods  that 

be. 
And   when   it's   done   its   worst,   pain's 

victory 
Shall  be  an  empty  one.  Whate'er  my  lot. 
My  banner,   ragged,  but  nailed  to  the 

mast, 
Shall  fly  triumphant  to  the  very  last. 

Others  so  much  worse  off   than  I   have 
fought ; 

Have  smiled,  have  met  defeat  with  un- 
bent head, 

They   shame   me   into      the      following 
where  they  led. 
Can  I  ignore  the  lesson  they  have  taught? 

Strike  hands  with  me.  Dark  is  the  way 
we  go, 

But  souls  courageous     line   it — that   I 
know. — Everard  Jack  Apple/on. 


The  Test  of  Life 

What  is  a  failure?  It's  only  a  spur 
To  a  man  who  receives  it  right, 

And  it  makes  the  spirit  within  him  stir 
To  go  in  once  more  to  fight. 

If   you  never  have   failed,      it's    an   easy 
guess 
You  never  have  known  a  high  success. 

What  is  a  miss?  It's  a  practice  shot. 

Which   we  often  must  make  to  enter 
The  list  of  those  who  can  hit  the  spot 

Of  the  bull's-eye  in  the  center. 
If  you  never  have  sent  your  bullet  wide, 

You  never  have  put  a  mark  inside. 

— Edmund  Vance  Cooke. 


Pointed  Quotations 

There's  got  to  be  something  left  over 
from  one  life  that  other  lives  can  use. — 
Ware. 

All  lives  borrow  and  distill  the  good- 
ness from  all  others. — Ware. 


The  man  who  tries  and  succeeds  is  one 
degree  less  a  hero  than  the  man  who 
fails  and  yet  goes  on  trying. 

Rest  is  not  quitting  the  busy  career; 
rest  is  the  fitting  of  self  to  its  sphere. — 
/.  Dwigbt. 

Virtue  is  like  health,  the  harmony  of 
the  whole  man. 

The  best  weman  has  always  somewhat 
of  a  man's  strength;  and  the  noblest  man 
of  a  woman's  gentleness. — Miss  Mulock. 

New  love  is  brightest,  and  long  love  is 
greatest;  but  revived  love  is  the  tendcr- 
est  thing  upon  earth.- — Thomas  Hardy. 

True  friends  visit  us  in  prosperity  on- 
ly when  invited,  but  in  adversity  they 
come   without  invitation. — Tbeopbrastus. 

Charity  is  never  lost:  it  may  mee: 
with  ingratitude,  or  be  no  service  to  those 
on  whom  it  was  bestowed,  yet  it  ever  does 
a  work  of  beauty  and  grace  upon  the 
heart  of  the  giver. 


"My  Name   on  River,    Sea  and 
Sky" 

THE  MILLIONAIRE 
By  Henry  Edward  Warner 

I've  got  my  name  on  the  River, 

I've  got  my  name  on  the  Sea; 
I've  got  my  name  on  the  summer  skies — 

They  all   belong  to  me. 
I've  got  my  name  on  the  violets 

That  grow  in  their  corner  fair, 
And  wherever  nature  has  planted  peace 

My   name  is   written   there. 

As  far  as  my  eye  can  travel 

From  where  I  stand  to  the  sun, 
I've  got  my  name  on  the  things  I  see 

And  I  own  them,  every  one! 
I've  got  my  name  on  the  singing  birds 

That  mate  when  the  Spring  is  new; 
But  I  won't  be  selfish  with  all  these  things 

I'll  share  them,  Friend,  with  you. 

There  is  no  deed  to  the  River — 

There  is  no  lock  on  the  Sea; 
Not  all  the  power  in  all  the  world 

Can  take  their  joys  from  me. 
There  is  no  fence  in  the  heavens, 

No  vaults  hold  the  sunset's  gold, 
And   the  earth  is  mine  and   the  heavens 
mine 

Till  all  the  suns  grow  cold! 

And  though  I  may  be  a  pauper 

And  stand  in  my  rags  apart, 
I'm  richer  than  all  the  kings  there  are 

If  peace  is  in  my  heart. 
The  stars  are  my  thousand  jewels 

And  life  is  my  bread  and  wine, 
And  all  that  I  see  was  made  for  me, 

And  all  that  I  love  *  *  *  is  Mine! 


Page  24 


The    LIGHTED    PATHWAY 


November,  193/ 


An  Empty  Heart   or   Christ — 
Which? 

(Continued  from  page  22) 
Fourth,  he  has  now  his  own  car.  It  is 
all  paid  for,  and  is  all  his  very  own.  It 
does  not  as  yet  show  him  taking  about 
$100  or  $200  dollars  to  the  house  of  God. 
All   things   for  his  own  pleasure. 

Fifth,  he  has  some  wonderful  oppor- 
tunities. Now  he  has  a  chance  of  a  life- 
time, as  people  are  inclined  to  say.  Now 
he  can  make  piles  of  money.  It  shows 
him  looking  out  the  window  at  some  very 
large  buildings.  By  this  time  he  has  be- 
come  a   middle-aged   man. 

Sixth,  the  picture  which  comes  last 
shows  him  with  a  bag  of  money  in  his 
hand.  He  is  weeping  and  it  says  with  ail 
these  things  he  has  an  empty  heart.  In 
his  life  time  he  had  just  what  he  went 
after  and  he  also  got  it,  but  he  had  an 
empty  heart.  Oh,  sad  it  is,  but  true,  many 
people  are  going  the  same  way.  "Me," 
"myself"  and  "I" — these  are  the  ones  they 
will  take  care  of.  After  getting  all  they 
can  they  really  haven't  anything  any- 
how when  their  heart  is  empty.  True,  it 
is,  we  cannot  be  all  taken  up  with  our- 
self  and  God  at  the  same  time.  God  will 
sooner  or  later  be  forgotten. 

I  trust  as  you  read  this,  friend,  you 
will  consider.  Are  you  working  just  for 
the  furtherance  of  the  cause  of  Christ, 
or  are  you  only  thinking  of  your  own 
gain?  Ah!  take  Christ  and  let  Him  show 
you  new  beauties.  He  will  be  all  that  you 
need. 


The  Uniqueness  of  Christ 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
"That  just  man,"  (Matt.  27:19).  The 
dying  thief  said,  "This  man  hath  done 
nothing  amiss,"  (Luke  23:41).  Pilate 
himself  said,  "l  find  no  fault  in  Him," 
(John  18:3  8).  Even  the  demon  shouted, 
"I  know  thee,  who  thou  art,  the  Holy 
One  of  God,"   (Mark  1:24). 

A  still  more  significant  fact  is  that 
Jesus  Himself  never  had  any  sense  of 
sin.  Not  only  is  no  act  of  sin  recorded 
of  Him,  but  no  one  answered  His  own 
claim  to  sinlessness,  when  He  challenged 
them  by  saying,  "Which  of  you  con- 
vinceth  me  of  sin?"  Jesus  preached  re- 
pentance but  never  repented.  He  de- 
nounced sin  in  others,  but  never  had  any 
cause  to  confess  sin  in  Himself.  He  told 
His  disciples  to  pray,  "Forgive  us  our 
sins,"  but  in  all  His  prayers  He  never 
asked  for  forgiveness.  Even  the  unbe- 
liever Strauss  said,  "Jesus  had  a  con- 
science unclouded  by  the  memory  of  any 
sins." 

Now  this  is  something  entirely  unique 
in  human  experience.  In  the  biographies 
of  the  saints  the  nearer  a  man  lived  to 
God,  the  more  conscious  he  was  of  his 
own   sinfulness.      Isaiah,   Job,   John,   Paul 


are  all  scriptural  examples  of  this  fact.  In 
proportion  to  their  growth  in  grace — so 
this  sense  of  unworthiness  deepened.  Not 
so  with  Jesus. 

He  makes  the  stupendous  claim,  "I  do 
always  those  things  that  please  God." 
(John  8:29.)  Yet  He  says,  "I  am  meek 
and  lowly  in  heart!"  (Matt.  11:29.)  Is 
it  not  strange  that  no  one  denies  it?  Ever 
since  He  lived  on  earth  He  has  been  ex- 
tolled as  the  acme  of  humility.  'If 
Christ's  claim  of  sinlessness  was  not  sup- 
er-human authority,  it  was  super-human 
arrogance." 

THE  EXPLANATION  OF  THE 
HISTORIC  CHRIST 

How  then  can  we  explain  this  mysteri- 
ous Personality,  this  One,  who  stands 
alone  so  that  even  the  Rationalists  have 
no  category  for  Him?  Was  He  only  a 
man — the  best  man,  or  was  He  more?  If 
He  was  man  only,  why  was  He  the  only 
man  who  never  sinned?  "Truly  this  w.u 
the  Son  of  God!"  (Matt.  27:54.)  That 
was  the  explanation  given  by  the  cen- 
turion. "Thou  art  the  Christ,  the  Son  of 
the  living  God."  (Matt.  16:16.)  Such 
was  Peter's  spontaneous  outburst.  Out  of 
the  blue  of  heaven  on  another  occasion 
came  the  voice  of  God  the  Father  Him- 
self declaring  Him  to  be,  "My  beloved 
Son."  (Matt.  3:17.)  The  explanation 
which  Jesus  Himself  gives  of  Himself 
agrees  with  all  these  when  He  says,  "He 
that  honoureth  not  the  Son,  honoureth 
not  the  Father  which  sent  Him."  (John 
10:20.) 

The  man  who  rejects  this  explanation 
of  the  uniqueness  of  Jesus  is  forced  to 
choose  between  the  only  other  two  al- 
ternatives, both  of  which  are  to  most  of 
us  utterly  unthinkable.  Was  Jesus  an  im- 
postor, or  was  He  demented?  His  sinless- 
ness precludes  the  idea  that  He  was  an 
impostor.  Good  men  do  not  tell  lies.  His 
amazing  influence  on  subsequent  history 
makes  absurd  the  idea  that  He  was  insane. 
If  then  He  was  neither  a  fraud,  nor  a 
lunatic,  He  must  have  been  what  He 
claimed  to  be,  God  incarnate. 

Even  Rousseau  wrote,  "Can  the  person 
whose  history  the  gospels  relate  be  a  man? 
If  the  life  and  death  of  Socrates  arc  those 
of  a  philosopher,  the  life  and  death  of 
Jesus  Christ  are  those  of  a  God." 

Alcott  once  said  to  Carlyle  that  he 
could  also  say,  "I  and  the  Father  are 
one."  "Yes!''  said  Carlye,  "but  Jesus  got 
the  world  to  believe  Him!" 

Truly  Jesus  stands  alone.  He  has  a  per- 
sonality to  miraculous,  so  haunting,  so 
pervasive,  that  the  more  we  contemplate 
Him  the  more  we  are  compelled  to  ex- 
claim, "My  Lord  and  my  God."  As  Dr. 
Carnegie  Simpson  points  out,  "We  cannot 
class  Flim  with  a  group  of  the  world's 
great  men.  We  may  speak  of  Alexander 
the  Great,   Napoleon   the  Great,  Charles 


the  Great,  but  Jesus  is  not  merely,  'th 
Great,'  He  is  'Jesus  the  Only.'  Others  ar 
lost  sheep,  He  is  not  only  not  lost.  He  is 
Shepherd.  Others  are  sick,  He  is  not  onl; 
not  sick,  He  is  a  Physician.  Others — al 
others  are  sinners.  He  is  not  only  not  ; 
sinner,  He  is  a  Savior." 

THE  CHALLENGE  OF  THE 
HISTORIC  CHRIST 

If  then  Jesus  is  Divine,  what  is  our  re 
action  to  Him?  If  we  are  honest  we  wil 
test  our  creed,  our  character,  and  oui 
conduct  by  the  standard  of  His  life,  anc 
when  we  examine  Him  we  shall  sudden 
ly  realize  that  He  is  examining  us.  W< 
cannot  look  at  His  perfection  withoui 
being  awakened  to  a  sense  of  our  imper 
fection.  If  we  search  to  know  Him,  wi 
shall  soon  feel  His  eyes,  "which  are  as  i 
flame  of  fire,"  piercing  as  thru  and  thru 
When  we  probe  the  secrets  of  His  life 
we  shall  find  Him  probing  the  secrets  oi 
our  hearts.  We  cannot  come  into  the 
presence  of  His  radiant  loveliness  with- 
out some  such  reaction,  if  we  are  really 
sincere. 

The  vision  of  Flis  humility  will  reveal 
our  pride  and  conceit.  His  unfailing 
obedience,  under  all  circumstances,  to  the 
will  of  God  will  stand  out  in  contrast 
with  our  self-will  and  rebellion.  His  in- 
finite love  in  all  its  beauty  will  reveal,  in 
all  its  ugliness,  our  own  selfseeking.  His 
courage  will  show  us  our  cowardice,  His 
faithfulness, — our  disloyalty,  His  mag- 
nanimity,— our  pettiness,  His  sincerity, 
our  dishonesty,  His  immaculate  purity, — 
our  defilement. 

A  man  stands  erect,  with  no  sense  of 
sin,  until  he  has  this  revelation  of  Jesus, 
but  if  he  once  knows,  "His  kind  but 
searching  glance"  he  bows  his  head  in 
shame  and  cries,  "God  be  merciful  to  me 
a   sinner." 


Prayer 

More  things  are  wrought  by  prayer 
Than   this   world   dreams  of.  Wherefore, 

let  thy  voice 
Rise  like  a   fountain   for     me  night   and 

day. 
For   what   are   men   better   than   sheep   or 

goats 
That  nourish  a  blind  life  within  the  brain. 
If,  knowing  God,  they  lift  not  hands  of 

prayer 
Both   for   themselves   and   those   who   call 

them  friend? 
lor   so    the    whole    round   earth    is    every 

way 
Bound  by  gold  chains  about   the  feet  of 

God. — Alfred  Tennyson. 

Take  care  not  to  be  so  busy  with  work 
for  God  that  you  have  little  time  for 
prayer. — Spiritual  Life. 
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GOD'S  GIFT  OF  LOVE  b.  staple 


'Twas  nineteen  hundred  years  ago, 
That  to  our  world  of  sin  and  woe, 

The  blessed  Savior  came. 
He  satv  us  sinking,  sinking  down, 
And  gladly  laid  aside  His  crown — 

Oh,  praise  His  hallowed  name! 
He  left  the  Father's  throne  on  high, 
And  came  to  earth  to  live — to  die, 

And  mark  a  shining  way 
From   out  the  darkness   of  the  night 
Into  the  radiant  Glory  light 

Of  Heaven's  eternal  day. 

Although  He  came  in  lotvly  guise — 
This  Prince  of  Glory  from  the  skies, 

His  mission  was  to  save. 
No  room  ivas  there  within  the  inn, 
For  the  Redeemer  from  all  sin, 

With  power  o'er  the  grave; 
T\ho'  He  tvas  King  and  Lord  of  allt 
His  cradle  tvas  an  oxen's  stall 

His  bed  tvas  on  the  hay; 
Bui,  oh,  the  glory  hidden  there! 
And,  oh,  the  Treasure,  rich  and  rare, 

That  came  to  earth  that  day! 

The  shining  hosts  of  heaven  knew; 
Their  herald     soared  on  wing,     and 
fie  iv 

The  wondrous  news   to  tell; 
The  shepherds  saw  a  glorious  light, 
A  shining  one  arrayed  in  white — 

They  heard  the  music  swell, 
As  suddenly  a  countless  throng 


Of  holy  angels  joined  in  song — 

To  God  the  glory  gave 
For  sending  His  beloved  Son — 
That  holy,  harmless,  spotless  One, 

Lost  men  to  seek  and  save. 

No  wonder  that  the  heavens  rang, 
With  the  song  the  angels  sang 

On  Christmas  long  ago! 
Methinks  ive  still  can  hear  them  cry, 
"Oh,  glory  be  to  God  on  high 

And  peace  on  earth  below!" 
Yes,      "Peace  on  earth,  good  tvill  to 

men" — 
It  tvas  a  glad,  a  sweet  refrain, 

For  Christ  the  King  tvas  born. 
He  came  to  set  the  captive  free, 
To  bring  us  life  and  liberty — 

"To  comfort  all  that  mourn." 
Our  Father,  we  would  join  the  song 

Sung  by  the  radiant  heavenly  throng, 

And  give  to  Thee  the  praise 
For  Jesus,  Thy  great  gift  of  love, 
Sent  down  to     earth     from     Heav'n 
above — 

We  would  our  voices  raise, 
And   in   adoring   rapture   sing 
Of   Christ,   our   Lord,      our      coming 
King — 

The  wonders  of  His  grace, 
The  crimson  stream  from  Calvary, 
Salvation's  offer,  full  and  free — 

All  for  a  ruined  race. 


tt 


Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  un- 
to my  path."  Psalm  119:105 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

We  are  repeating  our  Christmas  mes- 
sage from  our  first  Christmas  issue  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  It's  the  same  beau- 
tiful story  today  and  has  never  lost  its 
sweetness. 

"Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord  has  came, 
Let  earth  receive  her  king; 

Let  every  heart  prepare  Him  room, 
And  heaven  and  nature  sing." 

This  song  which  we  hear  ringing  out 
on  every  occasion  at  Christmas  time  has 
never  been  impressed  so  forcibly  upon  my 
heart  as  it  has  this  morning.  How  I  wish 
I  might  make  the  whole  world  realize  jus- 
what  it  means.  "Joy  to  the  world  the 
Lord  has  come."  Had  He  not  come  on 
that  first  Christmas  morning,  what  a  sad 
old  world  this  would  be.  The  precious 
Lamb  of  God  which  taketh  away  the  sin 
of  the  world!  One  who  was  willing  to 
leave  His  home  in  glory  and  come  to  this 
earth,  suffer  and  die,  that  this  joy  might 
be  ours;  "O  come,  let  us  sing  unto  the 
Lord:  let  us  make  a  joyful  noise  unto  the 
rock  of  our  salvation."  Psa.  95:1. 

We  are  thinking  of  the  joy  that  came 
to  Mary's  heart  as  the  angel  came  to  Mary 
saying,  "Blessed  art  thou  among  women," 
and  revealed  to  her  that  she  was  to  be- 
come the  mother  of  the  Son  of  God. 
Along  with  this  great  joy  there  came  to 
her  (as  with  all  of  God's  chosen  ones) 
the  reproach,  the  misunderstandings  of 
friends  and  loved  ones.  Had  not  God 
spoken  to  Joseph  he  too  would  have  for- 
saken her.  Thank  God  for  those  to  whom 
He  can  speak  and  who  will  hearken  unto 
His  voice.  Without  a  doubt  Mary  had 
many  admirers  and  friends,  but  she  did 
not  allow  the  misunderstandings  of  the 
world  to  hinder  her  from  saying  "Yes" 
to  God. 

Mary,  like  Abraham,  stepped  out  by 
faith  not  knowing  whither  she  went, 
trusting  God  to  manage  affairs  and  make 
all  things  work  together  for  good  because 
she  loved  Him.  Little  did  she  realize  that 
as  soon  as  she  said  "Yes"  to  God  the  ene- 
my would  be  on  her  track. 

Oh  yes,  the  old  fellow  went  on  ahead 
and  barred  her  out  of  the  comfortable 
hotels  at  Bethlehem,  and  poor  Mary  had 
to  take  that  lowly  place  with  the  cows, 
and  there  our  Christ  was  born.  Likely 
Mary  did  not  know  this;  but  away  back 
in  the  past  somewhere,  God  had  lifted  the 
veil  and  allowed  the  prophet  to  see  just 
what  would  happen.  On  a  little  further 
down  the  line  the  same  old  fellow  stirred 
the  heart  of  Herod,  who  made  them  flee 
into  Egypt  to  save  the  young  child's  life. 

Perhaps  all  through  Mary's  life  she  suf- 


fered much  because  of  the  persecutions  of 
her  precious  Son.  It  was  hard  for  her  to 
understand,  and  especially  on  that  day 
when  she  went  marching  up  the  moun- 
tain side  to  Mt.  Calvary.  Oh  that  awful 
scene,  as  under  the  lash  He  struggled  un- 
der that  heavy  load,  the  cross  on  which 
He  was  to  hang  for  you  and  me.  And 
then  as  she  watched  them  place  Him 
upon  the  cross  and  heard  the  cruel  sound 
of  the  hammer  as  it  drove  those  nails 
through  His  hands,  which  had  done  so 
many  loving  deeds,  and  those  feet  which 
had  run  so  many  errands  for  her  in  His 
boyhood  days!  O  Mary,  we  wonder  how 
you  bore  up  under  this  awful  scene. 

I  fancy  I  hear  you  say,  but  why  do  you 
talk  of  such  sad  things  at  this  time, 
when  ail  the  earth  should  be  filled  with 
joy?  But  the  world  needs  to  understand 
more  fully  the  price  of  this  joy  that  we 
possess  today. 

Do  you  think  that  Mary  was  ever  sor- 
ry she  said  "Yes"  to  God?  Oh  no,  we  be- 
lieve that  this  wonderful  joy,  through  all 
of  these  trying  times,  reigned  supreme. 
A  little  later  on  we  find  her  in  the  upper 
room  overflowing  with  joy  and  baptized 
with  the  Holy  Ghost.  Oh  hallelujah! 
This  wonderful  joy! 

Saying  yes  to  God  means  suffering,  but 
it  means  joy  unspeakable  and  full  of 
glory  in  this  life,  and  a  beautiful  gar- 
ment of  fine  needlework  and  a  crown  of 
gold  in   the   next. 

Oh  the  thousands  of  souls  today  who 
are  hearing  the  sweet,  tender  voice  of 
Jesus,  saying,  "Son,  daughter,  give  me 
thine  heart;  'and  let  me  put  this  joy  in 
your  life,  which  comes  only  to  those  who 
are  willing  to  obey  my  voice."  They  are 
not  willing  to  say  yes  like  Mary,  but  are 
saying  by  their  actions,  I  cannot  bear  the 
reproach.  My  father  and  mother  wouli 
misunderstand  me,  and  it  would  break 
their  hearts  for  me  to  walk  this  narrow 
way  because  they  have  a  wonderful  ca- 
reer mapped  out  for  me  and  I  could  not 
bear  to  disappoint  them.  Or  my  husband 
or  wife  is  not  in  sympathy  with  this  way, 
and  our  home  might  be  disrupted.  Who 
knows  but  what  the  angel  of  the  Lord 
might  appear  to  him  or  her,  as  he  did  to 
Joseph,  and  they  too  would  understand 
and  go  along  with  you?  Or  if  they  did 
not,  Jesus  trod  the  winepress  alone. 

Had  Mary  said  no  to  the  angel,  there 
would  have  been  no  joy  for  her;  neither 
will  there  be  joy  for  you  if  you  fail  to 
say  yes  to  God.  There  may  be  a  mock 
joy  which  we  see  on  every  hand  at 
Christmas  time,  the  joy  that  the  frivol- 
ous things  of  the  world  bring  to  you,  but 
not  the  joy  mentioned  in  this  hymn.  How 


many  precious  ones  sing  this  song  durim 
the  Christmas  season  who  have  never  yet 
learned  what  it  means  to  be  in  possession 
of  this  joy! 

We  are  thinking  also  of  the  joy  which 
came  to  the  shepherds  as  they  were  so 
faithfully  guarding  their  sheep,  as  the 
song  rang  out  on  the  still  night  air, 
"Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  peace  on 
earth  good  will  toward  men." 

It  was  to  those  who  were  awake  and 
watching  that  our  God  first  appeared  and 
made  known  this  wonderful  secret,  and 
it  is  to  those  today  who  are  wide  awake 
to  the  things  of  the  Lord  to  whom  He  can 
reveal  Himself.  We  imagine  these  shep- 
herds had  been  reading  the  prophecies  and 
had  been  looking  for  the  coming  of  the 
Lord;  and  that  was  the  reason  He  could 
trust  them  with  the  message.  He  knew 
they  would  believe  it.  Oh,  hallelujah!  He 
always  has  a  faithful  few  who  will  be- 
lieve and  obey. 

We  believe  it  will  be  only  the  faith- 
ful few  who  have  been  reading  the 
Word,  and  to  whom  the  Lord  is  able 
to  reveal  His  secrets,  that  will  be  ready 
and  watching  for  His  second  coming. 
"Unto  them  that  look  for  him,  shall  he 
appear  a  second  time  without  sin  unto 
salvation."  Are  we  looking  for  Him,  or 
do  we  say,  "Where  is  the  promise  of  His 
coming?  for  since  the  fathers  fell  asleep 
all  things  continue  as  they  were  from  the 
beginning." 

We  read  of  another  class  of  people  who 
were  close  enough  to  the  Lord  that  He 
could  speak  to  them  and  they  must  have 
been  filled  with  joy,  as  God  set  the  beau- 
tiful star  in  the  East  to  guide  them  to 
the  place  where  Jesus  lay.  Had  they  been 
just  ordinary  astronomers  like  many  to- 
day, we  believe  they  would  have  endeav- 
ored to  explain  it  away,  but  they,  too, 
were  watching  for  Him,  because  they  be- 
lieved the  prophets  of  old  and  they  came 
bringing  rich  gifts  of  gold,  frankincense 
and  myrrh. 

There  are  some  of  us  today  to  whom 
the  Lord  has  revealed  Himself  and  we 
are  full  of  this  wonderful  joy.  We  have 
believed  the  message  to  the  shepherds  and 
are  singing  the  song  of  the  angels,  "Glory 
to  God  in  the  highest,  Peace  on  earth 
good  will  toward  men." 

We  have  believed  in  His  first  coming 
and  the  purpose  for  which  He  came,  and 
have  been  washed  in  His  precious  blood 
which  He  shed  on  Calvary's  cross  for  us, 
and  we  are  filled  with  this  wonderful 
joy  that  the  world  cannot  give,  neither 
can  it  take  it  away. 

Dear   ones,   what   are   we   bringing    to 
(Continued  on   Page   24) 
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SYNOPSIS 

Little  Stephen  Ludlow,  left  an  orphan  at  his 
father's  death,  is  asked  to  vacate  the  house  in 
which  he  is  living,  but  is  permitted  to  live  in 
an  alley  shack  until  he  can  find  his  grandfather. 
He  has  lived  here  since  his  earliest  recollections. 
His  environment  was  quite  different  to  that  of 
his    father,    Charles    Ludlow,    when   he   was    a    boy. 

Charles  Ludlow  was  reared  in  a  beautiful  home 
in  a  thriving  little  Illinois  city.  His  merchant- 
father  was  prosperous  and  the  little  family, 
consisting  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ludlow,  Charles  and 
his  sister,  Elizabeth,  was  happy  indeed.  The  par- 
ents were  Christians  and  desired  to  lead  their 
children    to   Christ. 

Years  passed  and  Charles,  a  stalwart  young 
man  of  eighteen  years,  had  failed  to  accept  Christ 
as  his  Savior,  though  he  attended  church  services 
regularly.  He  was  keeping  company  in  high  school 
with  a  beautiful  Christian  girl,  Viana  Harvey, 
who   was   church    pianist. 

One  night  Charles  accompanies  his  history  class 
to  the  theatre.  The  suggestive  picture  shown  start- 
ed him  on  the  downward  path.  Cigarettes,  bad 
company,  drink,  etc.,  all  became  a  part  of  his  life. 

After  his  promises  to  reform  are  broken  many 
times  Viana  finally  tells  him  their  friendship 
must  cease.  Brokenhearted  he  leaves  that  night  for 
Chicago,  and  writes  a  letter  of  explanation  to  his 
family,  giving  it  to  the  mail  clerk  so  it  would  bear 
no    postmark. 

Back  at  home  there  was  much  grief  when  it 
was  discovered  that  Charles  was  gone.  A  frantic 
search  by  authorities,  ending  only  after  his  let- 
ter arrived,  brought  a  measure  of  consolation  to 
his  family. 

Charles  arrived  in  Chicago  with  an  ambition 
to  become  a  lawyer.  He  favorably  impresses  an 
attorney  who  recommends  him  for  a  responsible 
position  with  a  good  firm.  He  is  refused  the  posi- 
tion when  he  acknowledges  that  he  drinks  and 
smokes.  Finally  he  obtains  a  job  as  grocery  clerk, 
at  first  saving  a  few  dollars,  desiring  to  study 
law.  Soon,  however,  he  is  back  in  the  old  whirl  of 
sin.  One  evening  he  meets  Judith  Delver  who  is 
more  beautiful  in  body  than  of  soul.  After  a 
whirlwind  courtship  they  obtain  a  license  and 
are    married. 

Then  housekeeping  begins.  Judith  soon  refuses 
to  prepare  the  meals.  Charles  cooks  breakfast, 
buys  his  lunch  and  dines  out  with  her  each  eve- 
ning. He  is  only  able  to  make  ends  meet  on  pay- 
ments for  her  extravagant  buying  after  he  is 
promoted,  becoming  manager  of  the  small  store. 
A  year  passes  and  on  Charles'  twenty-first  birth- 
day, a  son  is  born  into  the  home.  Judith  ignores 
the  baby.  Charles  names  him  Stephen,  after  the 
New  Testament  hero  of  that   name. 

To  Charles'  disappointment  Judith  soon  begins 
leaving  the  infant  in  a  day  nursery  nearby; 
Charles  caring  for  him  each  night  while  she 
attends  gay  social  functions. 

Three  years  elapse.  As  soon  as  Judith  discovers 
that  Charles  has  finished  paying  for  the  fur- 
niture, she  purchases  a  car;  which,  Charles  in- 
forms her,  he  will  not  pay  for,  nor  teach  her  to 
drive.  She  stubbornly  keeps  the  car,  the  sales- 
man teaches  her  to  drive  it,  and  as  Charles  comes 
home  from  work  he  barely  sees  her  each  evening 
as  she  prepares  to  drive  to  the  hotel  where  she 
dines.  One  evening,  after  working  late  on  his 
books,  as  he  arrives  at  the  house  he  is  surprised 
to  see  the  car  still  parked  in  the  driveway.  On 
entering  he  sees  Judith  tossing  in  agony  and  pain. 
A  physician  is  summoned,  who  tells  Charles  she 
will  likely  never  recover.  An  operation  is  per- 
formed,  and   Judith's   life   is   spared   for   a   season. 


She  is  urged  to  make  peace  with  God  but  she 
insists  that  such  talk  makes  her  nervous.  Her  par- 
ents are  notified  of  her  grave  condition;  but  they 
appear  unconcerned  until  her  father  calls  on  the 
telephone  one  day  to  ask  about  her.  He  is  in- 
formed that  they  must  come  at  once  if  they  see 
their  daughter  alive.  Judith  is  dying  as  they  enter 
and  after  saying,  "All  is  lost,"  she  points  an  ac- 
cusing finger  at  them;  then  whispers,  "Oh!  it  is 
so  dark,"  as  she  goes  to  meet  her  God. 

Charles  was  saddened,  his  past  life  of  sin 
haunted  him,  and  he  felt  that  had  he  only  known 
God,  Judith  might  have  been  spared  or  saved 
through    his    prayers. 

After  the  funeral,  the  unfriendly  mother-in-law 
coolly  advised  Charles  to  place  Stephen  in  an 
orphanage,  which  he  has  already  decided  not  to  do. 

After  the  death  of  Judith,  Charles 
and  Stephen  became  more  and  more  de- 
voted to  each  other.  They  did  not  miss 
her  very  much  because  she  had  never 
been  a  homemaker.  For  a  time  Charles 
thought  he  would  move  to  another  part 
of  the  city,  because  the  neighborhood  in 
which  they  were  now  living  was  fast 
changing.  The  better  class  of  people  were 
moving  farther  north  and  a  low,  illiterate 
c;ass  were  taking  their  place;  but  because 
their  present  location  was  near  the  store 
where  he  was  employed,  he  decided  to  re- 
main there,  at  least  for  a  time. 

Again  and  again  there  was  a  longing  in 
the  heart  of  Charles  to  give  up  his  posi- 
tion as  manager  of  the  little  store,  sell  his 
household  goods  and  go  to  his  parents, 
but  he  always  deferred  it  to  some  future 
time. 

Six  years  had  now  passed  since  he  had 
left  his  home  in  Elm  Point.  Many  things 
had  taken  place  there  during  the  inter- 
vening years.  His  sister,  Elizabeth,  had 
since  been  graduated  from  high  school 
and  the  next  year  had  left  home  to  enter 
college  where  she  was  happy  in  her  work. 
She  was  a  devoted  Christian  and  a  great 
blessing  among  the  young  people.  For 
two  years,  while  in  college,  Elizabeth  kept 
company  with  Theodore  Harvey,  Viana 
Harvey's  brother. 

Two  weeks  after  their  graduation  Eliz- 
abeth and  Theodore  were  united  in  mar- 
riage in  the  Ludlow  home.  For  a  number 
of  years  Theodore  taught  in  the  Elm 
Point  high  school.  They  had  a  beautiful 
little  daughter,  Grace,  who  was  the  idol 
of  all  in  the  community  and,  because  of 
her  bright  and  sunny  disposition,  won  the 
hearts  of  all  who  knew  her. 

After  finishing  high  school,  Viana 
Harvey  had  also  entered  college.  During 
her  college  years  she  had  met  Albert 
Williams,  a  fine  young  man  and  deeply 
spiritual,  who  was  preparing  for  the  min,- 


istry.  Their  love  for  each  other  was  very 
beautiful  and  after  much  prayer  they 
were  engaged  and  soon  happily  married. 
A  little  girl,  whom  they  named  Joy 
Louisa,  had  come  to  brighten  their  home. 
She  was  now  two  years  of  age  and  was 
the  very  image  of  her  mother. 

Since  Elizabeth's  marriage,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Ludlow  had  been  living  alone.  They 
were  still  deeply  grieved  over  the  disap- 
pearance of  their  son,  but  were  enabled 
to  cast  their  burden  on  the  Lord  who  sus- 
tained them  through  it  all.  They  spent 
much  of  their  time  in  the  Lord's  service, 
such  as  visiting  the  sick,  feeding  the  hun- 
gry and  helping  the  poor  and  needy;  this 
brought  great  joy  to  their  hearts.  Their 
home  was  always  open  to  young  men  and 
women  who  were  away  from  home  and 
loved  ones,  attending  school  in  their  city; 
they  always  found  a  warm  welcome  in 
this  hospitable  home.  Their  daily  prayer 
was  that  their  lost  boy  might,  some  day 
in  his  wanderings,  find  shelter  and  a  wel- 
come in  some   Christian  home 

Once  a  year  Elizabeth  and  her  husband 
came  home  to  spend  a  few  weeks  with  her 
parents  in  her  childhood  home.  For  her 
sake,  and  also  because  of  the  cherished 
hope  that  some  day  Charles  would  re- 
turn, Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ludlow  kept  the 
home  and  the  beautiful  yard  much  the 
same  as  when  the  place  rang  with  the 
merry  laughter  of  the  children.  Spot, 
Charles'  pet  dog,  still  had  his  place  in  the 
little  square  houso'  that  he  had  built  for 
him  with  his  own  hands. 

Charles  knew  nothing  of  the  changes 
that  had  taken  place  at  the  old  home  but 
the  desire  to  go  back  was  becoming 
stronger  as  the  months  and  years  slipped 
away;  however,  he  did  not  wish  to  return 
until  he  had  laid  up,  at  least,  a  few  hun- 
dred dollars,  and  besides,  when  he  first 
left  home  he  had  decided  that  he  would 
not  return  to  his  parents  until  he  was 
saved,  and  he  was  not  yet  a  Christian. 
For  recreation  Charles  and  Stephen  of- 
ten took  their  lunch  and  spent  an  hour 
or  two  in  the  evening  just  outside  the 
city  at  the  lake  shore.  Here  Charles  had 
discovered  a  place  where  they  could  be 
alone.  He  would  usually  take  a  book  to 
read  while  Stephen  amused  himself  wad- 
ing in  the  water  or  playing  in  the  sand. 
Charles  was  very  fond  of  this  place  be- 
cause the  flowers,  the  singing  of  the  birds 
and  the  rippling  streamlet  flowing  into 
the  lake  all  reminded  him  of  his  boyhood 
days. 

Here  also  Charles  would  meditate  as  to 
his  plans  for  the  future.  Stephen  was 
growing  fast  and  had  recently  started  to 
school.  Then,  also,  there  had  still  been  a 
secret  ambition  to  continue  his  education 
and  yet  enter  the  lawyer's  profession.  At 
one  time  he  had  saved  three  hundred  doi- 
lars  and  had  about  concluded  to  take  this 
(Continued  on  page  8) 
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Christmas    Day  For — Whom? 

It's  Christmas!  Ah,  the  day  for  us  much 

joy  has  always  brought, 
The  word  holds  charm  for  young  and  old 

— but,  have  you  ever  thought 
Of    those   who   nothing   know    about    the 

Christmas  peace  and  joy, 
Who  never  heard  the  story,  dear  to  every 

girl  and  boy? 
The  story  of  a  little  Babe,  a  manger,  and  a 

star, 
Of  angels  singing,  and  of  wise  men  com- 
ing from  afar, 
Their   precious   gifts   of   gold   and   myrrh 

and  frankincense  to  bring, 
In  adoration  bowing  low  before  the  Baby 

King— 
You  know   the  dear  old  story  well,   and 

why   the   Saviour   came, 
But   there  are  oh,  so  many,     who     have 

never  heard  His  name! 

A  Christmas  Day  in  Africa,  in  China  and 
Japan; 

A  Christmas  Day  in  India,  and  far 
Afghanistan; 

A  Christmas  Day  in  all  the  world,  the  is- 
lands of  the  sea, 

A  Christmas  Day  for  every  one — that's 
how  it  ought  to  be! 

But — there  can  be  no  Christmas  joy  for 
those  who've  never  heard 

This  story — there  can  be  no  meaning  in 
the  word. 

A  Christmas  Day  in  Heaven?  Oh,  think, 

the   angels   know 
When  Jesus'  birthday  comes,  and  sing  as 

they   did   long   ago. 
Do  you  suppose  they  wonder  why     we're 

so  slow  to  tell 
The   tidings  of   great  joy  they  sang   that 

night,  and   love  so  well? 
Sometimes  I  think  they  long  to  speed  on 

eager  wings  away 
To  tell  the  story  of  the  King  who  came 

to  earth  one  day. 

But  not  to  angels  was  His  last  commis- 
sion:   "Go 

Tell  all  the  world" — it  was  to  us;  and 
oh,  we've  failed  Him  so! 

Shall  we  not  give  ourselves  to  Him,  and 
then   go   forth   to   share 

Our  Christmas  Day — our  Christ — with 
needy,  lost  ones  "Over  there"? 

— Edith  L.  Young. 

Children's  Bible  Lesson 

Subject,  "THE  PROMISES" 
How  Many? 

There  are   thirty  thousand  promises  in 


the  Bible;  eighty-two  for  each  day  in  the 

year. 

What   Kind? 

Exceeding  great  and  precious.  2  Peter 
1:4. 

Sure.    1   Kings   8:5  6. 

Conditional, 
"Those   that  seek   me    early,    shall    find 

me." 
"If   we   suffer  with  Him,   we   shall   also 

reign   with  Him,"  etc. 

Select  other  proinises  from   your  Bible 
and  talk  on  them. 
To  Whom? 

Acts  2:39.  Rev.  22:17.  "Whosoever 
will." 

Have  you  made  God  a  promise? 

Will  you  not  make  one  now? 

Lesson  Illustrations 

A  glowing  autumn  leaf  teaches  that 
the  last  hours  of  earthly  life  may  be  more 
gloriously  beautiful  than  all  that  have 
gone  before. — M.  G.  B. 

Put  a  disagreeable  picture  in  a  bottle. 
Does  it  show  through?  So  if  we  put  bad 
reading,  stories,  in  our  mind  they  will 
show  out  in  our  words,  faces,  actions. — 
Mrs.  Crafts. 

Illustrate  soul  and  body  by  case  and 
works  of  a  watch.  Which  is  the  real 
watch?  "Which  the  real  child?  Need  the 
watch  stop  going  if  the  case  were  taken 
off  and  buried? — R. 

A  branch  with  drooping,  withered 
leaves,  may  illustrate  how  all  the  Chris- 
tian's life  is  drawn  from  Christ — apart 
from  Him  we  die,  because  useless,  are  cast 
out.— John   15:1-6. — R. 

The  child  not  bent  by  bad  habits  and 
associations  is  like  a  straight  pin. 

The  boy  taken  in  time  can  be  bent  back 
into  straightness. 

The  boy  or  girl  of  fourteen  or  sixteen, 
so  bent  by  bad  thoughts  and  habits — hard 
to  straighten. — F.  C.  C. 

A  bit  of  shining  silver,  teaspoon  or 
napkin  ring,  in  which  children  can  see 
their  faces,  may  illustrate  how  Jesus  re- 
fines the  hearts  of  His  people  till  He  can 
see   His   image   there. — Mrs.   Crafts. 

An  example  in  long  division  worked 
out  before  the  class,  with  a  mistake  at 
the  very  first  makes  all  the  work  wrong, 
though  it  looks  right.  The  mistake  of  not 
choosing  to  be  a  Christian  makes  all  the 
life  wrong. — Mrs.  Crafts. 

Illustrate  motive  by  mainspring  of 
watch.  If  spring  is  wrong,  hands  go 
wrong.  If  heart  is  wrong,  hands  fight, 
steal,  "get  into  mischief."  To  get  watch 


right,  take  it  to  watchmaker,  he  made  it. 
So  to  get  hearts  right,  take  them  to  God. 
He  made  them  and  can  set  them  in  or- 
der.— T.  P.  Nisbett. 

A  mirror  or  bright  metallic  surface,  re- 
flecting in  dazzling  brightness  the  rays 
of  the  sun,  teaches  how  Christians,  the 
light  of  the  world,  shine  by  reflecting  the 
light  first  received  from  the  Sun  of 
Righteousness.  Move  the  reflector  out  of 
the  sun,  and  teach  that  only  while  dwell- 
ing with  Jesus  and  receiving  light  from 
Him,  can  any  one  shine  as  a  light  in  the 
world.— M.  G.  B. 

A  child  bound  willingly  to  a  chair,  so 
that  he  cannot  enter  a  pleasanter  room  or 
go  to  a  friend  who  calls  him,  may  illus- 
trate how  Satan  binds  us,  if  we  let  him, 
and  so  keeps  us  out  of  heaven  and  away 
from  God.  Then  let  the  child  call  the 
strong  friend  to  come  and  unbind  him, 
and  so  illustrate  how  God  can  break  the 
bonds  of   the  evil  one. — R. 

Children's  Bible  Lesson 

Subject:  "BIBLE  CHILDREN" 

1.  Cain    the  first  baby.  Gen.  4:1. 

2.  Moses,  the  adopted  child.  Ex.  2:10. 

3.  Samuel,  the  prophet  child.  1  Sam.  2: 


is. 


49. 


4.  David,  the  brave  boy.  1  Sam.  17:23, 
i. 

5.  The  missionary  maiden.  2  Kings  5:1, 


6.  Daniel,  the  temperance  boy.  Dan. 
1:5,   16. 

7.  Timothy,  the  Bible  student.  2  Tim. 
2:15. 

8.  Jesus,  the  Savior  Child.  Matt.   1:21. 

Children's  Bible  Lesson 

Subject,   "WITNESSING" 
Text,     "Ye  arc   my   witnesses,    saith   the 
Lord,"  Isa.   43:10. 

I.  WHAT  IS  IT  TO  WITNESS? 

To  tell  what  one  knows.  In  every  suit 
at  law,  the  decision  of  judge  or  jury  de- 
pends upon  the  testimony  of  the  wit- 
nesses. Very  important  matters  are  often 
decided  by  the  testimonv  of  one  person. 

II.  WHO  CAN  BE  WITNESSES? 

1.  One  who  knows  something  about  the 
case.  Many  witnesses  in  lawsuits  are  of 
no  value  because  they  know  nothing  to 
the  point.  Any  one  who  knows  about  Je- 
sus can  be  a  witness  for  Him.  A  Sunday 
School  missionary  was  riding  over  the 
western  prairies  and  asked  a  little  boy  if 
he  knew  about  Jesus  Christ.  "No,  sir," 
said  the  boy,  "I  don't  think  he  lives 
around  here."  The  missionary  witnessed 
to  the  boy  about  Jesus.  To  know  Christ 
and  be  able  to  witness  for  Him,  we  must 
study  His  Word,  and  let  Him  come  into 
our  hearts. 

2.  One  who  has  a  good  character.  If  a 
number   of   men    testify   in   court   that   a 

(Continued   on   page   22) 
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THINKING  YOUTH 

By  Frederic  P.  Wood 

The  Magnetic   Christ 

There  is  something  in  a  magnet  that 
draws  to  itself  every  bit  of  steel  within 
its  reach,  and  there  is  something  in  every 
bit  of  steel  that  responds  to  the  drawing 
power  of  the  magnet. 

Explain  it  as  you  will,  there  is  a  mys- 
terious something  in  Jesus  Christ  which 
draws  all  men  to  Him,  and  explain  it  as 
you  will,  there  is  something  in  every 
child  of  Ad.im  which  feels  the  magnetic 
pull  of  Jesus  Christ. 

Beyond  all  question,  Jesus  was  the  most 
magnetic  personality  the  world  has  ever 
seen.  Psychologists  have  much  to  say 
these  days  concerning  personal  magnet- 
ism— that  is,  the  impact  of  one  personal- 
ity upon  another.  No  one  has  ever  made 
such  an  impact  on  every  generation  as 
Christ.  His  own  words  have  again  and 
again  been  verified,  "I,  if  I  be  lifted  up 
from  the  earth,  will  draw  all  men  unto 
me,"   John    12:32. 

It  was  so  in  the  earliest  days  of  the 
Christian  church.  Pharisees  like  Nico- 
demus,  doctors  like  Luke,  teachers  like 
Gamaliel,  soldiers  like  Cornelius,  women 
like  Mary,  publicans  like  Zacchaeus,  fish- 
ermen like  Peter,  outcasts  like  Mary  Mag- 
dalene, and  thieves  like  the  dying  malefac- 
tor, have  all  felt  His  drawing  power. 
HIS  UNIVERSAL  APPEAL 

Through  every  age  He  has  attracted 
all  types — aristocrats  and  artisians,  edu- 
cated and  illiterate,  saints  and  sinners.  No 
one  has  ever  made  such  a  xmiversal  ap- 
peal. Through  the  whole  world  today, 
men  of  every  race,  color  and  tongue  are 
proud  to  be  numbered  among  His  fol- 
lowers. 

"In  Him  there  is  no  class  or  color,"  no 
barrier  of  birth,  no  taboo  of  caste,  no  in- 
feriority of  sex.  Paul  was  right  when  he 
wrote,  "There  is  neither  Jew  nor  Greek, 
there  is  neither  bond  nor  free,  there  is 
neither  male  nor  female;  for  ye  are  all 
one  in  Christ  Jesus,"  Gal.  3:28. 

In  every  period  of  life  we  feel  the  pull 
of  His  personality.  In  our  childhood  days 
we  sing: 

"Jesus  loves  me, 
This  I  know, 
For  the  Bible  tells  me  so." 
In  our  prime  we  sing — 

"Who  is  on  the  Lord's  side? 
Who  will  serve  the  Kino?" 
And  when  we  come  towards  the  end  of 
the  journey  we  sing — 


"In  death's  dark  vale  1  fear  no  ill, 
With  Thee,  dear  Lord,  beside  me." 
What  is  the  explanation  of  this  amaz- 
ing spell  which  He  casts  upon  all  who 
come  under  His  influence?  The  secular- 
ist tries  to  pour  scorn  upon  it,  but  he 
cannot  explain  it  any  more  than  Napol- 
eon could,  when  during  his  exile  on  St. 
Helena,  he  wrote,  "Across  a  chasm  of 
1800  years  Jesus  makes  a  demand  which 
is  beyond  all  others  difficult  to  satisfy. 
He  asks  for  that  which  a  philosopher 
may  often  seek  in  vain  at  the  hands  of 
his  friends,  or  a  father  of  his  children, 
or  a  man  of,  his  brother.  He  asks  for  the 
human  heart.  He  will  have  it  entirely  to 
Himse'f.  He  demands  it  unconditionally, 
and  forthwith  the  demand  is  granted. 
Wonderful!  In  defiance  of  time  and 
space  the  soul  of  man  with  its  powers 
and  faculties  become?  an  annexation  tc 
the  Empire  of  Christ.  All  who  sincerely 
believe  in  Him  experience  that  remark- 
able supernatural  love  towards  Him. 
Time,  the  great  Destroyer,  is  powerless 
to  extinguish  its  sacred  flame.  This  is 
that  which  strikes  me  most." 

Who  then  is  this  Christ  who  calls  out 
the  homage,  devotion,  worship,  service 
and  sacrifice  of  multitudes  who  have 
never  even  seen  Him  in   the  flesh? 

Let  the  Book  of  books  answer — "Is  not 
this  the  Carpenter?"  (Mark  6:3).  "This 
is  my  beloved  Son."  (St.  Matt.  3:17). 
"This  is  the  Christ,  the  Savior  of  the 
world."    (John  4:42.) 

THE  HUMAN  JESUS 
Youth  is  the  time  of  hero  worship.  Je- 
sus— the  Carpenter  of  Nazareth,  has  ever 
fascinated  Youth,  strong  of  limb,  alert  in 
mind,  quick  in  sympathy,  deep  in  under- 
standing, fearless  in  danger,  undaunted 
by  difficulties,  unerring  in  wisdom,  un- 
flinching in  suffering.  What  a  man!  No 
wonder  He  stands  supreme  among  all  the 
heroes  who  hav°  gripped  an  imagination 
of  Youth!  The  fact  also  that  He  shared 
our  common  life,  and  lived  it  at  its  best, 
has  ever  appealed  to  the  idealism  of 
Youth.  There  is  nothing  in  Him  that 
they  cannot  admire,  whether  it  is  His 
social  life,  His  prayer  life,  the  way  in 
which  He  led  His  followers  or  contended 
with  His  enemies.  "This  Man  bath  done 
nothing   amiss." 

How  amazing  are  His  powers  of  un- 
derstanding and  sympathy!  If  anyone 
can  enter  into  our  human  experiences,  it 
is  He.  Bone  of  our  bone,  flesh  of  our 
flesh,  "in  all  our  afflictions  He  was  af- 


flicted!" 

Do  we  live  in  humble  homes?  So  did 
He.  Is  our  daily  toil  very  commonplace? 
His  was  at  a  bench.  Are  we  tempted 
sometimes  to  long  for  more  money  and 
material  comforts?  "He  had  not  where  to 
lay  His  head."  Are  we  ever  lonely, 
weary,  misunderstood,  maligned,  slan- 
dered, ridiculed,  shunned?  So  was  He.  As 
for  the  assaults  of  the  Evil  One.  "He  was 
tempted  in  all  points  like  as  we  are." 

Jesus  was  no  recluse,  no  unpractical 
mystic  living  apart  from  the  rough  and 
tumble  of  life.  He  did  not  hide  Himself 
away  in  some  monastic  cell  to  spend  His 
days  in  meditation,  undisturbed  by  the 
hard  facts  of  life.  No,  He  entered  into 
the  varying  experiences  of  our  mundane 
world,  whilst  He  maintained  unbroken 
communion  with  His  Father.  He  could 
as  easily  participate  in  the  joy  of  a  wed- 
ding and  the  laushter  of  children,  as  in 
the  anxiety  of  a  sick  room,  or  the  grief 
at  a  funeral.  Nothing  was  beneath  His 
notice. 

Women  realized  this  when  He  talked  of 
patching  clothes  and  washing  dishes. 
Children  ran  to  Him.  They  did  not  feel 
shy  in  His  presence.  Surely  He  must  have 
shared  with  them  in  their  games.  Men 
were  equally  attracted.  He  knew  their 
problems  and  could  talk  oy;  their  concerns, 
such  as  fishing,  farming,  gardening,  the 
mart,  or  even  unemployment.  He  knew 
all  about  their  temptations  too,  for  He 
was  as  one  of   themselves. 

Here  then  is  this  Carpenter  living  in 
very  deed  our  human  life.  But  He  lived 
it  with  never  a  sin,  never  a  failure,  never 
a  mistake,  never  an  inconsistency.  We  be- 
hold the  rich  g'ory  of  His  earthly  life 
till  the  beauty  of  His  character  and  con- 
duct thrills  and  thralls  us.  His  perfect 
example  grips  us.  His  humility,  courage, 
sincerity,  loyalty,  endurance,  self-re- 
straint, magnanimity,  purity,  love,  all 
fascinate  us.  Who  among  us  does  not 
long,  above  all  else,  to  become  like  Him? 

The  human  Jesus  is  indeed  magnetic. 

THE  LIVING  CHRIST 
There  is  also,  however,  a  sense  in  which 
He  repels.  As  a  man  we  admire  Him.  But 
the  standard  which  He  sets  is  so  lofty, 
that  it  often  seems  to  us  utterly  unat- 
tainable, and  we  are  tempted  to  give  up 
in  despair.  To  live  a  life  like  His  is  most 
desirable,  but  with  our  human  weaknesses 
it  appears  quite  impossible.  The  tempta- 
tion is  to  turn  away  from  the  ideal  which 
we  have  seen  in  Him  and  content  our- 
selves with  a  lower  level.  But  then  the 
assuring  Voice  from  Heaven  breaks  in 
upon  our  sense  of  importance  "This  is  my 
beloved  Son:  hear  him."  Mark  9:7. 

Weakness  is  ever  attracted  to  strength. 
Therefore  if  He  is  the  Divine  Son  of  God, 
in  Him  is  all  power,  and  we  are  drawn  to 
(Continued  on  page  10) 
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Tell  Me  the  Story 

By  Frances  M.  Morton 

Tell  me  the  Christmas  story, 

The  story  that  never  seems  old; 

And   grows   but   the   sweeter   and   dearer 
The  more  we  hear  it  told. 

Tell  me  the  Christmas  story 

When  brightly  the  morning  beams; 

For  I  want  the  soft  rays  of  its  shining 
To  lighten  my  morning  dreams. 

Tell  me  the  Christmas  story 

When  the  noontide  is  everywhere; 

And  the  earth  in  its  sun-bright  glory 
Is  singing  His  love  and  care. 

Tell  me  the  Christmas  story 
When  gently  the  shadows  fall, 

And  there  in  the  tender  twilight 
I  think  of  His  love  for  all. 

Tell  me  the  Christmas  story 

And  tell  it  again  and  again, 
How  the  King  of  the  star-lit  heavens 
Came  down  to  the  world  of  men! 

— Presbyterian  Advance. 
*    *    * 

EVENINGS  AT  HOME 

I  always  feel  when  reading  an  article 
that  deals  with  evil  conditions,  and  the 
writer  advises  that  "something  ought  to 
be  done  about  it,"  that  it  would  be  much 
better  if  the  author  would  clearly  explain 
just  WHAT  ought  to  be  done  about  it. 
Generalities  in  these  matters  do  little  good 
and  often  do  harm.  It  is  so  easy  to  con- 
demn or  to  criticise,  but  very  difficult  to 
offer  really  effective  remedies. 

For  instance,  what  can  be  done  about 
parties  in  automobiles  parked  in  dark 
places  either  on  or  off  the  highway, 
where  countless  numbers  of  girls  are 
tempted  and  ruined?  Everv  real  mother 
feels  desperate  at  times  for  advice  and 
help  in  this  matter. 

May  I  then  suggest  that  the  best  anti- 
dote for  going  out  nights,  is  to  make  the 
home  so  attractive  to  the  children  that 
they  would  prefer  to  stay  home  than  to 
do  anything  else.  I  know  that  is  not  as 
easy  as  it  sounds;  both  father  and  mother 
are  longing  for  a  few  hours  of  rest  after  a 
hard  day's  work;  the  children  have  had  a 
long  day  at  school,  and  it  takes  entertain- 
ment that  they  like  to  attract  them  for 
any  length  of  time;  there  are  young 
friends  at  the  door  and  on  the  'phone 
calling  them,  and  one  has  to  offer  a  real 
inducement  to  get  them  to  stay  at  home, 
and  prefer  to  do  so,  but  still  it  can  be 
done,  and  it  should  be  done  even  at  the 


sacrifice  of  pleasure  and  rest.  We  are  re- 
sponsible for  them  and  for  their  being 
here,  and  it  will  serve  us  right  in  case 
they  go  wrong,  if  we  have  not  done  our 
best  to  rear  them  properly.  We  must  reap 
what  we  sow,  and  it  will  bow  our  heads 
in  shame  if  later  they  come  back  at  us 
with  the  argument,  "If  you  had  made  us 
a  real  home,  this  sin  would  never  have 
happened." 

Father  should  never  hide  his  face  be- 
hind his  newspaper  during  the  evenings; 
the  children  should  help  mother  with  the 
work  until  that  is  done,  after  which  ev- 
ery member  of  the  family  should  join  in 
helpful,  entertaining  service,  such  as  get- 
ting the  lessons  for  school,  reading  good 
books,  playing  the  right  kind  of  games, 
working  puzzles,  singing  together,  listen- 
ing over  the  radio,  in  short  doing  any- 
thing that  will  prove  of  interest  and  en- 
tertainment to  the  whole  family  and  not 
just  one  or  two  members  of  it.  After  the 
children  are  to  bed,  which  should  be  at  a 
reasonable  early  hour  for  health,  father 
and  mother  will  find  ample  time  for  their 
own  reading  and  enjoyment. 

I  wonder  if  there  is  one  family  out  of 
fifty  at  the  present  time  where  the  eve- 
nings are  spent  in  this  manner?  If  so, 
there  is  one  of  the  few  happy  families, 
where  love  and  not  selfishness  rules.  Un- 
der such  surroundings  children  are  bound 
to  grow  up  into  good  men  and  women 
for  as  the  twig  is  bent  so  will  the  tree 
grow.  Faith,  hope  and  love,  but  of  these 
three,  love  is  the  greatest  of  all. — P.  G. 
H.  Vander  Wyst,  M.  D. 

Last  Christmas  the  mother  of  two  lit- 
tle girls  suggested  that  they  make  a 
Christmas  tree  for  their  dolls.  The  tree 
itself  was  secured  from  the  trimmings  of 
a  large  tree.  The  children  gave  it  a  firm 
footing  by  planting  it  in  a  flowerpot 
filled  with  gravel.  They  enjoyed  making 
the  tiny  ornaments  for  it — silver  and 
gold  paper  stars  and  the  like,  and  were 
very  happy  to  be  doing  Christmasy  things 
like  the  grown-up  members  of  the  house- 
hold. 

The  mother  in  another  family  keeps  the 
Christmas  cards  of  one  year  for  the  pre- 
Christmas  enjoyment  of  her  children  th>j 
following  season.  While  the  grown-ups 
are  engrossed  in  Christmas  planning  the 
children  are  given  the  Christmas  card 
box.  They  delight  in  crossing  off  the  old 
addresses  and  substituting  some  of  their 
own  choosing.  Later  they  play  postman 
and  deliver  the  cards.  Such  cards  as  lend 


themselves  well  to  such  purpose  are  cut 
down  into  place  cards  for  the  family 
Christmas  dinner.  Others  have  scenes  or 
designs  which  may  be  cut  out  and  pasted 
on  Christmas  packages  or  made  into 
scrapbooks  to  give  away. 

Both  these  mothers  feel  that  the  secret 
of  keeping  little  folks  happy  in  the  just- 
before-Christmas  rush  lies  in  giving  them 
busy  work  with  a  Christmas  significance. 
Children  like  to  feel  that  they  are  doing 
things  like  their  elders,  and  it  is  easy  to 
give  them  various  occupations  of  this 
kind  as  an  outlet  for  their  pre-Christmas 
enthusiasm. — Alice  Crowell  Hoffman. 

Sing  Their  Thanks 

It  was  such  a  sweet  and  such  a  natu- 
ral, practical  way  that  Mrs.  Pickett  each 
morning  gave  a  wee  bit  of  religious  in- 
struction to  her  little  folk.  It  all  centered 
around  a  beautiful  little  hymn,  or 
"Thank-you"  song,  as  the  children  soon 
learned  to  call  it.  She  found  the  words 
somewhere  and  fitted  them  to  a  tune  of 
her  own.  The  words  were: 

Father,  we  thank  thee  for  the  night, 
And  for  the  pleasant  morning  light; 
For  rest  and  food,  and  loving  care, 
And  all  that  makes  this  earth  so  fair. 

Help  us  to  do  the  things  we  should, 
To  be  to  others  kind  and  good; 
In  all  we  think,  or  do,  or  say, 
To  groiv  more  loving  every  day. 

They  sang  it  together  each  morning 
as  a  sort  of  "grace"  about  the  breakfast 
table,  each  one  with  head  bowed  reverent- 
ly. Even  tiny  three-year-old  Frances 
joined  with  her  baby  strains.  The  mother 
first  went  around  the  table  and  kissed 
each  child  "good  morning."  Then  she  said 
something  each  day  to  make  their  thank- 
you  hymn  "live" — so  that  the  hymn 
would  be  but  a  response  to  what  they 
fe!t  in  their  hearts.  One  morning  it  was: 
"What  a  beautiful  day!  Suppose  you  each 
think  a  moment  and  tell  me  something 
that  makes  the  world  seem  so  beautiful 
today."  Each  child  in  turn  would  name 
something — "The  sunlight,"  "The  flow- 
ers," or  perhaps,  "You,  Mamma."  Then 
Mother  would  say:  "Who  gives  us  all 
these  beautiful  things?  Let  us  thank  Him 
for  them."  And  the  sweet  childish  voices 
would  take  ud  the  strain  very  softly  and 
reverent'y,  "Father,  we  thank  thee." 

Another  morning  it  was:  "Another 
new  day — a  dav  to  grow  in.  Think  for  a 
moment  and  tell  me  how  you  would  like 
to  grow  today."  One  of  the  children 
would  want  to  grow  strong,  another 
tall,  another  straight;  and  then  Mother 
would  say:  "Our  song  tells  us  a  beautiful 
way  we  each  may  grow  today — 'more 
loving.'  Let  us  ask  God,  the  heavenly 
Father,  to  help  us  grow  like  that  today." 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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treasured  8 leanings  for  ^Ministers  and 

Christian  cWorkers 
II 


Who  is  My  Neighbor? 

A  gentleman  once  said  to  Dr.  Skin.- 
ner,  who  was  asking  for  subscriptions  for 
foreign  missions: 

"I  don't  believe  in  foreign  missions.  I 
won't  give  anything  except  to  home  mis- 
sions. I  want  what  I  give  to  benefit  my 
neighbors." 

"Well,"  replied  the  doctor,  "and  whom 
do  you  regard  as  your  neighbors?" 

"Why,  those  around  me." 

"Do  you  mean  those  whose  land  joins 
yours?" 

"Yes." 

"Well,"  said  Dr.  Skinner,  "how  much 
land   do  you  own?" 

"About  five  hundred  acres,"  said  he. 

"How  far  down  do  you  own?"  in- 
quired Dr.  Skinner. 

"Why,  I  never  thought  of  that  be- 
fore, but  I  suppose  I  go  halfway 
through." 

"Exactly,"  was  the  reply.  "Well,  I 
want  this  money  for  the  neighbors  whose 
land  joins  yours  at  the  bottom." — Sunday 
Friend. 

-:c    •«    * 

Looking  for  the  Messiah 

A  writer  in  Daivn  tells  of  a  Jew  whom 
a  Mr.  Kagan  overtook  recently  between 
Jerusalem  and  Mount  Olivet.  In  response 
to  the  question  why  he  took  that  road, 
he  replied:  "We  orthodox  Jews  are  watch- 
ing the  signs  of  the  times,  and  we  can 
come  to  no  other  conclusion  than  that 
the  day  of  the  Messiah  must  be  at  hand. 
I  read  that  'His  feet  shall  stand  in  that 
Day  upon  the  Mount  of  Olives'  (Zech. 
14:4)  ;  and  therefore  I  have  walked  from 
the  Holy  City  to  Olivet  every  day  for 
fourteen  years  so  that  I  may  be  there  to 
welcome  Him!" — The  Alliance  Weekly. 

An  Appeal  to  Boys 

Your  first  duty  in  life  is  toward  your 
afterself.  So  live  that  your  afterself — the 
man  you  ought  to  be — may  in  his  time 
be  possible  and  actual. 

Far  away  in  the  years,  he  is  waiting 
his  turn.  His  body,  his  brain,  his  soul,  are 
in  your  hands.  He  cannot  help  himself. 
What  will  you  leave  for  him? 

Will  it  be  a  brain  unspoiled  by  lust  of 
dissipation,  a  mind  trained  to  think  and 
act,  a  nervous  system  true  as  a  dial  in  its 
response  to  the  truth  about  you? 

Will  you,  boy.  let  him  come  as  a  man 
among  men  in  his  time?  Or  will  you 
throw  away  his  inheritance  before  he  has 
had  a  chance  to  touch  it? 


Will  you  turn  over  to  him  a  brain  dis- 
torted, a  mind  diseased,  a  will  untrained, 
a  spinal  cord  grown  through  and  through 
with  the  devil  grass  of  that  vile  harvest 
we  call  wild  oats? 

This  is  your  problem  in  life — the  prob- 
lem of  more  importance  to  you  than  any 
or  all  others.  How  will  you  meet  it,  as  a 
man  or  as  a  fool? 

When  you  answer  this,  we  shall  know 
what  use  the  world  can  make  of  you. — 
David  Starr  Jordan. 

Passing  Thoughts 

By  Rev.  Allen  F.  Connor 

Great  sermons  on  "Self-denial"  are 
sometimes  preached  by  those  who  are  not 
forced   to  practice  it. 

Modernism  can  thrive  only  under  a 
cowardly  ministry. 

"To  remain  popular  is  a  greater  task 
than  to  become  so"  remarked  one  very 
popular  evangelist. 

We  are  learning  how  to  preach  with 
"judgment"  instead  of  with  the  power  of 
the  Holy  Ghost. 

To  be  elected  to  office  is  often  an  am- 
bition rather  than  an  achievement. 

A  minister  who  is  afraid  to  point  out 
the  sins  of  this  people  can  never  save 
them  from  their  sins,  and  will  have 
bloody  hands  in  the  judgment. 

I  wonder  if  local  church  elections  for 
calling  pastors  hasn't  done  much  in  es- 
tablishing divisions  beyond  remedy? 

Soon  after  some  reach  the  top  of  the 
climb,  they  change  from  the  offensive  to 
the  defensive. 

"To  preach  more  than  half  an  hour,  a 
man  should  be  an  angel  himself,  or  have 
angels  for  hearers." — Whitefield. 

I  saw  a  group  of  dogs  fighting.  They 
were  all  fighting  or  barking  at  the  dog 
that  was  down. 

The  best  way  to  get  people  to  under- 
stand what  you  mean  is  to  make  no  ex- 
planation. 

In   the   long   ago    the      preacher     who 
preached  the  truth  was  persecuted  by  the 
world   and   esteemed      by      the      church. 
Things  have  changed  now. 
w  *  * 

The  Last  Mile 

A  man  who  has  lived  in  the  far  north 
for  a  great  number  of  years  tells  of  a 
tragedy  which  happened  near  where  he 
lived.  A  man  was  found  frozen  to  death 
a  few  hundred  yards  from  his  destina- 
tion. Had  he  been  aware  how  near  he  was 
to  his  goal,  he  might  have  been  able  to 


have  summoned  strength  to  reach  it  be- 
fore death  overtook  him. 

How  often  in  life  men  fail  by  reason 
of  just  the  last  bit  of  exertion  necessary 
to  carry  them  to  their  desired  haven.  Per- 
severance wins  more  battles  than  genius, 
and  it  is  within  the  reach  of  all  who  are 
willing  to  practice  it.  Many  make  a  splen- 
did start  but  drop  out  before  the  race  is 
finished,  and  we  know  it  is  the  finish 
that  counts.  The  dying  words  of  our 
Savior,  "It  is  finished,"  should  be  an  in- 
centive to  us  to  make  it  the  rule  of  our 
life  to  finish  any  work  He  entrusts  to  us. 

A  boy  who  was  reading  Stanley's 
"Through  the  Dark  Continent''  was  asked 
what  he  thought  of  it.  He  was  a  truth- 
ful boy  and  he  answered  honestly,  "I 
keep  thinking  how  often  I  would  have 
turned  back  if  I'd  been  Stanley."  Any 
great  biography  makes  most  readers  feel 
that  way,  whether  they  own  it  or  not. 
The  terminal  facilities  along  every  road  to 
great  deeds  are  numberless,  and  most  of 
us  take  them  instead  of  pressing  on  to  the 
finish.  We  must  never  get  disheartened 
but  press  on  to  the  goal  if  we  would  win 
the  prize.  It  is  the  last  mile  that  counts. 

Professor  Drummond  saw  at  a  fair  a 
glass  model  of  a  famous  mine.  The  owner 
drove  a  tunnel  a  mile  long  through  the 
strata  he  thought  contained  gold,  spent 
$100,000  on  it,  and  in  a  year  and  a  half 
had  failed  to  find  the  gold.  Another  com- 
pany drove  the  tunnel  a  yard  further  and 
struck  the  ore.  So  the  gold  of  life  may 
be  but  a  short  distance  off.  There  are 
countless  failures  in  life  due  to  not  going 
far  enough.  Keep  on — the  reward  may  be 
but  a  yard  ahead. 

LIABLE  TO  GET  HURT 

A  colored  preacher,  who  was  sharp  and 
witty,  but  withal  of  good  sense,  though 
not  without  some  failings,  was  very  se- 
vere in  his  preaching.  At  one  time  some 
of  his  members  complained  that  he  was 
too  personal  and  severe  in  some  of  his  re- 
marks. The  aged  minister  replied,  "When 
I  am  preaching  I  shoot  right  at  the  devil 
every  time,  and  if  anyone  gets  between 
me  and  the  devil,  he  will  be  liable  to  get 
hurt." — Wit  and  Humor. 

Concerning  gossip,  let  me  remind  you, 
a  buzzard  passes  over  all  that  is  good  and 
clean  and  beautiful  and  sinks  its  bill  into 
a  carcass.  Why?  Because  that  is  its  na~ 
ture.  If  you  are  a  born-again  child  of  God, 
you  have  the  nature  of  God,  and  God  is 
not  a  buzzard. — Dr.  William  Evans: 

•K    *    « 

Humility  is  the  soul's  safeguard.  No 
humble  soul  ever  forgets  the  pitfalls  and 
snares  from  which  he  has  been  delivered. 
Conscious  daily  dependence  upon  God  is 
the  assurance  against  backsliding. 
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amount  to  go  to  school,  partly  paying  his 
way  through  by  working  evenings,  when 
suddenly  Stephen  became  seriously  ill  and 
had  to  be  taken  to  the  hospital.  For  three 
months  the  physicians  were  making  a 
hard  fight  for  his  life.  Once  every  day 
Charles  visited  the  little  sufferer.  For 
several  weeks  Stephen  hovered  between 
life  and  death,  and  the  suspense  was  vevy 
hard  on  Charles.  Almost  momentarily  he 
expected  to  be  summoned  to  the  hospital 
to  see  him  pass  away.  To  his  great  joy, 
however,  Stephen  slowly  recovered  until 
after  three  months  he  brought  him  home. 
When  the  hospital  and  doctor  bills  were 
paid  Charles  discovered  that  it  hid  taken, 
not  only  three  hundred  dollars  he  had  in 
the  bank,  but  he  was  yet  much  in  debt. 

The  joy  over  Stephen's  recovery,  how- 
ever, was  ;o  great  that  Charles  thought 
little  of  the  cost.  Now  for  the  first  time 
he  really  gave  up  his  ambition  to  become 
a  lawyer,  but  from  this  time  forth  his  de- 
sire was  to  again  lay  aside  some  money 
and  he  ar.d  Stephen  go  to  Elm  Point  to 
his  parents  and  he  perhaps  get  a  position 
as  clerk  in  his  father's  store  and  permit 
Stephen  to  enjoy  the  happy  surroundings 
which  he  and  his  sister  had  so  much  en- 
joyed during   their   childhood   days. 

One  beautiful  Saturday  afternoon, 
when  his  day's  labor  was  over,  Charles 
and  Stephen  again  went  to  the  lake.  Until 
this  time  their  little  shady  nook,  seem- 
ingly, had  not  been  discovered  by  others, 
but  that  day  two  mothers  came  down  the 
footpath  and  sat  down  under  a  large  shade 
tree.  One  of  them  had  a  little  boy  five 
years  of  age,  and  the  other  a  little  girl 
about  the  same  age.  As  soon  as  they  ar- 
rived on  the  scene  Stephen  picked  up  his 
little  shovel  and  bucket,  with  which  he 
was  playing  in  the  sand,  and  sat  down  by 
his  father's  side.  The  kind  mothers  tried 
to  persuade  Stephen  to  play  with  the  chil- 
dren; Charles  also  urged  him  but  he  re- 
fused. He  sat  by  his  father's  side  and 
with  much  interest  watched  the  children 
play.  Suddenly  he  looked  at  his  father  as 
if  about  to  speak.  Charles  laid  his  hand 
on  his  head  saying,  "What  is  it,  Sonnie, 
would  you  like  to  go  and  play  with  the 
children  now?" 

"No,  Papa,  I  don't  care  to  play,  I  would 
rather  watch  them — but  Papa,  why  does 
the  little  boy  with  the  red  sweater  call 
the  lady  dressed  in  blue,  Mamma,  and 
why  does  the  little  girl  call  the  other  lady 
Mamma?" 

"Sonnie,  the  lady  dressed  in  blue  is  the 
mother  of  the  little  boy,  and  the  other 
lady  is  the  little  girl's  mother,"  Charles 
answered  as  he  drew  Stephen  close  to  his 
side. 

Stephen  sat  in  deep  meditation  for  some 
time,   then  suddenly  again  looked      at  his 


father  saying,  "Papa,  I  wish  I  had  a  mam- 
ma, haven't  I  got  a  mamma?" 

Oh  how  the  words  of  Stephen  touched 
the  very  depth  of  Charles'  soul.  How 
should  he  answer  that  question?  He  hesi- 
tated for  some  moments  and  replied,  re- 
peating the  words  of  Judith,  "My  dear 
little  Stephen,  you  never  had  a  mother." 

Charles  felt  a  great  lump  rise  in  his 
throat  and  a  tear  steal  into  his  eye  but 
he  said  no  more,  while  Stephen  looked  out 
over  the  lake  with  a  far-away  look,  say- 
ing, "I  thought  everybody  had  a  mother 
— I  wish  I  had  a  mother." 

Charles  had  now  lost  all  interest  in  the 
book  he  was  reading.  He  laid  it  down  and 
for  a  full  hour  he  amused  Stephen,  play- 
ing with  him  in  the  sand  and  then  went 
home.  Charles  asked  Stephen  to  retire  ear- 
ly that  evening.  He  wished  to  be  left 
alone  with  his  thoughts.  Stephen's  ques- 
tion, "Haven't  1  got  a  mother?"  and  his 
own  answer,  "You  never  had  a  mother," 
troubled  him.  He  knew  that  the  time  had 
come  when  he  must  answer  Stephen's 
question  and  tell  him  all  about  the  past. 
With  bowed  head  he  sat  in  deep  medita- 
tion— yes,  he  had  now  fully  decided  what 
course  to  take.  For  Stephen's  sake,  so  that 
he  might  be  warned  against  sin  and 
Satan's  snares,  he  would  tell  him  all  about 
his  own  past  waywardness  and  sin.  Fie 
would  tell  him  all  about  Judith's  life  and 
death,  and  then  he  would  humiliate  him- 
self and  write  to  his  father  and  mother, 
seek  their  forgiveness  and  go  back  to  Elm 
Point,  no  matter  what  his  former  friends 
might  think.  He  had  often  before  re- 
solved to  do  this  but  now  tor  the  first 
time  was  really  beginning  to  make  plans 
to  that  effect.  He  would  like  to  go  not 
later  than  spring,  as  soon  as  school  was 
out,  but  he  felt  that  he  must  not  go  with- 
out at  least  a  little  money,  and  he  and 
Stephen  must  each  have  a  new  suit  of 
clothing;  but  he  could  make  it  by  spring, 
providing  he  and  Stephen  both  kept  well. 

With  this  determination  he  arose  and 
walked  to  Stephen's  bedside,  laid  his  hand 
on  his  forehead,  sayin?,  "Sonnie,  you  will 
soon  have  a  mother;  my  own  dear 
mother,  I  know,  will  let  you  call  her 
mother  and  she  will  love  and  care  for 
you  as  she  did  for  your  unworthy  father." 

With  much  interest  Charles  saw  his  lit- 
tle bank  account  grow,  and  at  last  all 
looked  hopeful.  It  was  now  the  first  of 
May,  only  about  a  month  and  he  and 
Stephen  would  leave  Chicago.  On  Satur- 
day they  went  down  town,  and  Charles 
purchased  a  beautiful,  blue  serge  suit  for 
himself,  just  like  the  one  he  wore  when 
he  left  his  father's  home;  also  a  nice  suit 
for  Stephen,  a  suitcase  and  some  other 
articles  for  their  journey.  His  plan  was 
to  go  home  on  his  and  Stephen's  birth- 
days. The  third  of  June  he  would  be 
twenty-eight  years  of  age  and  Stephen 
seven. 


That  evening  Charles  took  from  his 
pocket  a  package  containing  a  book,  un- 
wrapped it  and  handed  it  to  Stephen  say- 
ing, "Sonnie,  here  is  a  birthday  present 
for  you.  It  is  a  very  good  book  and  I 
trust  that  the  reading  of  it  will  help  you 
to  be  good." 

For  some  time  Charles  was  busy  with 
some  writing  while  Stephen  looked  at  the 
pictures  in  his  new  book. 

"Papa,  these  are  beautiful  pictures,"  he 
said,  "I  like  this  book — is  the  sweet-faced 
lady  these   children's  mamma?" 

"Yes,  Stephen,  that  lady  with  the 
sweet  face  is  the  mother  of  the  three  chil- 
dren." 

"Papa,  I'm  sorry  I  never  had  a  mam- 
ma," Stephen  said  as  he  looked  longing- 
ly into  his  father's  face, 

Charles  gathered  Stephen  into  his  arms, 
saying,  "My  dear  little  son,  I  am  going 
to  tell  you  something  real  soon  that  I 
should  have  told  you  a  long  time  ago,  but 
until  then,  and  until  we  go  to  Grand- 
mother's hou.'e,  it  would  be  very  nice  if 
you  would  adopt  the  sweet-faced  lady  in 
your  new  book  for  your  mother,  for  she 
is  a  wonderful  mother  and  will  tell  you 
many  nice  things." 

The  clock  on  the  mantle  struck  the 
hour  of  twelve  and  Charles  was  yet 
awake.  Troubled  thoughts  were  crowding 
into  his  mind.  He  had  decided  to  go  home 
and  this  being  settled  it  brought  a  sense 
of  relief  and  joy  to  his  heart;  but  had  he 
not  promised  his  father  and  mother  ;n 
the  letter  which  he  had  written  to  them 
on  the  train  the  evening  of  his  departure, 
that  he  would  come  home  some  day — 
a  Christian,  and  had  he  not  vowed  again 
and  again  to  himself,  that  he  would  never 
go  back  home  until  he  was  saved?  Now 
he  was  making  plans  for  going,  but  was 
he  making  plans  to  become  a  Christian? 
Tomorrow  is  Sunday,  he  thought.  Father 
and  Mother  and  Elizabeth  will  be  in  their 
accustomed  places  in  the  church  at  Elm 
Point.  They  will,  no  doubt,  pray  for  me 
— yes,  even  now,  at  this  midnight  hour, 
they  may  be  praying  that  I  may  go  to 
church  tomorrow,  on  the  Lord's  day,  and 
give  my  heart  to  God.  Should  he  go  to 
church?  Should  he  go  now,  after  not  hav- 
ing attended  services  for  eight  years? 

Another  question  arose  in  his  mind — 
could  he,  who  had  trampled  all  of  God's 
mercies  under  his  feet,  now  expect  to  re- 
ceive forgiveness?  All  this  caused  trou- 
bled thoughts  to  arise,  but  he  finally  fully 
decided  that  he  would  attend  the  church 
services  the  following  morning  and  soon 
fell  asleep. 

When  he  awakened  the  next  morning 
the  sun  was  shining  brightly  into  his 
room.  Stephen  also  was  awake.  Charles 
told  him  that  after  breakfast  they  would 
go  to  church  and  Sunday  School. 

"What  is  church  and  Sunday  School, 
Papa?  What  are  we  going  to  do  there?" 
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Stephen  asked. 

"The  preacher  and  the  Sunday  School 
teachers  will  tell  us  about  Jesus,"  Charles 
answered. 

The  superintendent  of  the  Sunday 
School  tried  to  persuade  Stephen  to  enter 
a  class  of  boys  of  his  own  age,  but  he 
shook  his  head,  clinging  to  his  father's 
hand.  After  the  Sunday  School  was  dis- 
missed they  sat  together  in  the  auditori- 
um for  the  morning  service.  The  singing 
was  beautiful;  a  man  then  led  in  fervent 
prayer,  and  just  before  the  sermon  two 
young  ladies  sang  a  duet.  The  anointing 
of  God  was  on  them  as  they  sang  the  old, 
but   beautiful   hymn, 

"Jesus,  Savior,  pilot  me, 
Over  life's  tempestuous  sea." 
Charles'  face  was  ashen  pale;  how  often 
he   had  heard  his   mother   sing   that   old 
hymn.   They  continued  to  sing, 

"As  a  mother  stills  her  child, 
Thou  can'st  hush  the  ocean  wild." 

Yes,  Charles  remembered  well  how 
often,  in  childhood,  his  mother  had 
kissed  away  his  tears,  and  now  they  were 
singing,  "As  a  mother  stills  her  child, 
Thou  can'st  hush  the  ocean  wild."  Could 
it  be  possible  that  Jesus  could  comfort 
his  troubled,  sin,-sick  soul  as  his  mother 
had  healed  his  childhood  ills? 

Now  the  minister  arose  to  announce  his 
text.  His  subject  was,  "The  Love  of 
God."  He  had  chosen  for  bis  text  the 
very  familiar  words  that  have  been  the 
means  of  leading  many  a  weary  heart  to 
the  foot  of  the  cross,  "For  God  so  loved 
the  world,  that  he  gave  his  only  begotten 
Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  him, 
should  not  perish,  but  have  everlasting 
hie. 

The  anointing  of  God  was  on  the  min- 
ister and  Charles'  heart  was  very  tender. 
At  the  conclusion  of  the  sermon  he 
longed  to  respond  to  the  altar  call  and 
go  forward  for  prayer,  but  instead  he 
took  Stephen's  hand  and  together  they 
slipped  out  at  a  side  door. 

During  the  week  Charles  was  very 
busy  adjusting  matters  in  the  store,  as 
well  as  his  private  affairs,  for  his  depar- 
ture. He  was  looking  forward  row  with 
great  anticipation  to  the  third  of  June 
when  he  would  go  home  and  see  his  moth- 
er and  father. 

The  following  Sunday  Charles  and 
Stephen  attended  the  evening  service.  Tha 
subject  of  the  sermon  was  "The  Prodigal 
Son."  The  minister's  words  made  a  deep 
impression  on  Charles  for  he  had  row 
been  a  prodigal  from  his  earthly  father's 
house  for  eight  years.  When  the  minister 
emphasized  the  fact  that  although  the 
prodigal  son  was  unworthy,  yet  the 
father  welcomed  him  home  with  great  re- 
joicing, Charles  bowed  his  head  and  wept 
bitterly.  He  thought  of  how  unworthy 
a  son  he  had  been,  and  yet  he  felt  certain 
that  his  father  and  mother  at  Elm  Point 


would  gladly  welcome  him  home  with  re- 
joicing. In  conclusion  the  minister  stated 
that  even  now  the  heavenly  Father  was 
waiting  for  prodigal  sons  to  return  home, 
and  that  He  would  freely  forgive  all  the 
sins  of   the  past. 

With  his  head  resting  on  the  back  of 
the  pew  before  him,  Charles  continued  to 
weep.  He  again  thought  of  the  time  when 
at  the  age  of  eleven  he  had  heard  a  min- 
ister preach  from  the  text,  "Choose  ye 
this  day  whom  ye  will  serve."  He  also 
recalled  the  midnight  hour  when  he  stood 
at  the  crossroads  between  Elm  Point  and 
Lowland  and  heard  the  quartet  of  young 
men  sing  by  the  bedside  of  a  dying- 
mother  the  beautiful  hymn,  "Which  Way 
Shall  I  Take?"  He  had  never  been  able 
to  erase  this  from  his  memory. 

No  one  seemed  to  know  just  how  it 
all  happened,  but  suddenly,  when  the 
minister  was  closing  his  Bible,  he  saw  a 
strong  young  man  coming  forward  and  in 
a  moment  he  was  kneeling  at  the  altar 
with  bowed  head.  Charles  Ludlow  was  at 
last  yielding  his  strong  will  in  submission 
to  the  will  of  God.  Had  he  taken  this  step 
at  eleven,  when  the  Spirit  of  God  was 
striving  with  him,  time  would  have  writ- 
ten a  different  story  in  regard  to  his  life. 

Just  when  Charles  knelt  down  at  the 
altar  the  soft  tones  of  the  organ  began 
to  sound  forth  and  the  choir  sang  soft- 
ly, "Come  home,  come  home,  ye  who  are 
weary,  come  home.''  Several  other  peni- 
tent souls  also  found  their  way  to  the 
altar.  The  minister  and  several  of  his  peo- 
ple knelt  by  their  side  and  engaged  in 
fervent  prayer.  In  a  very  short  time  all 
but  Charles  were  enabled  to  trust  God  for 
deliverance  from  sin.  Christian  people 
continued  to  pray  for  Charles.  It  was 
very  evident  that  he  was  penitent,  but 
it  was  hard  for  him  to  believe  that  God 
would  forgive  one  who  had  rejected 
Christ  so  long.  They  prayed  for  him  and 
encouraged  him  to  trust  in  the  mercies 
of  God  and  the  atoning  b'ood,  but  again 
and  again  he  sobbed,  "O  Jesus,  I  have  re- 
jected Thee  so  long;  how  can  I  hope  to 
receive  forgiveness?''  The  minister  quoted 
mary  promises  but  his  only  answer  was, 
"That   can  not  be  for  me." 

Finally,  in  order  that  he  might  better 
impress  Charles  with  the  great  love  of 
God  for  sinners,  the  minister  said, 
"Young  man,  if  you  have  a  father  and 
mother  and  should  you  ask  their  forgive- 
ness for  any  wrong  committed,  do  you 
believe  they  would  forgive  you?" 

For  the  first  time  Charles  lifted  his 
head,  and  looking  at  the  minister  said, 
"Oh  yes,  I  know  they  would  forgive." 

"Then,"  said  the  minister,  "do  you  be- 
lieve that  your  father's  and  mother's  love 
for  you  is  greater  than  the  love  of  Jesus 
who  died  for  you?" 

There  was  a  serious  look  on  his  face 
and  for  a  moment  he  was  silent,  and  then 


answered,     "No,   Jesus'     love   for  me  is 
greater  than  any  human  love." 

Immediately  he  turned  his  face  heaven- 
ward and  with  his  right  hand  lifted,  said, 
"Yes,  Jesus,  I  do  believe:  and  trust  Thee 
now  for  the  forgiveness  of  all  my  sins." 

A  heavenly  light  came  into  his  face. 
He  rose  to  his  feet  saying,  "Thank  God, 
He  has  taken  away  the  heavy  load  of  sin 
that  I  have  carried  so  long;  His  Spirit 
now  bears  witness  with  my  spirit  that  I 
am  His  child." 

Charles  went  back  to  his  pew,  put  his 
arms  around  Stephen  and  kissed  him  say- 
ing, "Sonnie,  you  have  a  Christian  fath- 
er now;  we  will  now  have  a  Christian 
home  and  read  our  Bible  and  pray  to- 
gether." 

Monday  was  usually  quite  dull  at  the 
store,  and  this  day  Charles  was  glad,  for 
he  had  taken  his  Bible  and  wished  to 
have  some  time  to  read  and  pray.  When 
he  entered  the  store  he  discovered  that 
already  all  the  clerks  were  present. 
Charles  embraced  his  opportunity  to  tell 
those  working  for  him  of  his  conversion. 
With  tear-moistened  eyes  and  deep  emo- 
tion one  of  the  men  clasped  Charles'  hand 
saying,  "I  rejoice  that  you  had  the  cour- 
age to  take  that  noble  step,  and  I  feel 
that  we  should  all  do  as  you  have  had 
the  courage  to  do,  and  I  shall  be  glad  if 
you  will  remember  me  in  your  prayers." 

During  the  day  Charles  found  some 
time  to  read  his  Bible  and  pray.  At  noon, 
instead  of  taking  his  regular  hour  to  eat 
his  lunch,  he  decided  to  fast  and  pray, 
asking  the  Lord  to  sanctify  him.  He  went 
to  the  storage  room  where  he  would  not 
be  disturbed.  There  alone,  seated  on  a  low 
stool  by  the  window,  amidst  boxes  and 
barrels,  he  read  the  Scriptures  and  then, 
with  the  Bible  open  before  him,  he 
prayed,  pleading  the  promises  of  God. 
True  to  the  Word,  the  Holy  Spirit  en- 
tered, cleansing  out  the  carnal  nature, 
sanctifying  his  soul.  Great  peace  flooded 
his  soul,  his  joy  was  unbounded.  When 
the  clock  struck  the  hour  of  one,  time 
for  Charles  to  resume  his  work,  he  put 
his  Bible  into  his  pocket  with  the  assur- 
ance that  his  heart  had  been  cleansed 
through  faith  in  Jesus'  blood. 

At  the  close  of  the  day's  labor,  and 
after  lie  and  Stephen  had  eaten  their 
evening  meal,  Charles  took  his  Bible  and 
read  such  portions  from  God's  Word  as 
Stephen  could  understand.  He  explained 
the  words  regarding  the  fall  of  man,  the 
promise  of  the  Redeemer,  Christ's  birth 
in  the  manger,  His  wonderful  life  and 
work  on  earth  and  His  death  on  the  cross 
for  the  salvation  of  the  world.  It  all 
sounded  very  wonderful  to  Stephen  and 
he  listened  with  much  interest. 

"Papa,"    Stephen   said   with   deep   emo- 
tion when  Charles  closed  the  Bible,  "did 
you  hear  that  beautiful  story  for  the  first 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Him.  The  human  Jesus — in  spite  of  all 
the  idealism  of  His  life,  the  amazing  wis- 
dom of  His  teaching,  and  the  lofty  ex- 
ample of  His  character  is  not  enough  to 
meet  the  deepest  need  of  our  hearts.  "A 
Christ  not  quite  divine  is  like  a  bridge 
broken  at  the  further  end."  But  a  Christ 
who  is  "declared  to  be  the  Son  of  God 
...  by  the  resurrection  from  the  dead" 
(Rom.  1:4.)  attracts  us  with  the  hope 
of  finding  in  Him  a  dynamic  for  victo- 
rious living.  If  He  is  really  alive  for  ever- 
more and  has  all  power  and  authority  in 
Heaven  and  earth,  then,  after  all,  why 
should  He  not  change  our  weakness  into 
strength,  our  inadequacy  into  power,  and 
our  hopelessness  into  assurance? 

The  magnetism  of  the  Divine  Christ 
consists  in  His  aliveness. 

An  artist,  after  having  completed  a 
picture  of  the  crucifixion  went  down  one 
day  to  mix  with  the  people  in  the  famous 
gallery  so  that  he  might  hear  their  com- 
ments. Among  a  motley  crowd  of  rich 
and  poor  he  noticed  a  small  boy  who  had 
come  in  with  some  "grown-ups."  For  the 
sake  of  interest,  the  artist  stooped  to  ask 
the  boy  what  the  picture  was  about. 
"Don't  know?"  was  the  surprised  answer 
of  the  little  fellow.  "That's  Jesus."  "Why 
is  He  on  that  cross?"  asked  the  artist. 
"Because  of  our  sins,"  was  the  reply, 
"He  died  that  we  might  be  forgiven." 
Then  having  got  his  answer  the  artist 
passed  on.  But  a  few  minutes  later  he 
found  the  boy  who  had  run  after  him 
standing  breathlessly  at  his  side.  "Please, 
sir,  there's  a  bit  more.  He  didn't  stay 
dead." 

All  other  founders  of  religions  have 
died  and  have  "stayed  dead."  Jesus  alone 
arose  a  Victor  o'er  the  supersedes,  sur- 
passes every  other  world  teacher.  He  tow- 
ers above  them  all,  supreme,  majestic, 
transcendent,  incomparable,  alone. 

A  schoolmaster  once  asked  his  class  of 
boys,  "Who  would  you  say  is  the  greatest 
living  man?"  Some  of  the  boys  claimed 
that  certain  politicians  were,  others  chose 
famous  exp'orers  or  sportsmen,  but  one 
boy  said,  "Please,  sir,  the  greatest  living 
man  is  Jesus  Christ."  "Oh  no,"  said  the 
master,  "I  said  living  man."  Not  to  be 
thwarted  the  little  fellow  replied,  "My 
mother  told  me  that  Jesus  Christ  rose 
from  the  dead,  and  is  alive  for  evermore." 

To  this  Christ  of  the  empty  tomb,  in 
all  the  dignity  of  His  resurrection  tri- 
umph, Youth  is  inevitably  and  irresisti- 
bly drawn. 

He  is  seen  to  be  infallible  as  an  au- 
thority t:>  dispel  our  doubts  ard  fears,  im- 
pregnable like  a  rock  fortress  in  which 
fo  shelter  from  every  wind  of  temptation, 
and  inexhaustible  as  a  never-failing  spring 


to  meet  every  longing  of  our  thirsty  souls. 
The  Divine  Christ  is  attractive. 

THE  SAVIOR  OF  THE  WORLD 

But  the  deepest  secret  of  His  drawing 
power  has  not  yet  been  touched.  He 
Himself  said,  "I,  if  I  be  lifted  up  from 
the  earth,  will  draw  all  men  unto  me." 
(John  12:32.)  There  is  a  magnetism 
about  the  passion  of  His  redeeming  cross 
which  is  far  greater  than  the  purity  of 
His  human  example,  or  even  the  power  of 
His  divine  life.  In  the  last  analysis  the 
deepest  need  of  every  youthful  heart  is 
not  an  ideal  to  copy,  or  even  a  victor  who 
can  conquer,  but  a  Savior  who  can 
cleanse  from  sin. 

The  contemplation  of  this  unique  and 
sinless  personality  inevitably  awakens  a 
sense  of  guilt,  in  that  we  have  so  utterly 
failed  to  come  anywhere  near  such  an 
ideal  of  life.  Any  of  the  philosophers  can 
be  studied  for  our  intellectual  edification, 
but  when  we  examine  Jesus  Christ  we 
feel  broken  down  by  conviction  of  sin. 
We  begin  to  see  how  far  short  of  the 
glory  of  God  we  have  come,  and  that  our 
fundamental  need  is  not  even  power — but 
pardon. 

The  fact  is  we  have  often  known  the 
better  and  done  the  worse.  We  have  again 
and  again  set  our  wills  in  opposition  to 
God's  will.  We  have  seen  His  Star  of 
Righteousness  offering  to  guide  us  in  the 
paths  of  peace,  but  we  have  been  allured 
by  some  will-o-the-wisp  of  the  world, 
and  have  allowed  ourselves  to  be  snared 
into  the  swamps  of  sin. 

None  of  us  can  come  into  the  presence 
of  the  radiant  loveliness  of  this  Christ 
without  realizing  his  own  sinfulness.  But 
it  is  then,  in  this  moment  of  conviction, 
that  His  cross  rises  up  before  us,  and  we 
hear  the  divine  call  "Come  now,  and  let 
us  reason  together,  saith  the  Lord:  though 
your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  as 
white  as  snow;  though  they  be  red  like 
crimson,  they  shall  be  as  wool."  (Isa.  1: 
18). 

THE  GLORY  OF  SACRIFICE 
Is  anything  more  attractive  than  love 
poured  out  in  sacrifice  for  others?  Sure- 
ly here  is  the  explanation  of  the  drawing 
power  of  the  cross.  Otherwise,  why 
should  it  be  the  most  popular  symbol  of 
Christianity?  In  one  sense  it  is  strange 
that  this  is  so,  for  the  tragedy  of  the 
crucifixion  is  repulsive.  Only  the  morbid 
are  attracted  to  an  execution.  Quivering 
flesh,  bleeding  wounds,  human  hate, 
brutal  murder,  unjust  suffering,  and  un,- 
told  anguish — all  these  are  repulsive. 

Yet  they  are  but  the  externals  of  the 
cross.  Underneath  the  repulsion  of  the 
crucifixion  is  the  love  which  compelled  it, 
and  in  that  is  an  attraction  which  is  ir- 
resistible. The  Cenotaph  was  not  erected 
to  remind  us  of  the  horror  and  hurt  of 
War,  it  is  there  to  commemorate  the  he- 


roism, sacrifice  and  devotion  of  those  who 
laid  down  their  lives  for  their  country. 
So  while  the  tragedy  of  Calvary,  which 
repels  us,  is  one  thing,  the  inward  grace, 
devotion,  self-sacrifice  which  has  borne 
all  that  suffering  to  save  and  redeem  us  is 
another  thing.  Moral  beauty  is  the  giving 
of  self-sacrificing  love.  Moral  ugliness  is 
the  opposite — sinful,  grasping  greed. 

On  a  Western  prairie  in  the  United 
States  two  children  were  let  out  early 
from  school  one  day  because  a  blizzard 
was  threatening.  It  came  quicker  than 
the  teacher  thought,  and  going  home  they 
lost  their  way.  Searchers  went  out,  and 
eventually,  after  a  night  of  anxiety,  they 
found  the  two  little  forms  frozen  to 
death.  The  elder  girl  had  taken  off  her 
cloak  and  wrapped  it  round  her  little  sis- 
ter and  then  put  her  arms  around  her  to 
try  to  keep  her  warm,  but  they  had  both 
succumbed.  Awful,  do  vou  say?  Yes,  it 
was  certainly  terrible.  Yet  there  is  noth- 
ing more  beautiful  than  the  spirit  which 
sacrifices  itself  without  thought  of  any 
return,  refusing  to  save  self  if  only  an- 
other can  be  saved. 

It  is  that  same  spirit  of  uttermost  self- 
giving  to  save  others  at  the  cross,  that 
draws  us  to  it,  for  there  in  Jesus  we  see 
God  giving  His  Best,  His  Dearest,  His 
All,  Himself. 

This  then  is  what  most  attracts  us  to 
Jesus,  that  in  His  suffering  and  death 
He  has  so  given  Himself  to  bear  our  sin, 
that  He  can  now  offer  to  us  a  free  par- 
don from  all  its  guilt,  and  so  we  sing — 

Upon  that  Cross  of  Jesus, 

Mine  eye  at  times  can  see 

The  very  dying  form  of  one 

Who  suffered  there  for  me; 

And  from  my  smitten  heart  with  tears, 

Two  wonders  I  confess, 

The  wonder  of  His  glorious  love, 

And  my  own  worthlessness. 

I  take,  O  Cross,  thy  shadow, 

For   my  abiding  place, 

I  ask  no  other  sunshine  than 

TJx  sunshine  of  His  face, 

Content  to  let  the  world  go  by, 

To  know  no  gain  nor  loss — 

My  sinful  self,  my  only  shame, 

My  glory  all  the  Cross. 

BOUND  LIGHTED  PATHWAYS 

Do  you  want  a  bound  Lighted  Path- 
way book?  This  book  will  have  328  pages 
of  the  best  material  possible  for  your 
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or  evangelist  you  will  find  this  book  in- 
valuable. If  you  are  a  parent  you  cannot 
find  reading  material  better  fitted  for 
your  child.  They  will  thoroughly  enjoy 
it.  If  you  are  old  or  middle-aged  you  will 
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A  Christmas  Story 


Through  Fairy-Land 

BY  JULIA  W.  WOLFE 
"Christmas  is  an  institution  that  ought 
to  be  abolished  by  an  act  of  Congress," 
said  Ruth  Deane.  "Here  have  I  to  go  out 
and  spend  hours  and  hours  racking  my 
brain  to  purchase  things  people  do  not 
want,  and  I  shall  be  pushed  and  bumped 
and  jostled,  and  so  utterly  limp  that  those 
shop-girls  will  be  able  to  dump  anything 
they  like  on  me.  Christmas,  I  say  again, 
is  a  farce,  just  kept  alive  by  shopkeepers 
and  subscribed  to  my  weak-minded  peo- 
ple." 

So  saying,  Ruth  Deane  dropped  the  cur- 
tains of  net,  and  came  away  from  the 
window  from  which  she  had  been  watch- 
ing the  eddy  of  traffic  below. 

Robert  Reede,  with  one  arm  propped 
up  on  the  mantel  of  the  living-room, 
watched  her  quizzically  as  one  watches  a 
precocious  child  showing  off  to  its  el- 
ders. 

"Shades  of  Scrooge!"  he  teased  her, 
"what  terrible  ideas  for  sweet  and  twen- 
ty-two. Where  did  you  pick  them  up?" 
"I  did  not  pick  them  up.  I  originated 
them."  Ruth  wrapped  a  beautiful  coat 
of  gray  squirrel  around  herself,  and 
picked  up  her  jaunty  little  hat  from  the 
place  she  had  tossed  it  a  short  time  ago. 
"Your  sentiments,  Ruth,  are  like  your 
mode  of  living,  all  wrong.'' 

"For  mercy's  sake,  don't  give  me  a  cur- 
tain lecture  when  I  have  stacks  of  shop- 
ping in  front  of  me.  'Sufficient  unto  the 
day — '  " 

Robert  moved  aside  while  she  was  get- 
ting ready,  but  remarked:  "At  least  one 
day  of  your  life  is  going  to  be  fully  oc- 
cupied. Christmas  like  Satan  finds  work 
for  idle  hands  to  do,  eh?" 

Ruth  stamped  on  the  gorgeous  hearth- 
rug,  but  it  muffled   her  indignation. 

"Every  day  of  my  life  is  fully  occu- 
pied." 

"Yes,  indeed,  most  strenuous  existence. 
Letters  in  the  morning  from  people  who 
care  nothing  for  you.  Breakfast,  mani- 
cure or  a  shampoo  next,  lunch,  with  the 
eternal  bridge  to  follow.  The  hard  work 
of  dressing  for  dinner,  and  the  cruel 
labor  of  going  to  the  theatre  or  to  a  danc- 
ing club  afterwards.  It's  just  a  marvel 
how  you  keep  the  pace." 

Ruth  turned  on  him  in  a  fury. 
"Any  one  would  think  it  was  you,  in- 
stead of  your  father,  who  is  my  guar- 
dian. Just  because  you  happen  to  have  a 
bee  in  your  bonnet  about  living  your  life 
for  other  people,  and  go  and  study  law 
just  to  help  other  silly  people  who  can't 
fight  their  own  battles,  you  think  every 
one  else  ought  to  do  the  same.  The  poor 


man's  lawyer  and  friend!" 

Ruth  snatched  up  her  white  gloves,  and 
made  an  exit,  haughty  as  a  queen. 

The  car  was  outside;  and  Miss  Cook, 
her  secretary,  sat  waiting.  On  the  way  to 
the  shops  Ruth  stanched  conversation  by 
pretending  to  jot  down  shopping-notes  on 
the  pad  she  drew  from  one  of  the  pockets 
of  this  well-appointed  car.  She  could  not 
get  Robert  out  of  her  mind.  She  never 
could,  in  fact.  He  always  seemed  to  stand 
out  like  a  giant,  physically  and  morally, 
from  the  young  men  of  her  set.  He  was 
an  eagle  of  a  man,  reducing  Ruth's  chin- 
less  admirers  into  mere  jays. 

Ruth  and  her  aged  guardian,  Homer 
Reede,  rarely  saw  anything  of  Robert, 
though  he  lived  in  the  city  with  them. 
He  gave  himself  just  a  Christmas  and  a 
summer  holiday  from  his  work,  and  a 
very  rare  week-end.  It  piqued  Ruth  that 
he  did  not  come  oftener  to  see  her. 

Robert  was  the  only  man  who  was 
rude  to  her,  the  only  man  who  had  the 
nerve  to  tell  her  that  she  was  utterly 
useless  in  the  world  except  from  a  pic- 
torial point  of  view.  He  was  never  in  her 
house  twenty-four  hours  before  they 
were  at  sword's  points.  Yet  Ruth  liked 
him  through  and  through.  She  could  not 
help  it.  There  was  something  so  vital  and 
purposeful  about  him.  He  had  set  up  a 
goal  in  life,  and  meant  to  attain  it.  Be- 
sides, Ruth  felt  like  a  piece  of  driftwood. 
No  one  else  ever  inspired  her  with  the 
same  sensation,  and  she  never  made  conr- 
tact  with  him  without  realizing  that 
some  intangible  happiness  radiated  from 
his  personality.  She  envied  him  this  in- 
wardness. It  was  disquieting. 

The  car  drew  up  in  the  heart  of  the 
brilliant  shopping-district,  and  they  got 
out. 

At  sight  of  the  windows  even  the  bored 
Ruth  felt  a  sudden  quickening  of  inter- 
est, and  captured,  however  fleetingly, 
some  of  that  unnamable  spirit  that  radi- 
ates Christmas.  Though  it  was  broad 
daylight,  the  windows  glittered  valiant- 
lv  in  a  carnival  'of  color;  the  great  elec- 
tric lights  challenging  a  half-hearted  De- 
cember sun  until  it  gave  up  the  unequal 
contest,  and   retired  behind  the  clouds. 

People  surged  round  the  windows. 
There  were  the  people  who  came  to  look 
and  the  people  who  came  to  buy.  The 
more  homely  ones  of  the  earth  gazed  in 
awe  upon  the  gorgeous  things  that  wealth 
could  buy;  and  over  their  shoulders 
peeped  women  with  soft  voices  and  softer 
perfumes  who  would  go  in  and  purchase 
these  things  as  carelessly  as  if  they  were 
nuts  in  the  autumn  woods.  The  inequali- 
ties of  life  were  amazing. 


"Now,  then,  you  youngsters,  clear  out 
of  here,"  commandered  a  big  voice,  and 
a  policeman  as  large  as  his  voice  glowered 
down  upon  two  children  whose  noses 
were  very  nearly  pressed  flat  against  the 
plate  glass. 

They  were  taking  it  in  turns  to  choose 
gorgeous  gifts,  the  scale  of  favor  being 
made  by  a  forefinger  trailed  smearingly 
across  the  plate  glass. 

"And  that — ooh — that — and  that." 
"D'ye    hear    me,    you    kids?"    shouted 
the  officer.  The   big  voice  grew   bigger, 
and  at  length  penetrated  the  juvenile  at- 
tention. 

The  little  girl  recognized  the  wisdom 
of  departing,  though  she  rebelled  furi- 
ously at  this  unfair  ejection  from  Eden. 
She  gathered  up  her  curly-headed  broth- 
er, and  was  about  to  walk  on,  when  a 
woman  in  a  squirrel  coat  miraculously  in- 
tervened. 

"These  children  are  all  right.  They're 
coming  into  the  shop  with  me,"  she  told 
the  officer,  who  looked  as  if  a  thunder- 
bolt had  hit  him. 

"But,  Miss  Deane,"  protested  Ruth's 
ladylike  secretary,  "the  children  are  so 
unclean.  Can't  you  arrange  to  have  some 
toys  sent  to  them?" 

"No,  I  am  going  to  take  them  through 
the  fairy-land  shop  here  just  for  the  pure 
pleasure  of  watching  them;  and  they 
shall  choose  for  themselves  just  what  toys 
they  want.  The  chauffeur  can  take  you 
home  if  you  are  afraid  of  catching  any- 
thing from  them.  Come  on,  kiddies." 

The  little  red-headed  girl  eyed  Ruth 
for  a  moment  with  the  habitual  distrust 
that  many  get;  but  Ruth  couid  be  very- 
fascinating  when  she  liked,  and  this  was 
one  of  the  moments  when  she  liked.  The 
fierce  maiden  was  conquered.  Off  she 
trotted  beside  "the  lady,"  dragging  along 
a  bewildered  Johnny  and  occasionally  giv- 
ing a  surreptitious  stroke  to  the  wonder- 
ful fur  coat  the  lady  wore. 

They  made  a  very  curious  trio,  and 
both  customers  and  shop-girls  stared  at 
Ruth;  but  Ruth  cared  not.  She  was  made 
of  that  sort  of  stuff  that  goes  right  on 
with  the  thing  in  hand,  entirely  scorn- 
ful of  outside  opinion.  It  crossed  her  mind 
as  they  were  already  going  down-stairs 
to  an  enchanted  realm  of  dolls  and  teddy 
bears  that  Robert  would  approve  of  her 
quixotic  impulse. 

When  she  had  first  caught  sight  of  the 
two  waifs,  it  awoke  a  kind  of  pitiful  in- 
terest in  her  that  these,  who  had  nothing, 
possessed  all  things  in  that  they  possessed 
content.  It  was  quite  enough  to  choose 
the  lovely  things  in  the  window  and  to 
own  them  in  their  land  of  make-believe. 
This  mystic  ownership  was  quite  satisfac- 
tory until  the  man  with  the  big  voice 
had  taken  away  even  the  little  they  had, 
and  fanned  Ruth's  half-aroused  interest 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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OUTLINE    FOR    PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few 
moments  of  silent  prayer:  Then  call  on  some 
one  to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking 
God's  blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will 
make  the  short  song  service  which  should 
follow    more    impressivi  . 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs 
between  your  talks  further  along  in  the 
meetings.  This  will  give  variety  to  your  pro- 
gram and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being 
tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic, 
read  the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of 
prayer,  perhaps  having  the  young  people  to 
pray  short  prayers  or  one  person  to  lead 
as  you  may  desire.  Young  people  need  to  be- 
trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when 
they  are  called  into  the  field  of  service  IN  ■ 
the  Master.  So  often  the  leader  will  call  out 
older  ones  who  are  experienced.  This  Is  a 
training  class  for  young  workers.  Let  us 
bear  this  in  mind. 

Tie-    leader  should   thin    make   her   opening 
talk   from   the   "THOUGHTS   FOR  LEADER 
In    Lesson    Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be 
handed  out  a  week  before  and  the  different 
ones  should  be  ready  now  for  their  discus- 
sion of  the  topic.  Each  one  should  be  well 
prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic  unless  you 
intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it.  It  is 
a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when 
one  who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent 
or  unprepared.  Ask  God  to  make  yon  one  of 
those  Christians  who  can  always  r»e  de- 
pended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the 
topic  been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on 
the  program  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others 
If  they  have  any  thought  they  would  like 
to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others  good 
thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you 
have  to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible. 
Long,  tiresome  talks  will  drive  young  peo- 
ple from  your  meetings.  No  one  is  supposed 
to   preach    a   sermon    in    a   T.    P.    E.    meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
Invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a 
chance  to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  ana 
accept    Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting 
asking  God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray 
for    the    salvation    of    your    unsaved    frienas. 


Bible  Lesson 

Topic,  "IF  I  WERE  TO  BE  A  FOREIGN 

MISSIONARY,  WHAT  COUNTRY 

WOULD  I  CHOOSE?   WHY? 

Scripture  lesson:   Acts   1:8. 

In  Clara  E.  Laughlin's  beautiful  little 
story,  "The  Penny  Philanthropist,"  the 
millionaire's  daughter  asks  Peggy,  "Who 
lives  among  and  is  an  adept  at  helping 
poor  folks?  What  is  the  best  time  of  day 
to  come  so  that  she  can  also  help  the  poor 
people?"  Peggy  replies,  "Well,  avenins  is 
the  best  for  me;  but  afternoons  is  pritty 
good  too;  an,  I  must  say  mornins  aint  to 
be  sneered  at.  I  guess  it  is  like  this:  There 
aint  no  time  of  day  or  night  whin  ye 
can't  fin  some  wan  that  nades  ye — if  ye 
knows  where  to  look." 

When  we  ask  what  country  needs  a 
missionary  most  we  begin  by  saying, 
Africa,  then  China,  then  Spain,  then 
Persia,  then  Siam,  then  Korea,  and  final- 
ly end  by  saying,  I  guess  there  isn't  a 
single  country  in  the  world  that  doesn't 
need  the  gospel  after  all.  And  so  it  is. 
Naturally  different  countries  have  dif- 
ferent needs  and  the  problems  must  be 
met  differently  in  each  country,  but  the 


need  is  one — the  need  of  the  gospel  in  all 
its  p 

YOUR  OWN  INCLINATIONS 
What  country  you  serve  should  depend 
largely  on  your  ow;.  inclinations  and 
knowledge.  Through  some  speaker, 
through  some  returned  missionary, 
through  some  book  read,  you  gain  knowl- 
edge  of  some  particular  country. 

You  feci  a  desire  to  become  a  mission- 
ary; you  then  as!:,  where  will  my  efforts 
count  most?  How  am  I  impressed  by  the 
appeal  of  this  country  and  that?  What 
type  of  work  am  I  fitted  ;o  do  and  do 
I  want  to  do?  Where  is  that  type  of 
work  needed  most?  What  is  my  equip- 
ment for  the  work?  After  the  individ- 
ual has  answered  these  questions  to  the 
best  of  his  ability  he  then  must  follow 
his  deepest  impressions.  How  does  he  fin- 
ally feel  impressed? 

HE   SHOULD   COUNCIL   WITH   HIS 
CHURCH 

Every  missionary  to  do  his  best  work 
must  place  himself  under  the  care  of  his 
church  and  its  missionary  work.  Natu- 
rallyr  before  he  finally  decides  where  he 
wants  to  go  he  will  consult  his  church 
about  what  positions  are  open  in  the  dif- 
ferent fields.  He  will  ask  the  church  to 
inform  him  as  to  where  the  need  is 
greatest  at  the  moment,  where  his  life 
will  count  the  most,  and  where  he  can 
labor  most  effectively  to  promote  the 
cause  that  his  church  stards  for.  After 
such  a  conference  there  is  only  one  more 
step  to  be  taken. 

DEPEND  ON  GOD 

Ask  God  what  He  wishes  you  to  do, 
and  where  He  wishes  you  to  go.  The  on- 
ly way  to  know  God's  will  is  just  to 
study,  think,  seek  the  advice  and  counsel 
of  friends.  Pray  that  God  will  make  the 
way  plain,  and  then  wait  for  an  impres- 
sion. The  experience  of  ministers  and 
missionaries  seeking  to  know  God's  wiil 
is  that  the  guidance  of  God  always  comes 
sooner  or  later.  After  one  has  taken  every 
other  step,  he  can  be  sure  that  God's 
guidance  will  not  fail. 

MISSIONARY  EDUCATION 

The  greatest  drawback  to  our  young 
people  is  the  lack  of  education  along  mis- 
sionary lines.  Get  you  some  good  books 
on  the  different  countries  and  join  our 
Reading  Circle.  This  is  the  best  way  to 
become  interested  in  other  countries.  We 
must  be  students  before  we  can  ever  hope 
to  do  much  for  God. 

SOME  MISSIONARY  READINGS 

A  man  who  said,  "No" — Jonah   1:1-3. 

Ready  for  anything — Isa.   6:8. 

Seeking  God's  will— Acts   16:9-13. 

Beginning  at  home — Luke  24:44-48. 

Where  the  task  is  hard — Rom.   1:8-16. 

Where  the  need  is  greatest — Matt.  9: 
35-38. 


Topic,   "HABAKKUK   THE   PROPHET" 

Text:  "Write  the  vision,  and  make  it 
plain  ....  that  he  may  run  that  read- 
eth." — Habakkuk  2:2.  (Read  verses  1  to 
4   and    18    to   20.) 

A  WRESTLING  SOUL 
Of  this  distinguished  man,  save  that 
his  prophecy  is  timed  with  that  of  Jere- 
miah, very  little  is  known.  The  book  that 
bears  his  name,  however,  supplies  a  weii- 
drawn  picture  of  his  character.  His  name 
meaning  "wrestler"  is  significant.  Here 
was  a  struggling,  battling  personality. 
Habakkuk's  temperament  had  nothing  in 
it  of  the  passive  or  phlegmatic — he  could 
never  take  things  for  granted  nor  fol- 
low the  line  of  least  resistance.  Llere 
was  a  man  prepared  to  wrestle  for  his 
faith,  his  convictions  and  his  ministry. 
i  Those  who  have  made  the  most  of  life 
and  left  the  furrows  of  influence  on  the 
sands  of  history  have  been  invariably  of 
this  aggressive  type.  Be  he  prophet, 
preacher,  statesman,  captain  of  industry, 
explorer,  or  scientist,  the  man  who  has 
left  his  mark  upon  his  age  is  the  man  who 
has  been  spiritually  and  mentally  a 
wrestler.  Someone  has  said  "our  lives  arc 
not  meant  to  be  garden^  but  wrestling 
grounds."  It  is  immensely  important  in 
youth  that  we  do  not  form  habits  of  in- 
dolence either  in  soul,  mind  or  body — let 
us  shake  ourselves  wide  awake  to  play  the 
man  in  the  workshop  of  life  when  God 
expecte  us  not  only  to  make  something 
but  by  His  grace  make  ourselves. 
THE  PROPHET  IN  PERPLEXITY 
The  book  of  Habakkuk  is  one  of  pro- 
gression. It  starts  down  and  it  ends  up. 
It  begins  with  a  meeting  approaching  a 
wail  of  despair  and  it  closes  with  a  shout 
of  confidence.  The  prophet  had  a  very 
real  problem  which,  like  the  courageous 
man  he  was,  he  looked  in   the  face. 

How  much  doubt  would  be  dispersed, 
how  much  spiritual  darkness  would  be  en- 
lightened if  people  were  only  brave 
enough  to  take  out  the  problems  of  their 
souls  and  look  at  them!  Better  to  talk  the 
thing  over  with  a  wise  friend,  better  to 
put  the  thing  in  writing  like  Habakkuk 
did  than  just  brood  over  the  doubt  in 
secret  till  it  eats  away  all  the  joy  and 
faith,  and  drags  the  soul  to  despair.  The 
prophet's  perplexity  was  this — he  could 
not  reconcile  Jehovah's  seeming  indiffer- 
ence to  the  evil  conditions  that  prevailed. 
He  is  not  the  first  nor  the  last  saint  who 
has  looked  on  the  apparent  prosperity  of 
low  standards  and  evil  life  and  became  be- 
wildered with  the  slow  process  of  justice, 
not  the  only  one  who  has  looked  out  on 
such  conditions  and  cried,  "O  Lord,  how 
long?"  Faith  in  the  ultimate  triumph  of 
good  over  evil  is  the  sheet  anchor  of  the 
soul — the  righteous  man  is  surrounded  by 
problems  in  every  age,  but  though  rough 
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and  tumble  here,  they  will  be  all  straight 
hereafter. 

"Though  the  mills  of  God  grind  slowly, 

Yet  they  grind  exceeding  small; 
Though  with  patience  stands  He  waiting, 
With  exactness  grinds  He  all." 

THE  PROPHET  REJOICING 
Once  Habakkuk  caught  the  vision  of 
Jehovah's  all-embracing  care,  there  were 
no  more  complaints,  there  were  no  limits 
to  his  faith.  The  man  who  has  fought  his 
way  through  doubts  is  the  man  whose  as- 
surance is  full  and  triumphant.  This  vis- 
ion filled  the  prophet  with  utmost  con- 
fidence which  was  content  to  wait  God's 
time  for  the  performance  of  God's  prom- 
ise. This  buoyant  experience  gave  Habak- 
kuk an  outlook  far  ahead  of  his  times  and 
inspired  him  to  utter  these  glorious  words, 
"The  just  shall  live  by  ...  .  faith." 
These  very  words  were  the  pivot  upon 
which  the  Reformation  turned.  Halfway 
up  the  Santa  Scala,  which  the  dissatis- 
fied monk  was  ascending  on  his  knees, 
Habakkuk's  challenge  came  to  the  soul 
of  Martin  Luther.  It  made  him  pause  in- 
stantly, and  rising  to  his  feet,  he  walked 
down  into  the  world  to  live  in  the  free- 
dom of  those  mighty  words  and  send 
their  message  with  reviving  force 
through    all    Christendom. 

Habakkuk's  writings  close  with  a  beau- 
tiful poem   which   for  lofty   theme,   sub- 
lime thought,  exquisite  imagery  and  mu- 
sic of  language,  is  said  to  be  unsurpassed 
in    all    Hebrew    poetry.    There    is    alwa)  s 
true  harmony  in  the  soul  wherein  reigns 
perfect  trust.   The   discordant   jangle      of 
conflicting   desire   and   carping      care      is 
driven   out    when    faith    takes    command. 
Lower  motives  appeal  in  vain  to  ears  that 
have   caught    the   majestic    chord   of   ce- 
lestial notes,  and  the  pomps  of  life  seem 
poor  and  tawdry  to  one  who  has  looked 
upon  the  glory  of  building  living  temple"; 
unto   the  King  of   kings.      Just   how   the 
vision  came  to  Habakkuk  we  are  not  told, 
but  forever  after  he  was  a  changed  man. 
His  every  word  was  changed  with  the  in- 
fluence of  his  contact  with     the     living 
God.  So  does  every  life  that  touches  God 
carry  His   image.   Just   as   the   hand   of   a 
dyer  that  has  been  working  with  crimson 
becomes  of  the  same  hue,  just  as  the  hand 
that  has  been  handling  perfume  becomes 
fragrant,    so    will    faith — the      hand      bv 
which  we  lay  hold  of  the  precious     and 
eternal — take  on  the  fragrance  and  glory 
of  what  it  grasps.  May  God  give  us  the 
confidence  and  beauty  of  like  faith! 

NOTE:    Along  with   this   lesson   study 
from  your  Bible  this  prophet's  life. 


The  person  who  does  not  see  God  back 
of  every  promise  in  the  Bible  has  never 
had  a  good  view  of  Him,  nor  has  he  had 
a  good  view  of  the  Bible  as  a  book.  A 
man  cannot  look  by  faith  at  one,  without 
seeing  both. 


Bible  Lesson 
Topic,  "CHRISTIAN  PERSONAL 

WORK" 
Scripture   lesson:    St.    John    15:1-14, 

ITS  GREAT  IMPORTANCE 
The  importance  of  personal  work  we 
cannot  overestimate.  Jesus  worked  per- 
sonally when  opportunity  afforded,  as  in 
the  case  with  Nicodemus,  John  3 ;  with 
the  man  at  the  pool,  John  5 ;  and  with 
the  woman  at  the  well,  John  4.  The 
method  was  used  by  the  apostles  and 
the  early  Church.  It  is  the  work  needed 
now,  if  many  souls  are  to  be  reached. 

The  Holy  Ghost  will  convict  men  and 

women  of  sin,  but  He  needs  human  help 

to  reach  human  hearts.  Many  people  are 

already   convinced    that    they   should      be 

Christians.   The  great  difficulty  is  to  get 

them  to  surrender  now  and  seek  the  Lord. 

Never  was  it  more  needful  than  now, 

that    we   go    out    into   the   highways   and 

hedges   and  compel  them   to  come  in. 

QUALIFICATIONS  NEEDED 

One    who    would   have    real    success   in 

winning  souls   to  Christ  roust  himself  or 

herself  be  thoroughly  converted  and  live 

a   holy   life      and   be      filled      with      the 

Ploly   Ghost.    Just    as    the    telegraph   wire 

must  be  insulated,  before  it  can  carry  the 

electric  message,  so  the  Christian  must  be 

insulated  from  his   old   life  of  sin  before 

he   can   carry   the   gospel   message   to   lost 

souls. 

A  love  for  lost  souls  is  needed  and  also 
a  realization  that  we  may  be  held  respon- 
sible for  them.  "When  I  say  unto  the 
wicked,  O  wicked  man,  thou  shalt  sure- 
ly die;  if  thou  dost  not  speak  to  warn  the 
wicked  from  his  way,  that  wicked  man 
shall  die  in  his  iniquity;  but  his  blood 
will  I  require  at  thine  hand.  Neverthe- 
less, if  thou  warn  the  wicked  of  his  way 
to  turn  from  it;  if  he  do  not  turn  from 
his  way,  he  shall  die  in  his  iniquity;  but 
thou  hast  delivered  thy  soul,"  Ezek.  33: 
8,  9. 

A  knowledge  of  the  Word  of  God  is 
needed,  also  wisdom  from  the  study  of  the 
Word,  that  it  may  be  rightly  divided. 

The  one   who  would   have  real  success 

in  winning  souls  needs  the  baptism  of  the 

Holy  Ghost  and  to  live  a  life  of  prayer. 

THE  SOUL  WINNER'S  PRAYER 

The  prayer  for  winning  a  soul  to  God 

must  be  one  of  faith  and  waiting. 

( 1 )  Let  us  pray  to  always  have  grace 
and  courage  to  confess  Christ,  always  tes- 
tify for  Him  for  the  sake  of  our  influ- 
ence over  lost  souls.  Pray,  "Lord  help  me 
to  acknowledge  thee  in  all  my  ways." 

(2)  Pray,  "Lord  direct  me  to  the  right 
person."  "Then  the  Spirit  said  unto 
Philip,  Go  near,  and  join  thyself  to  this 
chariot,"  Acts  8:29. 

(3)  Pray,  "Lord,  show  me  what  to 
say."  "If  any  of  you  lack  wisdom,  let  him 
ask  of  God,  that  giveth  to  all  men  liber- 
ally," Jas.  1:5, 


(4)  Pray  that  God  will  give  power  to 
what  is  said,  "It  is  the  Spirit  that  quick- 
eneth." 

( 5 )  Pray  that  God  will  carry  on  the 
work  with  the  soul,  after  we  are  through. 

FRUIT  PROMISED  TO  FAITHFUL 
EFFORTS 
God  has  chosen  us  and  sent  us  forth  in 
Flis  service,  promising  fruit  as  the  result 
of  our  work.  "Ye  have  not  chosen  me, 
but  I  have  chosen  you,  and  ordained  you, 
that  ye  should  go  and  bring  forth  fruit, 
and  that  your  fruit  should  remain,"  John 
15:16.  "And  the  lord  said  unto  the  serv- 
ant, Go  out  into  the  highways  and  hedges, 
and  compel  them  to  come  in,  that  my 
house  may  be  filled,"  Luke  14:23.  "And 
he  saith  unto  them,  Follow  me,  and  I 
will  make  vou  fishers  of  men,"  Matt.  4: 
19. 

"And  he  that  reapeth  receiveth 
wages,  and  gathereth  fruit  unto  life  eter- 
nal: that  both  he  that  soweth  and  he  that 
reapeth  may  rejoice  together,"  John  4: 
3  6.  There  are  wages  that  come  now  as  we 
work,  and  there  is  a  reward  that  will 
come  by  and  by. 

"And  let  us  not  be  we?ry  in  well  do- 
ing: for  in  due  season  we  shall  reap,  if 
we  faint  not,"  Gal.  6:9. 

"And  they  that  be  wise  shall  shine  as 
the  brightness  of  the  firmament;  and  they 
that  turn  many  to  righteousness  as  the 
stars  for  ever  and  ever,"  Dan.  12:3. 
FOR  THOSE  WHO  FEEL  WEAK  AND 
FEARFUL 
In  all  our  work  for  the  Lord,  He  prom- 
ises to  maintain  us.  Note  some  of  His 
promises.  "And  God  is  able  to  make  all 
grace  abound  toward  you;  that  ye,  al- 
ways having  all  sufficiency  in  all  things, 
may  abound  to  every  good  work,"  2  Cor. 
9:8.  "And  he  said  unto  me,  My  grace  is 
sufficient  for  thee:  for  my  strength  is 
made  perfect  in  weakness,"  2  Cor.   12:9. 

May  we  prove  all  of  these  promises? 
"But  my  God  shall  supply  all  your  need 
according  to  his  riches  in  glory  by  Christ 
Jesus,"  Phil.  4:19.  "He  giveth  power  to 
the  faint,  and  to  them  that  have  no 
might  he  increaseth  strength.  Even  the 
youths  shall  faint  and  be  weary,  and  the 
young  men  shall  utterly  fall:  But  they 
that  wait  upon  the  Lord  shall  renew  their 
strength;  they  shall  mount  up  with  wings 
as  eagles;  they  shall  run,  and  not  be 
weary;  and  they  shall  walk,  and  not 
faint,"  Isa.   40:29,   30,   31. 

"I    can    do    all    things    through    Christ 
which  strengtheneth  me,"  Phil.  4:13. 
HINTS  AND  SUGGESTIONS 

(1)  Worker's  life  text  is  2  Tim.  2: 
15,  "Study  to  shew  thyself  approved  un- 
to God,  a  workman  that  needeth  not  to 
be  ashamed,  rightly  dividing  the  word  of 
truth." 

(2)  The  field  is  ripe  to  harvest.  "Say 
not  ye,  There  are  yet  four  months,  and 
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then  cometh  harvest?  behold,  I  say  unto 
you,  Lift  up  your  eyes,  and  look  on  the 
fields;  for  they  are  white  already  to 
harvest,"  John  4:3  5. 

(3)  Are  you  proving  faithful?  "There- 
fore be  ye  also  ready:  for  in  such  an  hour 
as  ye  think  not  the  Son  of  man  cometh. 
Who  then  is  a  faithful  and  wise  serv- 
ant, whom  his  lord  hath  made  ruler  over 
his  household,  to  give  them  meat  in  due 
season?  Blessed  is  that  servant,  whom  his 
lord  when  he  cometh  shall  find  so  doing,'' 
Matt.  24:44-46.       ' 

(4)  Consecrate  yourself  to  the  work. 
"I  beseech  you  therefore,  brethren,  by  the 
mercies  of  God,  that  ye  present  your 
bodies  a  living  sacrifice,  holy,  acceptable 
unto  God,  which  is  your  reasonable  serv- 
ice," Rom.    12:1. 

Bible  Lesson 

Topic,  "THE  FIRST  CHRISTMAS" 

Scripture  lesson,  Luke  2:8-16;  Matt.  2: 
1-11. 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
Our  scripture  lesson  gives  us  a  picture 
of  the  first  Christmas.  The  angels 
brought  to  us  that  first  morning  the 
song  that  is  still  ringing  in  the  earth  this 
Christmas  morning  1937.  And  those  of 
us  who  love  and  worship  the  Savior  who 
was  given  to  us  on  that  morning  can  feel 
this  song,  "Glory  to  God  in  the  highest, 
Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men,"  ring- 
ing in  our  hearts  just  now.  And  we  have 
shown  by  presenting  our  own  bodies  a 
living  sacrifice  (Rom.  12:1)  that  we  ap- 
preciate this  gift,  but  there  are  thousands 
of  people  in  our  country  who  are  going 
on  enjoying  the  good  blessings  that  this 
first  Christmas  morning  brought  to 
them,  who  never  think  of  Him  or  the 
price  He  paid  for  them.  If  there  are  any 
of  this  kind  in  your  meeting,  as  you  study 
this  lesson  we  hope  and  pray  that  you  may 
surrender  your  life  to  Him  who  bought 
you  with  His  own  precious  blood  1937 
years  ago.  This  is  the  gift  that  Christ  is 
asking  you  for  at  this  Christmas  time. 

NO  ROOM  FOR  CHRIST  IN  THE 

INN 
Luke  2:7 
We  find  by  the  study  of  the  Word 
that  the  people  in  that  day,  when  our 
Lord  came  the  first  time,  were  cold  and 
heartless  just  as  they  are  now.  There  was 
no  room  for  Him  in  the  inn.  Had  they 
known  that  in  their  midst  was  being  born 
a  great  character  like  Jesus,  their  doors 
would  have  been  opened  and  He  would 
have  been  given  a  place.  But  they  did  not 
know.  Why?  Because  they  had  not  studied 
the  scriptures,  many  of  them,  and  some 
had  studied  but  because  of  their  hardness 
of  heart  had  not  been  willing  to  accept 
God's  humble  way  of  sending  His  Son 
into  the  world.  They  thought  He  would 
come  in  some  great  way,     perhaps     as  a 


great  king  in  pomp  and  g'ory.  We  want 
you  to  notice  especially  that  it  was  the 
church  that  turned  their  backs  on  Jesus 
at  first  and  so  it  is  in  many  cases  today. 
Many  of  our  churches  today  have  little 
room  for  Jesus,  and  I  doubt,  if  He  should 
come,  if  He  would  feel  at  home.  The  old- 
time  power  is  a  thing  of  the  past  and 
those  who  do  contend  for  the  faith  once 
delivered  to  the  saints  are  not  welcome 
in  their  midst. 
THE  WISE  MEN  AND  THE  SHEP- 
HERDS 
These  men  must  have  been  true  stu- 
dents of  the  Scriptures,  and  they  must 
have  been  looking  for  the  Messiah.  The 
shepherds  must  have  had  their  ears  open 
to  the  deep  things  of  God  for  if  they  had 
not  they  would  not  have  heard  the  songs 
of  the  angels.  We  have  no  account  of  any 
other  shepherds  hearing  the  song  or  go- 
ing to  Bethlehem  to  see  the  child.  Then 
the  wise  men  must  have  been  looking  for 
Him  or  they  would  nat  have  noticed  the 
star.  Perhaps  there  were  thousands  of 
astronomers  who  did  not  see  the  wonder- 
ful star,  and  who  knew  nothing  of  its 
meaning,  if  they  did  see  it.  But  the  atti- 
tude of  the  wise  men  and  the  shepherds 
was  such  that  God  could  reveal  the  mean- 
ing of  these  wonderful  happenings  to 
them.  God  help  us  to  study  the  Word  and 
keep  in  that  attitude  that  will  make  it 
possible  for  Jesus  to  reveal  His  purpose 
and  plan  to  us. 

THE  ANGELS 
There  was  great  rejoicing  in  heaven 
over  the  coming  of  the  Lord  to  redeem 
mankind  back  to  God.  And  the  angels 
came  to  make  the  announcement  of  His 
coming,  "Fear  not,  for  behold  I  bring 
you  good  tidings  of  great  joy,  which  shall 
be  to  all  people.  For  unto  you  is  born  this 
day  in  the  city  of  David  a  Savior  which 
is  Christ  the  Lord."  Then  they  sang  the 
most  beautiful  song  that  has  ever  reached 
the  ears  of  man.  "Glory  to  God  in  the 
highest,  and  on  earth  peace  and  good  will 
to  men."  They  announced  His  birth, 
where  He  was  born,  why  He  was  born, 
for  whom  He  was  born,  and  that  the  re- 
sults would  be  peace  on  earth  and  good 
will  to  men.  There  was  nothing  more  lo 
say  if  the  people  of  the  earth  had  been 
ready  to  hear  and  receive.  It  may  seem 
to  those  who  do  not  understand  that  the 
peace  is  not  here  yet,  but  those  who  have 
accepted  our  Savior  have  a  peace  the 
world  knows  nothing  about.  Then  the 
great  reign  of  peace  is  yet  to  come  when 
the  devil  will  be  chained  and  the  Lord 
and  His  saints  will  have  right  of  way  in 
this  world.  This  will  be  the  reign  of 
peace.  Men  are  working  for  this  peace  in 
their  own  way  but  we  can  never  have  it 
till  Jesus  comes  and  the  devil  is  chained. 
All  that  our  nations  can  do  will  not 
take  the  sin  out  of  men's  hearts,  and 
as  long  as  the  devil  is  loose  there  will  be 


war  and  bloodshed  in  this  world  of  ours. 

SIMEON  AND  ANNA  THE 

PROPHETESS 

Here  are  two  more  characters  who  had 
been  studying  the  scripture  and  were 
looking  for  Him.  Simeon  was  an  old  saint 
whe  looked  for  the  promise  to  be  ful- 
filled. He  waited  anxiously  for  His  com- 
ing, and  the  Holy  Ghost  was  upon  him. 
And  it  was  revealed  unto  him  that  he 
should  not  see  death  before  he  had  seen 
the  Lord  Christ.  Simeon  went  to  see  the 
Child  and  took  Him  in  his  arms  and  said: 
"Lord,  now  lettest  thou  thy  servant  de- 
part in  peace,  according  to  thy  word:  for 
mine  eyes  have  seen  thy  salvation,  which 
thou  hast  prepared  before  the  face  of  all 
people;  A  light  to  lighten  the  Gentiles, 
and  the  glory  of  thy  people  Israel."  This 
was   the   receptive   attitude   of   Simeon. 

Anna  showed  a  similar  faith  to  that  of 
Simeon.  She  served  God  with  fastings  and 
prayers  day  and  night.  She  gave  thanks, 
proclaimed  Him  as  Savior,  Messiah,  and 
Redeemer.  It  was  an  exceptional  thing 
that  a  woman  should  be  a  prophetess,  and 
here  she  was  one  of  the  first  to  speak 
about  Christ.  This  ought  to  be  good 
authority  for  women  to  share  in  giving 
the  gospel  to  the  world  whether  it  be  by 
preaching  or  testimony  or  by  the  printed 
page,  even  if  they  can  not  hold  office  in 
the  Church.  It  was  Eve  who  was  first  to 
transgress  and  so  women  should  do  their 
best  to  bring  man  back  to  God. 
THE  SECOND  COMING  OF  CHRIST 
Heb.   9:2  8. 

"And  unto  them  that  look  for  him 
shall  he  appear  the  second  time  without 
sin  unto  salvation." 

Yes,  Jesus  is  coming  again,  coming 
just  as  He  went  away.  Some  are  looking 
for  Him  just  as  they  were  at  His  first 
coming  and  some  are  not.  He  says  in  the 
above  scripture  that  those  who  look  for 
Him  will  see  Him.  Scoffers  are  saying, 
"Where  is  the  promise  of  his  coming? 
For  since  the  fathers  fell  asleep,  all  things 
continue  as  they  were  from  the  begin- 
ning of  the  creation,"  2  Pet.  3:4.  Yes, 
some  of  our  professed  Christians  scoff 
when  you  mention  the  Lord's  coming.  Re- 
member you  cannot  be  in  the  company 
with  the  shepherds,  the  wise  men  or  the 
good  old  saints,  Simeon  or  Anna,  if  you 
do  not  study  the  Word  of  God  and  keep 
pace  with  His  teachings.  Some  of  these 
days  you  will  be  left  to  go  through  the 
great  tribulation.  Jesus  will  come.  Two 
will  be  grinding  at  the  mill,  one  shall  be 
taken  and  the  other  left.  Two  shall  be 
sleeping  in  one  bed,  the  one  shall  be  taken 
and  the  other  left.  You  will  not  know 
He  came  until  you  realize  your  loved  ones 
are  gone.  Oh,  what  an  awful  hour  that 
will  be!  God  help  us  to  be  watching.  Je- 
sus said,  "Therefore  be  ye  also  ready;  for 
in  such  an  hour  as  ye  think  not  the  Son 
of  man  cometh." 
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To  the  Readers  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway 

We  are  bringing  you  this  little  extra 
message  this  month  to  tell  you  something 
very  important.  Did  you  know  that  every 
day  we  are  each  of  us  making  history? 
Some  of  it  may  never  be  recorded  but  that 
which  is  being  made  just  now  of  which 
we  are  about  to  inform  you  will  be  re- 
corded on  the  pages  of  history  in  the 
Church  of  God. 

I  am  sure  you  will  be  glad  to  know 
that  the  Church  has  taken  over  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  from  now  on  it  will 
not  be  an  independent  paper  but  a  really 
Church  of  God-owned  paper.  Aren't  you 
glad?  Don't  you  think  with  the  strength 
of  the  Church  of  God  back  of  it,  it 
will  mean  much  to  the  progress  of  our 
paper?  I  hope  it  will.  This  will  take  all 
financial  strain  off  the  Editor  and  leave 
us  just  the  work  of  editing  the  paper. 
Now  I  know  that  you  feel  like  praising 
the  Lord.  Don't  you? 

Now  as  we  have  turned  over  the  paper 
to  the  Church  it  makes  us  reminescent 
this  morning  as  we  write  to  you. 

In  the  center  of  this  page  we  are  pub- 
lishing a  poem,  "A  Song  of  Life",  used  in 
the  Editor's  Message  in  the  first  Lighted 
Pathway  ever  published.  The  thought  of 
it  still  lingers  and  is  just  as  appropriate 
today  in  regard  to  the  Lighted  Pathway 
as  it  was  when  we  first  found  it.  Stop 
and  read  it  just  now. 

Yes,  I  am  remembering  when  the  Lord 
began  to  definitely  lay  the  young  people 
on  my  heart  and  how  I  wept  and  prayed 
to  be  of  service  to  them.  I  remember  how 
definitely  the  Lord  spoke  to  me  and  gave 
me  a  plan  for  our  paper.  The  name 
Lighted  Pathway  came  in  one  of  those 
little  whispers  from  the  Holy  Spirit.  The 
pages  came  to  me  one  by  one,  in  trying 
to  meet  every  need. 

Then  we  remember  it  was  right  in  the 
time  of  depression  when  everything 
looked  dark,  financially  speaking,  and 
friends  called  us  foolish  to  attempt  such 
a  thing  at  that  time.  But  God  was  call- 
ing and  we  must  follow  on.  Yes,  we 
planted  the  little  acorn.  The  first  issue 
contained  only  eight  pages.  We  had  5  00 
printed.  The  acorn  had  sprouted  and  we 
could  see  the  little  tree  as  it  peeped  its 
little  head  above  the  ground.  We  didn't 
have  one  cent  to  pay  for  the  printing,  but 
God  laid  it  on  the  heart  of  my  dear  old 
father,  who  is  now  shouting  God's  praises 
with  my  precious  mother  in  the  glory 
land,  to  pay  the  first  printing  bill.  I  am 
sure  if  they  can  see  and  understand  now 
they  are  not  sorry  they  did  it.  A  few 
subscriptions  came  in  for  the  next  issue 
which  was  a  sixteen-page  paper;  and  my 
father  helped  me  on  this  one.  So  the  lit- 
tle paper  began  to  grow  and  with  God 
back  of  us  we  pressed  on,  never  thinking 


about  getting  any  remuneration  for  our 
work  only  to  pay  our  printing  bill,  and 
so  the  little  tree  kept  growing. 

At  this  time  our  home  cares  were 
heavy  and  being  a  minister's  wife  my  re- 
sponsibilities were  many  and  I  began  to 
pray  for  help  in  the  work  and  made  men- 
tion of  needing  help  through  the  paper. 
In  a  few  days  I  received  a  letter  from 
a  young  lady  in  Louisiana  asking  for  the 
place.  I  wrote  and  told  her  I  could  pay 
her   a   very   small    salary.   But   she   came, 

SONG  OF  LIFE 

A  traveler  on  a  dusty  road 

Strewed  acorns  on  the  lea; 

And  one  took  root  and  sprouted  up, 

And  grew  into  a  tree. 

Love  sought  its  shade  at  eventide, 

To  breathe  its  early  vows: 

And  age  was  pleased  in  heights  of  noon, 

To  bask  beneath  its  boughs. 

The  doormouse  loved  its  dangling  twigs, 

The  birds  sweet  music  bore  — 

It  stood  a  glory  in  its  place 

A  blessing  evermore. 

A  little  spring  had  lost  its  way 

Amid  the   grass  and  fern; 

A  passing  stranger  scooped  a  well, 

Where  weary  men  might  turn. 

He  walled  it  in  and  hung  with  care 

A  ladle  on  the  brink, 

He  thought  not  of  the  deed  he  did, 

But  judged  that  toil  might  drink. 

He  passed  again,  and  lo!  the  well 

By  summer  never  dried, 

Had  cooled  ten  thousand  parched  tongues 

And  saved  a  life  besides. 

A  nameless  man  amid  the  crowd 

That  thronged  the  daily  mart, 

Let  fall  a  word  of  hope  and  love 

Unstudied  from  the  heart. 

A  whisper  on  the  tumult  thrown, 

A  transitory  breath, 

It  raised  a  brother  from  the  dust, 

It  saved  a  soul  from  death. 

Oh  germ!  oh  fount!  oh  word  of  love! 

Oh  thought  at  random  cast! 

You  were  but  little  at  the  first 

But  mighty  at  the  last. 

— Charles  Mack  ay. 

God  bless  her,  and  gave  me  three  years  of 
wonderful  service,  giving  the  same  conse- 
crated service  that  we  were  giving,  taking 
the  same  interest  in  the  work  and  get- 
ting under  the  burden  with  me.  Yes, 
many  are  the  tears  we  shed  together  to 
water  this  little  tree.  This  young  woman 
was  Minrie  Bell  Jagers  now  Mrs.  J.  D. 
Clayton  of  Greenville,  S.  C.  We  con.- 
gratulate  the  Greenville  church  for  hav- 
ing her  with  thdm  there.  Two  years  ago 
God  sent  us  another  secretary,  Geneva 
Prevo,  now  Mrs.   William   Carroll,      who 


was  willing  to  sacrifice  with  us  in  this 
great  work  and  is  to  still  be  our  secretary. 
Geneva  is  one  of  the  reliables  who  can 
always  be  depended  upon. 

The  tree  is  growing  and  its  branches  are 
reaching  out,  but  we  want  it  to  reach 
out  still  further  this  year  'til  all  the  parts 
of  the  earth  shall  shelter  under  its 
branches.  We  are  going  to  do  our  best 
and  we  are  calling  on  you  to  help  us 
make   it   grow. 

Recently,  just  after  we  arose  from  bed 
one  morning,  these  words  came  to  us, 
Other  sheep  have  I  who  are  not  of  this 
fold.  Perhaps  it  was  God  speaking  to  us 
of  the  other  sheep  who  need,  the  inspira- 
tion that  comes  through  reading  this 
paper.  I  wonder  how  many  homes  we 
could  place  it  in  this  year,  where  it  could 
be  a  blessing.  Don't  just  work  in  your 
own  little  circle  but  step  outside  and  put 
it  in  other  homes.  Perhaps  God  may  call 
you  to  reach  down  in  your  pocket  and 
send  a  subscription  to  some  friend  you 
are  interested  in  and  for  whom  you  are 
praying.  Perhaps  He  will  call  on  you  to 
buy  rolls  of  them  and  put  them  in  jails 
and  hospitals  for  Jesus'  S3ike.  I  am  sure 
you  willl  be  glad  to  help  this  tree  spread 
out  this  year.  On  another  page  we  are 
giving  you  our  Christmas  message  from 
the  first  Christmas  number  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway. 

God  bless  you  and  help  you  to  water 
this  tree  with  your  tears  and  prayers  this 
coming  year. 

We  feel  also  that  you  would  be  inter- 
ested in  reading  our  introductory  mes- 
sage in  the  first  issue  of  the  paper.  So 
we  are  giving  it  here  just  as  it  appeared 
in  that  issue.  It  was  entitled,  ' 

"Small    Beginnings" 

In  introducing  our  little  paper,  "The 
Lighted  Pathway"  to  you,  we  use  this 
poem  to  bring  the  thought  of  what  small 
beginnings  sometimes  mean.  For  several 
years  God  has  been  laying  the  young  peo- 
ple of  our  land  upon  my  heart  and  has 
given  me  such  a  desire  to  help  them  that 
this  desire  has  blossomed  into  this  little 
paper  which  I  am  sending  forth  into  the 
world  to  touch  the  lives  of  the  precious 
young  people  who  are  groping  in  dark- 
ness along  the  way. 

We  see  so  few  boys  and  girls  that  are 
giving  their  lives  to  the  service  of  the 
Master  these  days,  that  we  feel  there  is 
a  reason  somewhere,  and  that  if  the  right 
chord  was  touched  in  their  lives  multi- 
tudes of  them  would  surrender  their  lives 
to  the  Master.  The  aim  of  this  paper  is 
to  touch  that  chord  and  help  the  hungry 
hearts  to  find  their  place  in  the  great 
harvest  field  instead  of  spending  their 
lives  aimlessly  with  the  pleasures  and 
frivolities  of  this  life,  with  no  sheaves  to 
(Continued  on  page  21) 
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400,000  pairs  of  men's  and  women's  boots 

at    $5.00   each— $2,000,000 

1,000,000    loaves      of      bread      at    12c — 

$120,000 

1,000,000  pounds  of  beef  at  2  5c  a  lb. — 

$250,000 

200,000  families'     rent     for     5      months 

at    S3 0.00   a  month — $30,000,000 

Add  up  these  amounts  and  see  if  all 
the  liquor  money  is  spent,  or  if  you  have 
a  good,  big  sum  to  put  in  the  bank,  or 
to  take  all  the  children  of  those  families 
to  a  picnic  on  Dominion  Day.  And  along 
with  this;  thefts,  murders,  suicides,  auto- 
mobile accidents  and  brewers  have  in- 
creased from  40  to  60  per  cent. — Scl. 


It's  Nobody's  Business 

(Based  on  a  recent  incident) 

It's  nobody's  business  what  I  drink; 
I   care   not   what   my   neighbors   think, 
Or  how  many  laws  they  choose  to  pass, 
I'll   tell   the  world,   I'll  have  my  glass. 
Here's  one  man's  freedom  they  shall  not 

curb; 
My  right  to  drink  is  undisturbed. 

So  he  drank  in  spite  of  law  or  man; 
Then  got  into  his  old  tin-can. 
He  stepped  on  the  gas  and  let  it  go 
Down  the  highway,  to  and  fro. 
He    took   the   curves   at   forty   miles 
With  bleary  eyes  and  a  drunken  smile. 

Not  iong  till  a  car  he  tried  to  pass — 
Then  a  crash,  a  scream,  a  broken  glass. 
The  other  car  is  upside  down 
About  two  miles  from  the  nearest  town. 
The  man  is  clear,  but  his  wife  is  caugfit. 


And  he  needs   the  help  of   that   drunken      Over  Here." 


A  Man  w  ent  over 

I  once  visited  Niagara  Falls.  I  saw  on 
the  Canadian  side  this  sign  put  on  the 
edge  of  the  precipice:      "A    Man    Went 


sot, 

Who  sits  in  a  maudlin,  drunken  gaze 
And  hears  the  screams  and  sees  the  blaze; 
But  too  far  gone  to  save  a  life 
By  helping  lift  the  car  from  off  the  wife. 

The  car  is  burned,  a  mother  dies 
While  a  husband  weeps  and  a  baby  cries, 
And  a  drunk  sits  by.  And  still  some  think 
It's  nobody's  business  what  they  drink. 
— By  George  Y.  Hammond,  Superintend- 
ent, Kansas  Anti-Saloon  League. 

A  Bit  of  Arithmetic 

Some  boys  are  fond  of  arithmetic;  but 
some  do  not  like  figures  unless  they  are 
very  easy.  Well,  here  is  a  "sum"  easy 
enough   for  any  one. 

In  the  Providence  of  Ontario  in  the 
year  1929  was  spent  on  intoxicating 
drink  $5  6,000,000,  a  little  more  than 
si 7.00  for  every  man,  woman  and  child. 
If  there  were  in  the  hard  times  200,000 
people  in  the  Dominion  out  of  work, 
what  could  be  bought  for  them  with 
this  Ontario  money? 


need  not  tell  the  results  as  I  braced 
myself  against  the  tree  and  looked  down 
the  craggy  rocks  200  feet  below  where 
lie   landed. 

In  pre-prohibition  times  there  were 
3  00,000  saloons  in  the  United  States  of 
America.  At  each  of  these  saloons  one 
might  fittingly  put  up  this  sign,  "A  Man 
Went  Over  Here."  He  did  not  cease  his 
descent  with  a  fall  of  over  200  feet,  but 
from  the  bottomless  pit  of  despair  comes 
back  the  affirmative  of  God's  eternal 
truth.  No  drunkard  shall  inherit  the 
kingdom  of  heaven.  (1  Cor.  6:10.) 

I  know  a  town  that  bought  ground  for 
a  graveyard  with  license  money,  and 
nearly  fifty  of  its  graves  were  filled  with 
victims  of  its  own  saloons — all  inside  of 
twenty-five  years.  Shall  it  not  "be  called 
the  field  of  blood  until  this  day"? 

I  knew  of  a  saloon  keeper  who  had  on 
his  book  150  customers.  One  day  he 
checked  off  the  names  that  were  not 
available,  and  forty-eight  were  dead  be- 
cause of  drink  he  had  sold  them. 

He  went  out  of  business  because  of  his 


200,000   bags   of    sugar      at    $5.00  a   bag      murderous  record.  Every  case  had  its  rec- 

— $1,000,000  ord.   One   was   his  own   father;    who   late 

200,000    bags   of   flour      at    $4.00  a    bag      at  night,  fell  out  of  his  wagon  on  his  way 

— $800,000  home,  a  few  miles  in  the  country.  When 
200,000  bags  of  potatoes  at   $1.50   a  bag      found    the   next   morning   he   was   almost 

— $300,000  devoured  by  hogs. 

200,000  suits  of  men's  clothes  at  $3  0.00           Another  was  a  neighbor  whom  he  put 


each — $6,000,000 

200,000   suits  for  boys  at   $10.00  each — 

$2,000,000 

200,000   women's  dresses   at    $30.00   each 

— $6,000,000 

200,000   dresses  for  gir!s   at    $10.00  each 

— $2,000,000 


out   at   a    late 


hour 


md 


Next  morning  when  he  opened  up  he 
saw  the  forearm  of  a  man  with  hand 
reaching  out  of  a  snow  bank.  He  went 
out  and  took  hold  of  it.  That  was  all  he 
found  of  the  man.  A  walk  of  a  mile  on 
the  railroad  track  and  the  shattered  frag- 


ments to  be  found  were  put  in  a  box  not 
over  a  foot  square,  so  complete  was  his 
destruction.  -a    -jc    -s 

The  Parable  of  Joanna  and 


Behold,  in  a  certain  city  of  the  Ameri- 
cans there  was  a  woman  named  Joanna, 
who  from  her  youth  had  been  wise  and 
prudent.  Having  a  piece  of  gold  worth 
five  dollars  she  said  to  herself,  "I  will 
not  spend  my  substance  for  ice  cream 
cones,  nor  yet  for  movies  and  chewing 
gum.  Behold,  I  will  put  this  money  in  the 
bank,  and  peradventure  when  I  am  grown 
up  I  shall  receive  mine  own  with  usury." 
So  she  went  to  the  bank,  deposited  her 
five  dollars  and  took  a  receipt  thereof, 
and  went  on  her  way  rejoicing.  And  in 
after  years,  it  came  to  pass  even  as  she 
had  said.  Her  five  dollars  increased  many 
fold,  sc  that  she  was  able  to  buy  a  new 
hat  without  asidng  her  husband  for  the 
money. 

Now  in  the  same  city  there  was  also  a 
man  wise  in  his  own  conceit  whose  name 
was  John.  And  John,  having  five  dollars, 
went  into  a  place  known  as  a  State  Liquor 
Store  and  said  in  a  loud  voice  that  he 
wanted  to  buy  some  "good  stuff."  And 
lo,  the  merchant  so!d  him  the  stuff  which 
was  called  good,  but  would  not  1st  him 
drink  it  on  the  premises.  So  John,  having 
a  mind  to  show  men  how  temperate  he 
could  be,  went  into  a  solitary  place 
and  took  a  drink.  Then  peradventure,  he 
forgot  about  temperance  and  took 
another;  and  so  on  until  there  was 
no  more  of  the  stuff  he  called  good,  but 
he  had  acquired  the  feelings  of  one  who 
owns  the  world  and  the  fulness  thereof. 
He  mounted  his  chariot  and  drove  on  the 
wrong  side  of  the  road.  He  collided  with 
another  chariot  driven  by  one  whose  driv- 
ing was  like  that  of  Jehu  the  son  of 
Nimshi,  so  that  he  spun  around  in  a 
circle,  rounded  a  curve,  jumped  a  five- 
foot  ditch,  broke  down  two  barbed-wire 
fences,  and  entered  the  field  of  a  stranger. 
And  when  he  came  to  himself  he  heard 
the  judge  say,  "One  hundred  dollars  and 
costs." 

And  it  came  to  pass  that  when  John 
had  paid  his  fine  and  made  good  the  dam- 
age on  two  cars,  he  found  that  the  stuff 
which  he  called  good  had  cost  him 
$3  67.94  more  than  the  five  dollars  he 
paid  for  it.  And  he  said  in  his  heart,  "The 
fool  and  his  money  are  soon  parted." 
Moreover,  the  heart  of  John's  wife  was 
sad  when  she  saw  the  new  hat  of  Joanna, 
knowing  that  she  must  wear  her  old  one 
another  year.  His  children  also  wept  be- 
cause there  was  not  wherewith  to  buy 
them  proper  apparel.  Now  of  the  two  who 
in  the  beginning  had  five  dollars,  which 
thinkest  thou,  made  the  better  invest- 
ment?— Fred  A.  Dunlap,  in  IJgb/  and 
Life   Evangel. 
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Through   Fairy-Land 

(Continued   from   page    11) 

into  a  gust  of  anger.  And  now  here  she 
was  saddled  with  two  strange  scraps  of 
humanity,  who  gazed  about,  a  little 
scared  and  subdued  by  all  the  multitude 
and  diversity  of  toys,  for  these  children 
(had  not  seen  the  like  before. 

It  was  some  time  before  Ruth  made 
them  realize  that  they  could  select  toys 
for  themselves.  The  little  girl  endeavored 
even  then  to  curb  her  brother's  extrava- 
gance. 

"Naughty  boy!"  she  scolded,  shaking 
him.  "You  must  not  ask  the  lady  for  an 
automobi.e.  It  costs  heaps  of  money." 

Ruth  was  amazed  at  the  mother-wise 
way  in  which  the  girl  handled  the  boy, 
and  she  so  much  enjoyed  her  morning 
that  she  was  amazed  to  find  it  nearly 
lunchtime.  There  was  something  to  be 
said  for  Christmas  shopping,  after  all,  or 
at  least  some  phases  of  it. 

When  all  the  children's  purchases  had 
been  wrapped,  Ruth  wrote  down  their 
address,  so  that  the  bulky  articles  could 
be  sent.  They  were  both  far  too  excited 
to  thank  the  one  responsible  for  it.  Their 
one  desire  was  to  get  home  and  tell  their 
mother. 

The  last  glimpse  Ruth  had  of  them 
was  a  ruddy  shock  of  hair,  a  green  and 
nondescript  coat,  and  a  woolly  lamb  be- 
ing waved  aloft  by  his  owner;  then  Ruth 
looked  around  for  her  car. 

Luncheon  was  nearly  over  by  the  time 
she  arrived. 

"Come  on,  Ruth;  it's  caramel  pud- 
ding," urged  Robert.  This  was  a  favorite 
dish  with  both,  and  Ruth  smiled.  It  was 
nice  to  be  identified  with  Robert's  pref- 
erences. The  small  post-breakfast  quar- 
rel was  forgotten. 

Lamb  chops  were  still  simmering  for 
the  late  comer.  Ruth  lifted  the  silver 
dish,  and  said,  "You'll  simply  never  guess 
what  I  have  been  doing." 

"We  have  heard  all  about  it,"  her 
guardian  assured  her,  smiling.  "Poor  Miss 
Cook  is  completely  scandalized." 

"And  the  very  odor  of  the  ragamuf- 
fins overcame  her,"  supplemented  Rob- 
ert, "so  much  so  that  she  could  not  eat. 
You  have  started  something,  Ruth." 

Ruth  laughed  like  a  stray  chord  of 
music.  "I  have  decided  to  have  a  whole 
Christmas  party  of  them;  so  what  will 
she  do  then?" 

"Oh,  that  will  be  splendid,"  said  old 
Mr.  Reede. 

"Great!"  shouted  Robert. 

But  it  is  one  thing  to  announce  that 
you  are  going  to  give  a  party,  and  quite 
another,  as  the  man  in  the  parable  found, 
to  furnish  it  with  guests.  Ruth  decided 
finally  to  enlist  the  services  of  her  little 
red-headed  friend.  To  this  end  she  put 
on  her  rain-coat,  and  started  forth  to  the 


address  given  her.  She  did  not  take  her 
automobile,  but  rode  in  a  street-car.  It 
was  something  new. 

She  arrived  in  the  poorest  part  of  the 
city,  and  knocked  at  the  number  she  read 
in  her  address-book.  She  heard  children's 
voices  inside  the  dingy  apartment,  and 
then  her  little  friend  answered  the  door. 

"Quick,  it's  the  lady,"  the  girl  whis- 
pered to  someone  within,  not  even  say- 
ing, "Come  in."  Ruth  walked  in,  and 
met  the  mother,  and  told  of  her  plans  for 
a  party.  She  invited  all  the  children  in 
that  block,  and  the  girl  promised  to  bring 
"at  least  thirty." 

It  was  Robert  who  conceived  the  idea 
of  dressing  up  as  Santa,  and  took  Ruth's 
car  and  went  for  the  children.  The  lit- 
tle red-headed  girl  organized  the  unruly- 
mob  with  her  amazing  dexterity,  shep- 
herding them  in  little  batches  to  the 
grocer's  at  the  corner,  and  shrilling  at 
them  like  a  football  coach. 

Eventually  they  were  all  deposited  in 
the  big  living-room,  which  had  been 
made  in  readiness.  The  children  seemed 
awed  at  first  by  the  magnificence  of 
their  surroundings;  but  that  soon  wore 
off,  as  familiarity  bred  contempt.  The 
cakes  and  ice-cream  were  in  every  hue 
known  to  man.  And  so  wonderful  candy! 

After  refreshments  came  the  tree.  It 
was  beautiful   to  behold. 

Robert  went  off  to  put  on  his  red 
cloak  and  whiskers,  and  Ruth  gave  him 
the  signal  to  come  in.  He  was  greeted 
with  shrill  cries  and  whistles.  A  roar  of 
exc  amations  followed.  The  children 
marched  around  Santa  and  the  tree,  and 
received  their  gifts.  Ruth  had  a  little  cry 
of  very  wholesome  emotion.  Some  of  the 
children  had  had  pitifully  grotesque  at- 
tempts made  to  smarten  them  up  for  the 
occasion,  but  behind  each  and  every  one 
of  them  lay  the  shadow  of  want  and  neg- 
lect, and  all  the  heartbreak  of  unimagina- 
ble poverty. 

Ruth  was  beginning  to  taste  of  that 
well  of  water  which  springeth  up  into 
everlastin"  life. 

When  the  party  was  over,  Ruth  had 
her  chauffeur  take  the  children  home  in 
relays,  Robert  deeming  it  wise  to  remain 
at  home  until  the  bo'd  ones  had  gone. 
The  little  girl  was  the  last  one  to  go.  She 
stuck  very  close  to  Ruth  holding  her 
hand  with  the  pride  of  priority  and 
touching  Ruth's  bare  white  arms  and 
pretty  gown  reverently.  When  Ruth 
kissed  her  good-night  she  nearly  burst 
with  pride,  and  wished  all  the  others 
were  there  to  see.  Robert  lifted  her  into 
the  car,  and  waved  farewell.  Both  Ruth, 
and  Robert  waved  off  the  last  of  the 
revellers.  Little  fists  were  waggling  from 
the  automobile  windows. 

Ruth  snd  Robert  went  back  to  the 
barren  tree.  Robert  saw  the  unaccustomed 
tears   dewing      those   expressive     eyes  of 


Ruth's.  He  had  never  seen  her  in  so 
melted  a  mood. 

"Enjoyed  the  Christmas,  after  all,  eh?" 
he  asked  in  gentle  banter. 

Ruth  just  could  not  answer  him.  Those 
ridiculous  tears  were  coming  fast,  the 
kind  of  tears  that  water  the  soul  and 
keep  it  verdant. 

Robert  understood.  In  the  shadow  of 
a  great  palm  he  took  her  to  his  heart,  per- 
petuating all  the  real  inwardness  of 
Christmas,  which  is  love. 

Sing  Their  Thanks 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
The  next  morning  it  was:  "Do  you  re- 
member how  we  said  yesterday  morning 
that  we  were  going  to  try  to  grow?  Let 
us  all  think  for  a  moment  of  something 
we  can  do  today  to  make  us  grow  'more 
loving.'  "  This  time  the  mother  started 
the  thoughts  by  saying,  "I  will  mind 
Mrs.  Johnson's  baby  for  awhile  and  let 
her  go  for  a  walk."  The  children  were 
quick  to  think  of  ways  "kind  and  good"; 
and  thus  they  were  led  naturally  to  a 
realization  of  what  it  meant  to  "grow 
more  loving"  and  were  ready  to  sing  their 
thank-you  song  from  the  heart.  And  so 
it  went  from  morning  to  morning. 

In  God's  Presence 

It  is  in  the  desert  that  the  dew  falls 
freshest  and  the  air  is  purest.  So  with 
the  soul.  It  is  when  none  but  God  is 
nigh;  when  His  presence  alone,  like  the 
desert  air,  in  which  there  is  mingled  no 
noxious  breath  of  man,  surrounds  and 
pervades  the  soul;  it  is  then  that  the  eye 
gets  the  clearest,  simplest  view  of  eternal 
certainties;  it  is  then  that  the  soul  gath- 
ers in  wondrous  refreshment  and  power 
and  energy. — Bonar. 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  received  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It 
was  the  best  this  month  it  has  ever  been. 
It  gets  better  each  month.  I  hope  to  see 
the  day  it  becomes  a  weekly  paper  instead 
of  a  monthly.  I  appreciated  your  message 
so   much   this   month. 

Last  year  I  was  so  down-hearted,  the 
devil  told  me  there  were  not  any  young 
people  in  the  Church  of  God,  but  when 
I  went  to  the  Assembly  and  attended  the 
Young  People's  services  each  morning  I 
soon  found  out  for  myself.  I  well  remem- 
ber the  first  morning  we  met  and  had 
introduction  meeting  and  the  power  of 
God  fell.  I  was  so  encouraged.  I  promised 
God  that  morning  that  I  would  go  out 
and  get  more  young  people.  We  surely 
have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  Brother  and  Sister 
Phillips  are  a  great  blessing  to  us. 

Prav  for  us. — Ruby  Mitllit/s,  Belmont, 
N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  cannot  speak  words  to  tell  how 
much  we  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway.  We 
love  to  get  it  to  read;  it  has  so  many  nice 
stories  in  it,  and  is  a  wonderful  help  in 
the  Y.  P.  E. 

Sister  Barker  is  wonderful  to  encourage 
the  young  people  and  help  with  the  Y. 
P.  E. 

May  God  help  you  in  the  good  work 
you  are  doing. — Laura  Castain,  West 
Devon,  Canada. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  were  all  very  glad  to  be  at  the  As- 
sembly and  glad  to  have  had  the  privilege 
of  attending  the  Y.  P.  E.  services.  Truly 
the  services  did  us  much  good,  especially 
the  service  the  last  morning.  We  left 
Community  Hall  that  morning  with  a 
greater  determination  to  serve  God  bet- 
ter this  Assembly  year  and  do  more  for 
Him.  I  doubt  if  I  shall  ever  forget  that 
service.  My  home  is  Pittsburgh,  Pa.,  but  I 
never  found  the  great  Church  of  God  un- 
til July,  1936,  after  coming  to  West  Vir- 
ginia. But  I  was  proud  to  find  out  that 
Pennsylvania  had  such  "Spirit-filled" 
young  women  as  those  who  had  charge  of 
that  program. 

Pray  for  us  and  the  Y.  P.  E.  here  in 
East  Rainelle  that  we  might  be  a  "light" 
to  lost  young  men  and  women  in  this 
town  and  be  the  means  of  leading  them 
to  Christ. — Mary  E.  Wiud/sh. 

I  want  to  tell  you  how  much  we  enjoy 
the  Lighted  Pathway  way  out  here  in 
Montana.  A  week  or  two  before  the  roll 
comes  the  young  people  begin  asking  me 


if   the   Lighted  Pathways  have   come.   It 
always  seems  so  long  between  papers. 

The  older  folks  also  enjoy  them.  May 
the  Lord  bless  you. — Bernice  Boyd,  Big- 
timber,  Mont. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  reader  of  the  Lighted  Pathway 
and  enjoy  it  very  much.  My  heart  goes 
out  with  thanksgiving  for  you  and  the 
wonderful  work  you  are  doing.  Oh,  how 
I  love  these  papers.  They  mean  a  great 
deal  to  me.  Sometimes  when  I  am  down- 
hearted I  can  read  them  and  be  com- 
forted. Sister  Harrison,  may  the  dear 
Lord  ever  bless  you  and  keep  you  under 
the  shadow  of  His  wings  and  ever  fill 
your  mouth  with  words  to  comfort  our 
boys  and  girls  as  we  go  along  life's  jour- 
ney. 

Please  pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  at  Buxton. 
Although  God  is  ever  blessing  yet  we 
need  your  prayers. — Mrs.  Enid  M.  Good- 
all,  Jam.,  B.  W.  I. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

In  Jesus'  dear  name  I  want  to  send  a 
few  words  of  praise  to  God  this  morning 
for  what  He  is  to  us.  I  praise  Him  for 
our  Y.  P.  E.  services  and  for  the  Y.  P.  E. 
paper. 

I  am  interested  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  at  our 
church.  I  want  to  see  more  young  people 
get  saved,  sanctified  and  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost.  How  I  thank  the  good  Lord 
for  the  Church  of  God. 

We  had  the  banner  three  months. 
Thank  the  good  Lord  for  good  people  as 
Brother  and  Sister  Grant.  Their  lives  have 
been  a  blessing  to  us.  I  desire  the  good 
prayers  of  the  Christian  people  that  I 
will  stay  humble  before  Him,  that  my 
life  can  be  used  for  His  glory.  Don't  for- 
get to  pray  for  our  Church  at  Spartan- 
burg, S.  C. — Mrs'.  Grace  Ketner,  Arcadia, 
S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  boys  and  girls  of  the  Church  of 
God  Y.  P.  E.  of  Houston,  Texas  have 
put  faith  and  works  together.  James  1: 
11.  "Faith  without  works  is  dead." 

We  organized  a  Y.  P.  E.  and  began  to 
pray  that  God  would  give  us  a  piano  and, 
praise  His  dear  name,  we  started  to  work. 
We  chose  two  captains:  Captain  No.  1, 
Red,  represents  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ; 
Captain  No.  2,  Blue.  God  commanded  the 
children  of  Israel  to  sew  a  blue  border 
on  the  hem  of  their  garment.  Captain 
No.  1  has  a  quart  jar  for  her  freewill 
offerings.  Captain  No.   2   has   a  fruit  jar 


with  a  split  in  the  lid  for  her  freewill 
offerings. 

Our  president,  Sister  Barber,  had  all 
the  church  io  write  their  names  on  a 
small  piece  of  paper  and  drop  in  a  hat. 
Then  the  captains  tossed  the  names  up 
good  and  let  everyone  draw  out  a  name. 

When  the  red  side  or  blue  side  brings  a 
new  member  to  Y.  P.  E.,  Sunday  School 
or  church  they  get  ten  points.  If  the  one 
they  bring  has  a  good  lesson,  or  the  whole 
class,  they  get  twenty-five  points.  Each 
thought  on  Sunday  School  lesson  is  five 
points.  Also  if  we  learn  the  books  of  the 
Bible  we  get  250  points.  The  president 
can  go  on  teaching  the  girls  and  boys  how 
many  chapters  in  each  book,  verses,  etc. 
We  have  had  this  work  going  for  three 
weeks.  God  is  blessing.  The  Reds  have 
$11.65  and  675  points.  The  Blues  have 
$11.65  and  695  points.  We  made  candy 
and  sold  it  together.  We  sold  $4.66  one 
day.  Our  offerings  have  been  good.  We 
prayed  that  God  would  give  us  enough 
for  a  piano  for  our  church  and  God  has 
been  so  good  to  us.  He  led  our  president 
to  a  $75  0  piano  which  belonged  to  a  Mrs. 
Gentry,  who  lives  near  the  church.  After 
Sister  Barber  had  talked  to  Mrs.  Gentry 
awhile,  she  told  her  that  she  could  have 
the  piano  for  $25.00.  We  have  it  now, 
using  it  for  the  glory  of  God.  Bless  His 
dear  name.  God  spoke  to  another  sister, 
our  dear  Sister  Little,  and  she  gave  $5.00 
on  the  piano  and  Brother  Myers  gave 
about  a  case  of  eggs  which  he  is  selling 
himself  and  donating  to  the  Church  of 
God.  May  God  bless  him  and  every  ef- 
fort put  forth  by  the  young  people  and 
members  of  the  Church  of  God. 

The  side  that  gets  $15.00  first  is  to  be 
served  by  the  other  side  with  a  big  din- 
ner. Our  young  people  are  working.  The 
church  is  in  one  accord.  "Faith  without 
works  is  dead." 

Miss  Margaret  Barber  is  captain  No. 
1,  Red.  Miss  Normer  Teague  is  captain 
No.  2,  Blue.  Our  president  is  Sister  W. 
D.  Barber.  This  may  be  a  help  to  other 
Y.  P.  E.  workers. 

P.  S.  I  wrote  this  letter  a  few  days  ago 
and  didn't  mail  it.  Since  then  we  have 
our  piano  paid  for.  God  is  good  to  us, 
bless  His  dear  name.  —  Miss  Normer 
Teague,  Flouston,  Texas. 

Young  People's  Endeavor 

Come,  young  folks,  and  let's  forever 
Think  and  do  for  the  Endeavor; 
We  forever  a  crown  shall  wear 
If  we  only  come  and  do  our  share. 

The  pastor  is  back  of  it  all, 
With  Jesus  at  his  side; 
Goes  forward  into  battle, 
In  him  we  all  confide. 

We  have  two  classes, 
The  Red  and  the  Blue; 
We  are  working  for  Jesus 
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And  all  that  is  true. 

And  based  on  the  Bible 
We  surely  will  win; 
Lost  souls  for  Jesus — 
Won't  you  come  in? 

As  a  soldier  it  is  our  duty 
To  prepare  for  heaven  and  its  beauty; 
To  the  Blues  we  say  you're  doing  fine, 
Fighting  old  Satan;  he's  not  in  our  line. 

Let's  throw  out  our  chests  and  hold  up 

our  heads 

And  figure  out  how  we'll  beat  the  Reds, 
For  God's  with  us,  get  members  today 
If  the  Reds   think  they're     beating     we 

have  something  to  say. 

To  the  Reds  we  say,  You  are  going  so 
strong, 

The  race  isn't  over,  they  will  learn  be- 
fore long; 

That  we'll  get  new  members  and  show 
them  who's  who, 

Our  title  is  Red  and  theirs  is  Blue. 

For  God  we  are  working, 
And  interesting  it  will  be; 
Won't  you  come  join  us? 
Christ  died  on  the  tree. 

The  Young  People's  Endeavor 
Is  going  over  the  top; 
The  throttle  is  wide  open 
And  we  will  not  stop. 

We  are  on  an  excursion, 
Going  to  heaven  so  fair; 
If  we  trust  the  Conductor 
We  will  surely  reach  there. 

Dedicated  to  the  Church  of  God,  Pacolct 
Mills,  S.  C. — Miss  Alma  Ingle. 

Treasure 

Wherever  your  treasure  is 

That's  where  your  heart  will  be. 

That's  a  verse  in  the  Book  of  books 

My  dear  Mother  read  to  me — 

Treasure  in  heaven  will  never  fail, 

Often  I've  heard  her  say; 

Thieves  can't  pilfer  nor  moths  corrupt 

Gifts  you  have  stored  away. 

But  there,  eternal  in  heaven, 

Awaiting  that  glorious  day; 

When  Jesus  our  precious  Redeemer 

Says,  Come  up,  I'll  hide  you  away. 

There  we  will  find  our  treasure, 

Also  our  treasurer  friend  and  guide; 

There  we  will  behold  the  nail  prints 

And  the  spear  mark  in  His  side. 

Then  again  the  words  that  were  spoken 

On  the  Isle  of  Patmos  of  old, 

Fear  not,   I   am   he  that  liveth   and  was 

dead, 
And  am  alive  forever  more,  behold! 
Now  come  ye  blessed  of  my  Father, 
Inherit  the  kingdom  for  you  prepared; 
Walk  the  golden  streets  of  glory, 
You  shall  never  again  be  snared. 


You  have  won  a  place  in  heaven, 
Your  treasures  you  have  laid  up  on  high; 
Now  live  in  the  celestial  city, 
For  you  never  again  shall  die. 
And  now  it  seems  that  I  can  hear 
That  precious  voice  speak  once  more, 
The  same  message   that  is   delivered 
In  Saint  Luke   12:34, 
Wherever  your  treasure  is 
That's  where  your  heart  will  be. 
Fear  not,  little  flock,  only  follow, 
And  my  Father's  kingdom  yours  shall  be, 
No  words  can  express 
The  joys  of  that  golden  strand. 
Even  Paul  said,  Eye  nor  ear  had  not  de- 
tected, 
Neither  had   it   entered  in   the   heart   of 

man; 
But  glory  to  God  in  the  highest — 
Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men. 
May  we,  like  the  beloved  disciple  say, 
Even  so  come,  Lord  Jesus.  Amen. 

— Jasper  Smith,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 
Religion 

I  like  the  kind  of  religion, 

The   kind   folks   talk   about; 
It  makes  me  feel  real  happy 

And,  praise  God,  it  makes  me  shout. 

Folks  say  they  don't  believe  in  shouting, 
As  the  Church  of  God  people  do; 

But  if  they  examine  the  Bible, 

They'll  find  shouting  in  there  too. 

They  say  it  isn't  religion, 

That  it's  only  for  a  show; 
But  when  they  await  the  judgment, 

They'll  find  we  were  not  so  slow. 

I'm  glad  I  received  His  warning, 

And  at  His  feet  did  fall; 
In  the  name  of  Jesus 

For  pardon  I  did  call. 

Oh!   won't  you  seek  His  salvation, 
Before  that  day  should  come; 

To  gather  all  God's  children 

To  that  bright   and  happy  home? 

Be  faithful,   saints,   be   faithful, 

Take  no  time  to  rest; 
For  in  that  land  of  promise, 

We'll  be  forever  blest. 

— Mary  Shartzer,  Fannington,  Pa. 

Falling  Away 

"TJsat  day  shall  not  come,  except  there 
come  a  jailing  away  first,"  2  Thess.  2:3. 

Dear  young  people  and  older  ones  as 
well,  I  hope  I  shr.ll  be  able  to  help  you  to 
see  the  need  of  a  closer  walk  with  God. 
Oh,  so  many  people,  both  young  and  old, 
are  departing  from  the  true  faith.  They 
do  not  love  the  Lord  Jesus  any  more. 
Thousands  of  professing  Christians  are  re- 
jecting fundamental  Bible  truths.  They 
deny  the  inspired  word  of  religion.  Just 


think,  dear  hearts,  church  members  have 
joined  hands  with  the  world.  They  play 
cards,  attend  the  movies  and  smoke  and 
lie.  They  have  driven  the  wonderful 
Spirit  of  God  away.  He  has  departed 
from  them.  Matt.  24:12,  "Because  ini- 
quity shall  abound,  the  love  of  many 
shall  wax  cold."  Most  people  do  not  care 
for  the  gospel.  Their  love  for  it  is  gone. 
It  has  waxed  cold  in  these  last  days.  They 
are  seeking  the  pleasure  of  this  world. 
Just  think,  dear  ones,  they  are  seeking  ev- 
erything but  God.  It  is  time  for  God's 
people  to  look  up  and  seek  more  of  Him, 
and  get  a  firmer  grip  on  His  unchang- 
ing hand.  We  read  in  1  Tim.  4:1,  "The 
Spirit  speaketh  expressly,  that  in  the  lat- 
ter times  some  shall  depart  from  the 
faith,  giving  heed  to  seducing  spirits, 
and  doctrines  of  devils.''  2  Peter  3:3,  4, 
"Knowing  this  first,  that  there  shall  come 
in  the  last  days  scoffers,  walking  after 
their  own  lusts.  And  saying,  Where  is 
the  promise  of  his  coming?  for  since  the 
fathers  fell  asleep,  all  things  continue  as 
they  were  from  the  beginning  of  the 
creation."  We  also  find  another  scripture 
in  Ephesians  5:14,  15,  16,  which  reads 
like  this,  "Wherefore  he  saith,  Awake 
thou  that  sleepeth,  and  arise  from  the 
dead,  and  Christ  shall  give  thee  light.  See 
then  that  ye  walk  circumspectly,  not  as 
fools,  but  as  wise,  Redeeming  the  time, 
because  the  days  are  evil." 

Dear  readers,  keep  watching  and  pray- 
ing. Keep  your  eyes  on  the  goal.  Keep 
praying  lest  at  any  time  you  faint.  Keep 
moving  for  God. — A  reader  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  a  member  of  the 
Y.  P.  E.,  Mrs.  Gertrude  Coster,  Blacks- 
burg,  S.  C. 

Dark  Days 

Many  of  the  darkest  days  in  the  history 
have  borne  the  choicest  fruit  of  the  glory 
of  God  and  the  good  of  man.  It  was  a 
dark  day  when  Israel  groaned  in  the  bit- 
terness of  the  Egyptian  bondage.  But  if 
the  bondage  had  been  less  bitter  Israel 
would  have  rested  content  in  Egypt.  Out 
of  the  bondage  came  the  Exodus,  and  out 
of  the  Exodus  the  Messiah.  It  was  a  dark 
day  when  the  ardent,  brave,  eloquent 
Stephen,  hope  of  the  early  Church,  was 
stoned;  but  out  of  that  day  came  Paul. 
It  was  a  dark  day  when  the  persecution 
that  arose  about  Stephen  ravaged  the  dis- 
ciples, but  out  of  it  came  the  world-wide 
preaching  of  the  gospel.  Darkest  of  all 
days  was  that  on  which  the  sun  hid  his 
face  from  the  Divine  Man  expiring  on 
Calvary;  yet  all  our  hopes  and  all  our 
happiness  come  from  that  day.  —  The 
Elim  Evangel. 

You  may  glean  knowledge  by  reading, 
but  you  must  separate  the  chaff  from  the 
wheat  by  thinking. — Osborn. 
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Glints  of  Knowledge 


Attention  Youngsters 

During  the  depression  it  is  estimated 
90  per  cent  of  the  country's  engineers 
were  out  of  work.  Now  Dean  Charles  E. 
Ferris  of  the  U.  T.  College  of  Engineering 
reports  that  there  are  not  enough  gradu- 
ate engineers  in  Tennessee. 

He  says: 

"Nearly  every  day  we  receive  requests 
from  factories  for  graduate  engineers  but 
we  just   haven't   enough   unemployed  en- 
gineers  to  satisfy  the  demand." 
— O— 

Twenty-four  months  ago  John  L. 
Lewis  and  seven  other  labor  leaders  in  At- 
lantic City  announced  the  birth  of  the 
C.  I.  O.  It  has  had  an  amazing  record  of 
progress. 

There  are  now  32  international  unions 
in  its  set-up,  5  50  local  industrial  unions. 
Membership,  centered  in  coal,  steel,  autos 
and  transportation,  totals  3,718,000.  As 
of  June  1,  1937,  every  member  of  the  C. 
I.  O.  had  been  paying  dues  of  five  cents 
a  month.  In  the  past  16  months  the  or- 
ganization has  disbursed   $1,745,968. 

Committee  leaders     were     particularly 
anxious  to  point  out  that  they  won  total 
wage  increases  of     $1,000,000,000     from 
employers.  This  includes  a  rise  of   $2  5  0,- 
000,000  for  steel  workers,  41,000,000,000 
for    auto    workers.    Meanwhile    2,000,000 
C.  I.  O.  members  had  won  shorter  hours. 
— Cl- 
One   of    the      more      populous      Malay 
States  reports  that  only  five  persons  were 
killed  by  tigers  in  a  year.  It  might  be  be- 
cause the  tigers  don't  go  70  miles  an  hour 
with   one   arm   around   a   girl.   —   George 
Ryan  in  Box  ton  Herald. 
— O— 

England,  for  working  men,  has  built 
about  3,000,000  homes  which  rent  at  a 
very  moderate  price.  From  1930  to  1935, 
1,500,000  new  dwellings  were  built,  of 
which  only  3  5  0,000  were  built  in  the 
United  States,  and  that  last  year  1,400,- 
000  new  homes  were  built,  compared 
with  only  120,000  built  in  the  United 
States.  These  dwellings,  with  modern 
equipment  in  kitchen  and  bath,  at  low 
rent,  have  greatly  increased  social  con- 
tentment, and  should  be  duplicated  in  our 
own   country. 

— O— 

Bishop  James  Cannon,  Jr. 

Six  thousand  Mormon  youths  met  in 
the  Tabernacle,  Salt  Lake  City,  on  a  re- 
cent Sunday  in  the  interest  of  Sabbath 
Observance,  the  purpose  being  to  launch 
a  crusade  for  the  recovery  of  the  Sab- 
bath. Fact  was,  that  the  Mormon  Elders 
were  shocked  at  the  widespread  desecra- 
tion of  Sunday  and  the  growing  spirit  of 


lawlessness.  The  young  people  declared 
against  Sunday  movies,  sports,  dancing, 
feasting  and  self-indulgence. 

Said  Dr.  Nicholas  Murray  Butler  of 
Columbia  University:  "The  most  menac- 
ing fact  in  the  international  situation  is 
the  complete  lack  of  confidence  that 
prevails  all  over  the  world.  Neither  be- 
tween governments  nor  in  the  realms  of 
business  and  finance  do  people  trust  each 
other.  This  really  means  the  complete 
breakdown  of  morals.  People  do  not  seem 
to  think  it  their  dutv  or  interest  to  keep 
their  word." 

— O— 

The  missionaries  in  Ethiopia  received 
notice  that  the)'  were  to  be  expelled  a 
week  before  Good  Friday,  but  they  ap- 
plied for  an  extension  of  time  to  Marshal 
Graziani.  They  were  not  only  refused,  but 
were  told  that  if  they  did  not  leave  with- 
in seven  days  they  would  be  forcibly  ex- 
pelled. They  finally  left  on  Good  Friday. 
The  following  morning  the  Italians  en- 
tered the  mission  and  confiscated  every- 
thing."—Dr.  D.  H.  C.  Bartlett. 

— o— 

Statistics  on  trailer  manufacture,  our 
newest  and  fastest-growing  industry,  in- 
dicate as  much.  Some  26,000  homes-on- 
wheels  bowled  into  Florida  last  year  to 
spend  the  best  part  of  the  winter  season. 
Almost  100,000  new  trailers  will  be  built 
during  193  7,  twice  the  record  of  last 
year.  One  million  Americans  ate  and  slept 
on  rubber-tired  wheels  during  193  6. 
— O— 

Looking  over  the  field,  We  are  inclined 
to  think   the   politest  of  all  our  tax  col- 
lectors is  the  filling  station  man.  He  also 
sells  gas   and  oil. — Kansas,   City  Star, 
— O— 

Chiang  Kai-shek  is  the  military  dicta- 
tor of  Central  China,  and  some  think 
that  the  destiny  of  China  rests  on  this 
yellow  Caesar. 

Before  reforming  his  country,  Chiang 
reformed  himself.  He  once  made  $1,000,- 
000  as  a  Shanghai  broker,  spent  $100,000 
of  it  on  his  second  wedding. 

Today  he  is  a  fireside  puritan,  spend- 
ing most  of  his  time  near  Nanking  in  a 
six-room  bungalow  decorated  with  ugly 
German  oleographs  and  Grand  Rapids 
furniture. 

Chiang  is  a  God-fearing,  Southern 
Methodist.  He  reads  his  Bible  constantly, 
but  never  attends  church  for  fear  of  as- 
sassination. Popular  he  is,  but  not  that 
popular;  for  his  political  methods  are  lead 
and  silver  bullets,  force  and  graft. 
— O— 

Senator  Bailey  (Dem.  North  Caroli- 
na), says  the  South  doesn't  approve 
lynching,   but   objects  to   the   anti-lynch- 


ing  bill.  They  don't  wish  to  be  tied  down 
in  the  matter  of  springing  up. — Tom 
Meany  in  the  New  York  World-Tele- 
gram. 

— O— 

The    cost    of    the    depression    has    been 
estimated  at  $149,000,000,000.  We  can't 
afford  another  in  the  immediate  future. 
— O— 

America  lags  behind  the  world.  We 
have  school  kids  ten  years  old  who  don't 
even  know  how  to  thrust  a  bayonet. — 
Buffalo  Neil's. 

— O— 

John  Garner  is  the  right  type  of  man 
for   Vice-president.   He   never   talks  until 
he    has    something    to   say,      then    doesn't 
say  it. — Buffalo  News, 
— O— 

For  a  century  the  churches  of  Ameri- 
ca have  carried  on  their  work  of  world 
service  and  world  evangelization.  Dur- 
ing these  three  generations  they  have  sent 
out  more  than  5  0,000  American  mission- 
aries and  have  contributed  more  than  a 
billion  dollars  to  support  them  and  their 
ministry  to  humanity.  These  mission- 
aries have  been  among  our  choicest  men 
and  women.  They  and  their  children  hold 
proportionately  the  highest  place  in  any 
role  of  the  greatest  servants  of  the  world 
in  modern  history. — Robert  Speer. 

— O— 
The  Trend    Toward  Dictator- 
ship 

A  writer  in  Capper's  Weekly  says: 
"There  are  two  kinds  of  dictatorships: 
Communism  and  Fascism.  The  only 
Communist  dictatorship  is  Soviet  Russia, 
with  a  population  of  approximately  168,- 
000,000.  But  there  are  a  number  of 
fascist  dictatorships.  Germany  with  a 
population  of  66,000,000,  Italy  with 
42,000,000,  Poland  32,000,000,  Turkey 
14,000,000,  Yugoslavia  14,000,000,  Hun- 
gary 8,700,000,  Austria  6,750,000  and 
Esthonia  1,150,000,  a  total  of  184,600,- 
000  population  for  the  fascist  countries. 
Apparently  Fascism  is  growing  much 
faster  than  Communism.  Even  in  Russia 
the  Soviet  government  is  swinging  steadi- 
ly in  the  direction  of  Fascism." 

It  should  be  observed,  however,  that 
in  practically  all  these  countries  enumer- 
ated as  being  ruled  by  dictators,  the  men 
who  grasped  this  power,  Hitler,  Musso- 
lini and  others,  claimed  at  first  to  be 
Liberators.  Their  appeals  for  a  following 
and  support  offered  to  the  "forgotten 
man"  just  about  what  he  wanted. 
— O— 
Notice! 

If  you  want  something  for  a  Christ- 
mas present  for  your  boy  or  girl,  you 
will  not  make  a  mistake  in  buying  one 
of  our  bound  Lighted  Pathway  books. 
Order  early;  our  supply  is  limited. 
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Special  Notice 

We  have  been  just  a  little  disappointed 
n  the  interest  our  young  people  are 
aking  in  our  Reading  Circle.  We  are  es- 
>ecially  interested  in  getting  you  to  read- 
ing. All  you  have  to  do  to  join  this  Read- 
ng  Circle  is  to  promise  to  read  the 
Lighted  Pathway  from  cover  to  cover, 
rhat  isn't  much,  is  it?  Then  from  time 
;o  time  we  suggest  books  for  you  to  read, 
lead  them  and  send  us  either  a  book  re- 
dew  or  write  in  telling  us  how  you  en- 
oyed  the  book  and  give  any  information 
hat  would  lead  others  to  want  to  read 
t.  Let  us  see  how  many  will  join  our 
leading  Circle  in  the  January  issue  and 
>egin  the  new  year  right. 

What  Are  You  Reading? 

Thousands  of  boys  and  girls  and  men 
nd  women  are  spending  a  great  deal  of 
ime  reading.  So  fast  does  time  fly,  so 
>recious  each  moment;  how  necessary 
hen  to  be  careful  even  what  we  read, 
fhe  average  reader  can  soon  read  a  book 
hru;  in  fact,  one  can  puruse  thousands 
if  lines  in  a  short  time.  The  argument 
•ften  is  this,  "Oh,  I  read  everything — 
he  good,  the  bad,  but  it  does  not  affect 
ne!"  Well,  that  is  a  poor  argument  in- 
leed,  for  one  knows  if  he  has  read  some- 
ning  good  he  ought  to  retain  enough  to 
ffect  him.  So  surely  one  would  not  like 
o  say,  "Oh,  yes,  I  read  a  wonderful 
>ook,  its  teachings  were  of  the  very  best 
norally  and  spiritually,  but  what  I  read 
loes  not  affect  me.  I  soon  forget  it." 
^ow  there  are  not  many  who  would  like 
o  acknowledge  that  they  had  not  re- 
ained  the  good  things.  Then,  on  th-: 
ither  hand,  if  one  has  read  so  much  foo1- 
snness,  so  much  fiction,  so  much  that  Is 
lot  uplifting  to  mind  or  soul,  he  wants 
o  argue  that  he  is  not  affected  by  such. 
~Ie  can  read   it  and   forget   it. 

If  the  young  of  our  land  would  pride 
hemselves  in  being  careful  of  their  read- 
ng,  I  am  sure  one  would  see  a  mighty 
:hange  in  our  boys  and  girls. — Scl. 

Suggested  Books 

These  are  the  books  we  have  suggested 
or   1937.  How  many  have  you  read? 

1.  Quo  Vadis  by  Henryk  Sienkiewicz. 

2.  In  His  Steps  by  Charles  M.  Sheldon. 

3.  Deeper  Experiences  of  Famous  Chris- 
ians. 

4.  The  Christian  Hero  Series. 


5.  The  Prince  of  the  House  of  David. 

6.  My  Beloved  Armenia. 

7.  Ideals  for  Earnest  Youth. 

8.  What  People  Ought  to  Know  Series. 

9.  Talks  to  Girls  by  Helen  Welshimer. 

10.  Thinking  Youth. 

11.  The  Man  God  Uses. 

12.  Scenes  From  the  Life  of  the  Monk 
Who  Shook  the  World   (Martin  Luther). 

13.  Martin  Luther. 

14.  Pandita   Ramabai. 

15.  George  Muller. 

16.  Studies  in  Soul  Winning  by  Fred- 
erick P.  Wood. 

17.  The  Obedience  of  Faith  by  Mary 
Mozley. 

18.  Studies  of  Famous  Bible  Women. 

19.  Studies  of  Great  Bible  Characters 
by  H.  T.  Sell. 

20.  How  to  Love  the  Victorious  Life, 
by  an  unknown  Christian. 

21.  The  Power  of  the  Blood  of  Jesus  by 
Andrew   Murry. 

22.  But  Now  We're  Christians  by  D.  F. 
Ackland. 

23.  The  Man  God  Uses  by  Oswald 
Smith. 

Order  from  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House.  *    ::"    ::* 

To  the  Readers  of  the  L.  P. 

(Continued  from  page   15) 

lay  at  the  Master's  feet  when  this  life  is 
ended. 

There  is  a  great  wave  of  criticism 
sweeping  through  our  churches  today  in 
regard  to  the  younger  generation,  and 
truly  it  is  sad  to  see  so  many  beautiful 
lives  being  wasted  in  this  day  of  wonder- 
ful possibilities  for  lives  of  usefulness,  but 
what  are  we  doing  to  give  them  a  glimpse 
of  this  beautiful  side  of  life?  Our  criti- 
cism will  not  bring  results.  It  is  only 
the  love  that  beams  out  through  our  very 
countenance  and  actions  toward  them 
that  will  give  them  a  desire  to  reach  out 
for  better  things. 

We  so  often  hear  the  expression,  "Oh 
this  younger  generation,"  but  perhaps 
God  is  not  censuring  them  as  much  as 
you  and  me.  I  have  been  in  some  localities 
where  the  young  people  have  no  young 
people's  meetings  and  where  seemingly 
no  interest  whatever  is  being  taken  in 
them  and  this  is  one  thing  we  hope  to 
stimulate   through   this   paper. 

We  plan  to  publish  each  month  prayer 
meeting  topics  for  the  young  people,  so 
that  the  most  backward  community  may 


carry   on   its   own   young  people's   meet- 
ings. 

Oh  for  leaders  in  the  different  locali- 
ties who  will  get  them  on  their  hearts 
and  pray  and  work  until  a  training  class 
of  some  kind  is  organized  and  the  young 
people  put  to  work,  where  they  will  feel 
they  have  a  part  in  the  great  work  of 
evangelizing  the  world.  What  are  the 
young  people  of  your  church  doing?  Are 
you  pushing  them  forward  and  training 
them  so  that  they  will  be  ready  for  your 
mantle  to  fall  upon,  wher  you  are  called 
away?  Let  us  pray,  Lord  raise  up  conse- 
crated leaders  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost, 
who  will  launch  out  in  transforming  de- 
serts into  rose  gardens. 

OUR  AIM 

In  our  great  department  stores  we  find 
they  use  system  and  order  in  displaying 
their  goods.  The  farm  tools  and  machin- 
ery are  in  on<?  place,  the  automobile  parts 
in  another,  the  household  goods  in  an- 
other, and  so  on  down  the  line,  until  the 
needs  of  the  whole  human  race,  tempo- 
rally speaking,  can  be  found  under  one 
roof. 

It  is  our  aim  to  use  this  same  system 
and  order  in  our  paper  as  it  grows  and 
develops.  We  want  a  page  for  the  parents 
of  these  precious  young  people,  who  have 
borne  the  burden  and  heat  of  the  day,  anJ 
whose  hearts  have  grown  weary  and  tired 
many  times  as  they  toiled  and  prayed  for 
them  to  be  all  that  they  desired. 

We  want  a  page  devoted  to  our  pre- 
cious children  to  enable  us  to  plant  a  few 
seed  in  their  little  hearts,  that  will  save 
them  from  the  pitfalls  that  are  awaiting 
them  out  in   the  future  somewhere. 

A  page  will  be  devoted  to  questions 
and  answers  so  that  our  puzzled  and  per- 
plexed young  people  can  ask  questions 
and  they  may  be  answered  through  these 
columns  for  the  benefit  of  others. 

It  may  take  us  a  little  while  to  do  ail 
we  want  to  do,  but  this  is  our  aim.  I  am 
sure  that  many  of  you  who  will  receive 
a  copy  of  this  first  issue  are  going  to 
want  to  help  me  reach  the  goal  I  am  long- 
ing to  reach. 

Now  may  I  ask  you  to  especially  pray 
that,  like  the  acorn  in  our  poem,  this  lit- 
tle paper  may  grow  as  the  great  oak 
tree,  spreading  out  its  branches  so  that 
many  toil-worn,  tempest-tossed  ones  may 
find  shelter  and  rest,  and  as  the  little 
spring,  that  multitudes  may  drink  from 
its  pages  and  be  refreshed  and  led  on  in- 
to a  closer  place  with  the  One  who  has 
promised  that  out  of  our  innermost  be- 
ing shall  flow  rivers  of  living  water, 
which  means  that  we  can  be  so  filled  with 
the  Holy  Spirit  that  this  Spirit  will  flow 
out  to  others. 

We  especially  desire  that  love  spoken  of 
in  the  last  verse,  will  be  our  theme 
throughout  its  pages  until  every  word 
will  be  saturated   with  it,   for  it  is  love 
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that  is  going  to  win  the  world  for  Christ. 
NOTE:  The  first  issue  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  was  published  August,  1929, 
two  months  before  the  Y.  P.  E.  was  or- 
ganized in  the  Church. 

The  Minister's  Influence 

Cheapness  of  conduct  and  light  and 
trifling  conversation  do  not  belong  to  a 
Christian,  whatever  position  he  may  oc- 
cupy in  the  church.  It  is  particularly  re- 
prenensible  when  it  is  found  in  one  who 
stands  as  a  leader  of  the  people. 

We  were  impressed  with  this  recently 
as  we  made  inquiry  of  an  old  minister 
about  a  young  man  in  his  conference  who 
had  lately  taken  up  the  work  of  the 
ministry.  We  were  told  that  he  was  de- 
veloping into  a  good  speaker,  he  had  a  lik- 
able personality;  but  he  was  manifesting 
one  weakness,  and  that  was  a  certain 
cheapness  of  conduct,  revealed  in  light 
and  trifling  conversation.  In  the  mind  of 
this  minister  these  traits  stood  squarely  in 
the  way  of  the  success  of  the  young  man 
in  question. 

Cheerfulness  is  always  in  place.  It  is 
right  for  us  to  be  hopeful  and  even  joy- 
ful in  the  Lord.  The  ministry  is  no  place 
for  morose  men,  for  pessimists;  but  when 
cheerfulness  descends  to  levity,  then  it 
cheapens  the  life.  Men  judge  of  the  pul- 
pit utterance  by  the  private  life  and  con- 
versation of  the  preacher.  There's  no  place 
in  the  Christian  ministry  for  the  preacher 
who  makes  a  practice  of  indulging  in 
jokes,  who  at  the  socia1  gathering  is  the 
first  in  fun  and  frolic,  who  prides  him- 
self on  his  wit  in  repartee  and  story- 
telling. One  with  these  traits  may  pass 
among  a  certain  class  as  a  hail  fellow  well 
met,  as  a  genial  companion;  but  they  de- 
tract very  greatly  from  the  power  of  his 
preaching  and  from  the  influence  of  his 
personal  labor. 

Whatever  may  be  our  position  in  the 
church  of  Christ,  let  us  seek  to  show  by 
our  well-ordered  conversation  the  power 
of  transforming  grace  in  our  lives.  1  Tim. 
3:1-7.— Se/. 

The  Duty  of  Sociability 

"I  saw  Julia  Mason  this  afternoon."  As 
she  spoke,  Mrs.  Hamilton  looked  across 
the  supper  table  at  Lucy,  who  flushed  and 
dropped  her  eyes. 

"I  met  her  on  the  way  to  Sunday 
School;  she  was  going  the  other  way,  and 
I  stopped  and  asked  her  why,"  continued 
Mrs.  Hamilton. 

Lucy  flushed  deeper,  and  crumbled  a 
bit  of  bread  with  her  fingers. 

"It  is  a  pity  for  that  girl  to  leave  the 
Sunday  School  for  so  slight  a  cause,"  went 
on  her  mother.  "She  is  the  only  member 
of  her  family  who  attends  church  and 
Sunday  School.  We  had  hoped  she  would 
bring  in  the  others.  It  is  a  serious  thing  to 


discourage  and  drive  her  away. 

"I  haven't  discouraged  her,"  murmured 
Lucy,  still  looking  red  and  uncomfort- 
ble. 

"No;  I  am  sure  you  have  not  meant 
to,"  answered  her  mother;  "but  have  you 
encouraged  her?" 

"I  can't  help  it  if  our  class  is  not 
very  sociable  to  strangers.  It  has  always 
been  noted  for  being  exclusive,"  said 
Lucy,  half  proud,  half  apologetically. 

"Exclusive!  Is  that  a  motto  for  a  class 
of  Christ's  followers,  and  in  God's 
house?"  Mr.  Hamilton  joined  in  the  dis- 
cussion with  vigor,  disapprobation  in  his 
eyes. 

"That  is  the  reason  she  gave  me  for 
not  wanting  to  go  to  Sunday  School," 
admitted  Mrs.  Hamilton,  more  mildly. 
"I  am  sure  you  girls  did  not  realize  what 
you  were  doing.  I  am  afraid  you  forgot 
all  about  the  duty  of  being  sociable,  the 
duty  and  privilege  of  welcoming  one  of 
God's  children  among  you  and  helping 
her  on  the  road  we  are  all  traveling  to- 
gether." 

"I  never  thought  being  sociable  was  a 
duty,"  said  Lucy,  in  a  low  tone. 

"A  great  many  people,  a  great  many 
Christians,  even,  do  not  seem  to  realize 
it,"  answered  her  mother;  "but  it  is  a 
duty  nevertheless.  What  was  it  Christ  said 
in  His  parable  of  'the  judgment'?  'I  was 
a  stranger,  and  ye  took  me  not  in.'  [ 
wonder  if  you  girls  ever  thought  about 
that  when  Julia  came  in  your  class  the 
first  time,  a  stranger?" 

"I  am  afraid  we  didn't,"  admitted 
Lucy. 

"I  see  now  that  we  have  been  in  the 
wrong.  I  am  going  to  try  to  make  up  for 
it.  I  will  go  to  see  Julia  this  week,  and  be 
jus:  as  nice  and  friendly  as  I  can  be,  and 
I  shall  ask  her  to  go  to  Sunday  School 
with  me  next  Sunday,  and  make  it  as 
pleasant  as  I  can  for  her.  In  the  mean- 
time I  shall  tell  the  girls.  They'll  see  it, 
too,  when  I  explain  to  them.  I  am  sure 
you  never  will  have  to  blame  us  again 
for  driving  anyone  out  of  our  class  or 
out  of  the  Sunday  School  because  we  are 
not  sociable." 

Lucy  was  as  good  as  her  word,  and  the 
class  whose  name  had  formerly  been  "ex- 
clusive" was  changed  so  that  there  was  no 
more  cordial  class  in  the  whole  Sunday 
School.  It  was  afterwards  noted  for  its 
broad,  sincere  spirit  of  Christian  socia- 
bility.— Publisher  Unknown. 

Personal   Problems 

If  you  have  any  personal  problems  as 
young  people  you  would  like  to  have  an- 
swered through  these  columns,  we  would 
be  glad  to  have  them.  We  believe  this 
will  be  a  very  interesting  page  and  can 
be  made  a  blessing.  Many  of  you  remem- 
ber the  good  times  we  have  at  our  open 


discussion  of  problems  at  the  Assembly. 
We  do  not  want  Y.  P.  E.  problems  only, 
but  your  personal  problems  also.  Perhaps 
you  have  no  mother  to  go  to  for  infor- 
mation or  your  friends  do  not  understand 
you.  You  may  be  facing  a  crisis  in  your 
life  and  you  want  help.  We'll  be  glad  to 
help  you.  If  your  question  is  one  we  can 
publish  we  will  do  so  through  this  page 
in  order  to  help  others.  So  far,  we  want 
to  be  your  friend  that  you  can  always 
confide  in.  We  may  not  be  near  enough 
to  put  our  arm  of  love  around  you,  but 
we  can  do  our  best  for  you.  Your  name 
will  not  be  published.  As  soon  as  we 
receive  enough  problems  we  will  start 
this  page.  If  a  personal  answer  is  desired, 
please  send  self-addressed,  stamped  enve- 
lope. 

Children's  Bible  Lesson 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
man  is  in  the  habit  of  telling  lies,  that 
man  is  not  allowed  as  a  witness.  So  a  per- 
son   who    witnesses    for   Christ   only      on 
Sunday  or  in  meeting,   and   against  Him 
at  school  and  at  home,  is  a  poor  witness. 
III.  JESUS  WANTS  WITNESSES 
The  world  does  not  know  of  His  love, 
His  willingness  to  save,  and  He  wants  to 
make  them  know. 
IV.  HOW  CAN  WE  WITNESS  FOR 
JESUS? 

1.  By  our  lives.  Everybody  is  wit- 
nessing, either  for  or  against  Christ.  A 
child  whose  father  was  a  judge,  could  not 
see  how  his  father  could  decide  when  so 
many  were  talking,  but  it  was  easy  to 
understand  when  he  found  out  that  all 
witnessed  on  one  side  or  on  the  other. 
God  looking  on  our  hearts,  knows  every 
day  and  every  hour,  though  others  may 
not  be  able  to  see  so  clearly,  whether  our 
lives  are  a  witness  for  or  against  Him. 
(Leader  draw  out  from  the  children,  il- 
lustrations of  childish  actions  that  dis- 
honor Jesus.) 

2.  By  our  words.  Often  a  word  has 
done  more  than  a  sermon.  (Leader  illus- 
trate by  the  little  daughter  of  Stephen 
Paxton,  who  led  her  father  to  Christ,  and 
by  2  Kings  5:2-14.)— D.  P.  Ward. 

"Before  us  we  have  a  map  which  shows 
the  per  capita  expenditure  and  drinking 
places  and  liquor  stores  as  shown  by  the 
government  report.  This  little  map  shows 
that  the  highest  per  capita  drinking  takes 
place  in  the  least  populated  states.  Neva- 
da leads,  with  $37.69  a  head.  Next  Mon- 
tana, with  $22.64;  then  Wisconsin, 
$20.00;  Washington,  $16.90;  New  Jer- 
sey, $16.31;  Wyoming,  $15.51.  The  heav- 
iest per  capita  spending  city  is  Mil- 
waukee, which  spends  for  liquor  $25.04 
per  capita.  The  state  which  shows  the 
least  per  capita  expenditure  is  Alabama 
at   1 5   cents  per  capita. 
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From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


"Comfort" 

Say!   You've  struck  a  heap  of  trouble 

Bust  in  business,  lost  your  wife. 
No  one  cares  a  cent  about  you 

You  don't  care  a  cent  for  life. 
Hard  luck  has  a  home  bereft  you, 

Health  is  failing,  wish  you'd  die. 
Why,  you've  still  the  sunshine  left  you! 

And  the  big  blue  sky. 

Sky  so  blue  it  makes  you  wonder 

If  it  is  heaven  shining  through — 
Earth  so  smiling,  way  out  yonder, 

Sun  so  bright  it  dazzles  you. 
Birds  a  singing:  Flowers  a  flinging 

All  their  fragrance  to  the  breeze. 
Dancing  shadows,  green  still  meadows — 

Don't  you  mope!  You've  still  got  these. 

These,  and  none  can  take  them  from  you. 

These,  and  none  can  weigh  their  worth. 
What!  You're  tired,  and  broke  and  beat- 
en! 

Why!    You're   rich,   you've      got      the 
earth. 
Yes,  if  you're  a  tramp  in  tatters, 

While  the  blue  sky  beams  above: 
You've  got  nearly  all  that  matters, 

You've  got  God  and  God  is  love. — Sel. 

■B     *     * 

I  imagine  that  a  great  many  men  who 
have  reached  the  top,  look  back  on  it  all 
with  a  kind  of  wishful  eye,  and  the  fol- 
lowing poem,  I  feel,  is  the  sentiment  of 
many. 

The  Price 

I  climbed  the  ladder  of  success. 

Then  let  myself  look  back, 

And  lo,  I  saw  the  joys  I  passed 

Unnoticed  on  the  track — 

A  hand  that  I  had  failed  to  grasp; 

A  heart  I'd  failed  to  touch; 

A  joy  to  some  child  brushed  aside, 

That  would  have  meant  so  much. 

A  kindly  deed  I  overlooked; 

A  smile  I  failed  to  give — 

So  greedily  I'd  sought  success, 

I  hadn't  stopped  to  live. 

I  saw  myself  a  master  man, 

Unmerciful — and  cold — 

And  in  a  world  of  happiness 

I  stood  alone — and  old. — Sel. 

He  that  studieth  revenge  kcepeth  his 
own     wounds     green,    which    otherwise 
could  heal  and  do  well. — Bacon. 
»  *  » 

If  You  Are  Well  Bred 

You  will  be  kind. 
You  will  not  use  slang. 
You  will  try  to  make  others  happy. 
You  will  never  indulge  in  ill-natured 
gossip. 


You  will  never  forget  the  respect  due 
to  age. 

You  will  not  swagger  or  boast  of  your 
achievements. 

You  will  not  measure  your  civility  by 
people's  bank  accounts. 

You  will  be  scrupulous  in  your  regard 
for  the  rights  of  others. 

You  will  not  forget  engagements, 
promises,  or  obligations  of  any  kind. 

You  will  never  make  fun  of  the  pe- 
culiarities or  idiosyncrasies  of  others. 

You  will  never,  under  any  circum- 
stances, cause  another  pain  if  you  can 
help  it. 

You  will  not  think  that  "good  inten- 
tions" compensate  for  rude  or  gruff  man- 
ners. 

You  will  be  as  agreeable  to  your  social 
inferiors  as  to  your  equals  and  superiors. 

You  will  never  remind  a  cripple  of  his 
deformity  or  probe  the  sore  spots  of  a 
sensative  soul. — Sel. 

*    :!-    * 

Divided  by  Four 

All  love  is  divided  in  four  parts. 

The  part  we  give  to  man 

is  warm  and  free  and  foolish, 

is  swathed  in  softening  hearts. 

The  part  we  give  ourselves  is 

a  vain,  devoted  pride, 

is  draped  in  mirrored  glances, 

is  drenched  with  pity  cried. 

The  love  we  give  to  life  is  painted 

with  the  joy  of  taking  all  that 

time  will  let 

Life  be — a  service  or  a  toy. 

The  Love  we   give  to  God 

is  sung  with  sweet,  closed  eyes 

in  humble,  simple  prayer 

alone.  It  has  no  sighs 

of  longing  for  material  gain. 

With  folded  hands  we're  grateful 

for  all  peace  and  for  all  pain. — Sel. 

Epigrams  From  Hugh  Black 

"If  you  can't  get  what  you  want, 
want  what  you  can  get." 

"If  you  can't  paint  pictures,  do  some- 
thing equally  worth  while." 

"Happiness  is  not  a  matter  of  income 
but  of  output." 

"The  bigger  your  ultimate  purpose,  the 
bigger  your  chance  for  happiness." 

"Life  is  rich  or  poor  according  to  your 
relationships." 

"If  you  are  making  the  world  a  bet- 
ter place  for  having  lived  in  it,  no  one 
can  rob  you  of  your  happiness .." 

"Enjoy  your  pleasures  while  they  last." 

"Appreciate  your  blessings  before  they 
are  gone." 


"Grasp  opportunities  whiie  you  may." 
— Sel. 

The  Singing  Heart 

"YOU  MAY  HAVE  a  singing  heart." 

"I?  There  is  no  joy  in  my  life;  nothing 
but  trouble.  What  have  I  to  make  my 
heart  sing?'' 

"Rejoice  in  the  Lord  always:  again  I 
will  say,  Rejoice"   (Philippians  4:4). 

"But  I  have  too  many  things  to  worry 
me.  How  can  I  rejoice?" 

"Casting  all  your  anxiety  upon  him, 
because  he  careth  for  you"  (1  Peter  5:7). 

"My  health  is  bad.  My  home  is  not  hap- 
py. My  children  are  a  constant  problem 
to  me.  Everything  is  wrong  in  my  life." 

"In  nothing  be  anxious;  but  in  every- 
thing by  prayer  and  supplication  with 
thanksgiving  let  your  requests  be  made 
known  unto  God"   (Philippians  4:6). 

"Do  you  mean  that  by  doing  that  1 
can  stop  worrying  and  find  peace?" 

"The  peace  of  God,  which  passeth  all 
understanding,  shall  guard  your  hearts 
and  your  thoughts  in  Christ  Jesus" 
(Philippians   4:7). 

"How  can  I  be  assured  of  a  bright 
faith  and  how  can  I  keep  my  mind  off 
my  old  worries?" 

"Be  filled  with  the  Spirit;  speaking  one 
to  another  in  psalms  and  hymns  and 
spiritual  songs,  singing  and  making  melo- 
dy in  your  heart  to  the  Lord;  giving 
thanks  always  for  all  things  in  the  name 
of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  to  God,  even 
the  Father"   (Ephesians  5:18-20). 

— Eunice  Jones  Strickland. 
«■    *    «• 

OUR  LESSON  TOO 

By  Jean   Dicigbt  Franklin 
A   little  child   with   lessons   all   unlearned 
And  problems  still  unsolved  before  me, 
With  tired  puzzled  face  to  me  upturned 
She  holds  a  slate  within  her  outstretched 

hands; 
My  sums  are  hard,  I  cannot  think  tonight 
Dear  father,  won't  you  make  the  answers 

right? 

Thus  do  I  come  to  the  great  Master  dear. 
My  lessons  too  are  hard,  my  brain  is  weak; 
Life's  problems  still  unsolved,  the  way  not 

clear 
The     answers     wrong — thy     wisdom     I 

would  seek. 
A  tired  puzzled  child,  I  pray  to-night, 
Here  is  my  slate — oh  make  the  answers 

right! 

The  Test 

The  test  of  the  heart  is  trouble, 
It  always  comes  with  the  years, 
But  the  smile  that  is  worth  the  praise  of 

earth 
Is  the  smile  that  shines  through  tears. 
Life  itself  can't  give  me  joy 
Unless  I  really  will  it; 
Life  just  gives  me  time  and  space 
It's  up  to  me  to  fill  it. — Sel. 
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Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

Him  as  gifts  at  this  Christmas  season, 
when  the  spirit  of  giving  is  abroad  in  our 
land?  Let  us  think  for  a  moment  what 
God  would  like  best  to  have. 

When  we  go  to  buy  for  one  of  our 
loved  ones,  we  study  sometimes  for  days 
to  know  what  they  would  like  best  and 
oftentimes  ask  them,  and  they  tell  us 
just  what  would  please  them  most. 

I  wonder  what  our  Lord  would  say  if 
we  should  ask  Him?  I  believe  He  would 
say,  "Present  your  bodies  a  living  sacri- 
fice." When  God  gets  us,  He  also  gets 
all  that  belongs  to  us.  Everything  is  on 
the  altar  to  be  used  for  His  glory.  He 
gets  our  gold  when  the  call  is  whispered 
into  our  ear,  "Come  over  into  Macedonia 
and  help  us."  If  we  can't  go  we  will 
gladly  help  others  to  go.  And  when  the 
call  comes  weekly  from  the  Bible  School 
for  funds  to  help  these  bright  boys  and 
girls  prepare  for  life  work  for  Him,  we 
will  gladly  respond. 

Our  precious  Lord  commanded  us  to 
pray  the  Lord  of  the  harvest  to  thrust 
forth  laborers  into  His  vineyard.  He  has 
called  them  and  they  have  said  yes  to 
God  and  now  He  is  waiting  on  us  to  do 
the  rest. 

I  have  heard  some  of  these  young  peo- 
ple relate  time  and  again  how  God  made 
them  willing  to  give  up  everything  in 
this  world  to  go  forth  in  His  name,  bear- 
ing His  reproach,  that  men  and  women 
might  receive  this  wonderful  joy  we  are 
talking   about. 

There  are  so  many  beautiful  ways  open 
to  us  for  service.  No  one  (however  help- 
less they  are)  need  go  into  the  presence 
of  God  empty  handed.  God  has  provided 
a  way  for  us  to  do  our  part.  Those  who 
are  not  able  to  give  (God  knows  just 
who  they  are)  can  pray  and  praise  and 
if  they  are  doing  their  best,  they  too  will 
have  this  joy. 

It  means  something  to  be  a  possessor 
of  this  joy.  Praise  the  Lord.  "The  joy  of 
the  Lord  is  your  strength."  To  have  this 
joy  means  service  for  the  Master.  We  all 
know  when  the  mountain  top  experience 
comes,  we  feel  like  we  could  run  through 
a  brick  wall  for  Jesus.  It  is  no  trouble  to 
preach  then.  We  wish  that  we  had  all  the 
inhabitants  of  the  whole  earth  before  us. 
We  have  no  fear.  It  is  no  trouble  to  pray 
for  the  sick  then  and  the  mighty  demon 
spirits  must  go  before  us.  It  is  no  trouble 
to  go  through  the  hard  places,  the  deep, 
dark  tunnels,  along  the  way  for,  "The 
joy  of  the  Lord  is  your  strength."  Would 
to  God  we  had  more  of  this  wonderful 
joy  at  this  Christmas  time.  It  is  our 
privilege  to  be  filled  to  overflowing,  if 
we  will  love  and  obey.  It  is  this  joy  in 
our  lives  that  makes  the  world  hungry  for 


our  Christ  and  makes  us  soul  winners  for 
Him. 

To  those  who  are  going  through  tun- 
nels of  sorrow  and  pain,  perhaps  at  this 
holiday  season  your  dearest  and  best 
friend  has  been  called  home  to  be  with 
Jesus;  perhaps  that  precious  babe  who 
nestled  so  close  to  your  breast  has  been 
torn  away  and  your  heart  and  home  have 
been  left  lonely  and  sad.  You  wondsr 
how  you  can  ever  be  happy  again. 

Beloved,  the  one  who  measures  out  this 
joy  to  us  according  to  our  needs  will  not 
leave  you  comfortless.  He  says,  "For  I 
will  turn  their  mourning  into  joy,  and 
will  comfort  them,  and  make  them  re- 
joice from  their  sorrow."  Weeping  may 
endure  for  a  night,  but  they  cometh  in 
the   morning. 

AT  THE  CROSSROADS 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
time  Sunday  when  we  went  to  church?" 

"No,  Sonnie,  I  have  known  this  story 
ever  since  I  was  a  little  boy.  My  father 
and  mother  told  me  about  it  when  I  was 
much  younger  than  you  are  now." 

"But  Papa,"  he  added  in  great  earnest- 
ness, "did  you  know  all  this  for  such  a 
long,  long  time  and  did  not  give  your 
heart  to  Jesus  until  yesterday?" 

Charles  wiped  tears  from  his  eyes,  say- 
ing, "Stephen,  I  am  very  sorry  that  I 
did  not  give  my  heart  to  the  Lord  many 
years  ago,  but  a  man  who  looked  very 
wise  in  my  eyes,  said  that  it  was  only  ex- 
citement and  I  decided  to  wait.  I  regret 
it  ail  very  much  now  and  I  do  not  want 
you  to  do  as  I  have  done." 

After  a  few  moments  of  silence  Charles 
said,  "You  must  now  retire,  for  1  wish 
to  be  alone,  I  must  write  a  very  impor- 
tant letter  yet  this  evening — just  one 
week  from  tomorrow  we  expect  to  go  to 
Grandfather's  house.  One  evening  this 
week  we  shall  once  more  go  to  our  quiet 
place  at  the  lake  and  then  I  shall  answer 
some  of  your  questions.  I  shall  tell  you 
about  my  boyhood  and  young  manhood; 
I  mean  to  keep  nothing  from  you,  you 
shall  know  it  all  in  order  that  you  may 
profit  by  my  mistakes  and  that  you  may 
not  do  as  I  have  done." 

(To  Be  Continued) 

RAPID  PROGRESS 

The  new  lines  of  communication,  es- 
pecially modern  railways,  are  rapidly 
making  remarkable  changes  all  over 
China,  making  it  possible  for  faculties 
and  students  of  Christian  schools  to  ar- 
range exchange  visits,  gaining  new  ideas, 
increasing  the  sense  of  union,  and  build- 
ing up  deeper  friendships.  The  wonderful 
usefulness  of  the  radio  makes  it  possible 
not  only  to  flash  news  all  over  China, 
but  Christian  messages  as  well.  One 
business  group  is  working  toward  a  con- 
tinuous program  of  Christian   messages. 


December,  193 
Attention  Please! 
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Remember  since  the  Lighted  Pathway 
has  been  turned  over  to  the  Publishing 
House  all  business  mail  should  be  ad- 
dressed strictly  to  The  Lighted  Pathway. 

Any  personal  mail  should  be  addressed 
to  Alda  B.  Harrison.  This  is  very  impor- 
tant and  if  you  will  remember  this  it  will 
help  us  at  the  Publishing  House  very 
much.  Thank  you. — The  Editor. 

The  purpose  of  the  Holy  Spirit's  com- 
ing is  to  generate  power  /;/  and  through 
the  church.  Without  Him  there  cannot 
be  power  and  cannot  be  conviction. 
Without  conviction  there  can  be  no  Bap- 
tism of  the  Holy  Spirit.  So  we  find  the 
church  of  this  modern  day  amounting  to 
very  little  more  than  a  social  club.  We 
can  write  in  letters  of  red  across  the  sky 
of  our  ecclesiastical  lives,  "Ichabod". 
"The  glory  is  departed  from  Israel." 

SILVER  LINING 

Come  on,  young  people,  and  earn 
$15.00  by  selling  100  Silver  Linings.  You 
order  them  and  sell  them  at  2  5c  each. 
Send  us  $10.00  in  thirty  days.  You  can 
divide  them  among  your  people  and  let 
your  whole  church  help  in  selling  them. 
Please  have  your  pastor  recommend  you 
when  you  send  for  the  books.  They  can- 
not be  returned.  Send  order  to  Alda  B. 
Harrison,   Cleveland,   Tenn. 

New  Gideons 

1.  Mrs.   Gladys  Sloan,  Easley,  S.   C. 

2.  Ethel  Birdsong,  Thomaston,  Ga. 

3.  Miss  Leocia  Glover,  Somerfield,  Pa. 

4.  Eldridge  Paynter,  Mallory,  W.  Va. 

5.  Mrs.  Inez  Herman,  Greenville,  Miss. 

6.  Mrs.   Mary  Tyston,  Boswell,  Pa. 

7.  James  B.  Reesor,  Beulah,  N.  Dak. 

8.  Mrs.  James  Clayton,  Blairs  Mills,  Pa. 

9.  Miss  Ruth  Giles,  Laurens,  S.  C. 

10.  Mrs.  Howard  Robbins,  Cawood,  Ky. 

11.  Mrs.  Roscoe  Morgan,  Pine  Hill,  Ala. 

12.  Pauline  Adkins,  Pax,  W.  Va. 

13.  Am  Rose  Willingham,  Bald  Knob, 
Ark. 

14.  Alonzo  Burris,  St.  Louis.  111. 

15.  Mrs.  A.  B.  Everett,  Moorhead,  Miss. 

16.  Mrs.  W.  F.  Owens,  Seneca,  S.  C. 

17.  Mary  Nell  Booth,  Columbus,  Ga. 

18.  Emily  W.  Abbott,  Chincoteaugue- 
Island,  Va. 

19.  Oscar  Bell,  Easton,  Md. 

20.  Mrs.   Laura  Taylor,  Baltimore,  Md. 

21.  Irene  Chambers,  1239  N.  2nd  Ave., 
Ft.  Lauderdale,  Fla. 

22.  Vera   Genette  Rich,   Canton,  Ga. 

To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  01.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  three  hundred  who  are  going  to  put  THB 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year? 
Read    the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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